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THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I, 


Snler  a  funeral,  a  coronet  lying  on  the  hearte,  acutckrant 
and  garlands  hanging  on  Ike  lides,  attended  by 
GASfAKoTnEfiAzzi,  Duke  of  Milan,  Ca8tru(iiii>. 
SivKKi,  PioRATTo,  Fluello,  and  others:  Hii-- 
P0I.ITO  meeting  them,  and  Matiieo  labouring  In 
hold  him  back: 

Duke.  Behold,  yon  cornel  shen's  bis  head  again ' 
Twice  hath  he  thus  at  crass-turna  thrown  on  us 
Prodigious'  looks  ;  twice  hath  he  troubled 
The  waters  of  our  eyes  :   see,  he's  turn'd  wild  :  — 
Go  on,  in  God's  name. 

c     *  A    ( ^"  afore  there,  ho  ! 

DiFK)!.    Kinsmen  and    friends,  take  from   your 
manly  sides 
Your  weapons,  to  keep  back  the  desperate  boy 
From  doing  violence  to  the  innocent  dead. 

Hip.  I  prithee,  dear  Matheo 

M.iT.  Come,  you're  mad  I 

Hip.  I  do  arrest  thee,  murderer  I     Set  down. 
Villains,  set  down  that  sorrow,  'tis  all  mine  I 

*  Pndigioui]  "  That  ii,  pBrlntavj,  so  deformtJ  as  to  bt 
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Duke.  I  do  beseech  you  all,  for  my  blood's  sake, 
Send  hence  your  milder  spirits,  and  let  wrath 
Join  in  confederacy  with  your  weapons*  points ; 
If  he  proceed  to  vex  us,  let  your  swords 
Seek  out  his  bowels  ;  funeral  grief  loathes  words. 

Cas.        Icj  ^ 

o         or  oet  on. 
Sin.,  ^c.) 

Hip.  Set  down  the  body ! 

Mat.  O  my  lord, 
You're  wrong !    i'  th*  open  street  ?  you  see  she's 
dead. 

Hip.  I  know  she  is  not  dead. 

Duke.  Frantic  young  man. 
Wilt  thou  believe  these  gentlemen  ? — Pray,  speak — 
Thou  dost  abuse  my  child,  and  mock'st  the  tears 
That  here  are  shed  for  her  :  if  to  behold 
Those  roses  wither'd  that  set  out  her  cheeks ; 
That  pair  of  stars  that  gave  her  body  light 
Darken'd  and  dim  for  ever ;  all  those  rivers 
That  fed  her  veins  with  warm  and  crimson  streams 
Frozen  and  dried  up ;  if  these  be  signs  of  death, 
Then  is  she  dead.     Thou  unreligious  youth. 
Art  not  asham'd  to  empty  all  these  eyes 
Of  funeral  tears,  a  debt  due  to  the  dead. 
As  mirth  is  to  the  living  ?  sham*st  thou  not 
To  have  them  stare  on  thee  ?  Hark,  thou  art  curs'd 
Even  to  thy  face,  by  those  that  scarce  can  speak ! 

Hip.  My  lord 

Duke.   What  wouldst   thou  have  ?    is   she   not 
dead? 

Hip.  O,  you  ha*  kill'd  her  by  your  cruelty  ! 

Duke.  Admit  I  had,  thou  kill'st  her  now  again, 
And  art  more  savage  than  a  barbarous  Moor. 

Hip.  Let  me  but  kiss  her  pale  and  bloodless  lip. 

Duke.  O  fie,  fie,  fie ! 

Hip.  Or  if  not  touch  her,  let  me  look  on  her. 


Mat.  a*  you  regard  your  honour 

Hip.  Honour?  smoke! 

Mat.  Or  if  you  lov'd  her  living,  spare  her  now. 

Duke.  Ay,  well  done,  sir;  you  play  the  gentle- 


' ; — 'tis  nobly  done  ; — away ; — I'll  joi 
a  yours,  to  slop  this  violent  torrents- 


Steal  hence 
My  force  ti 
Pass  on. 

{_Exeunl  mlh  hearse,  all  except  the  Dake,  Hip- 

HiF.  Matheo,  thou  dost  wound  me  more. 

Mat.  I  give  you  physic,  noble  friend,  not  wounds. 

DcKE.  O,  well  said,  well  done,  a  true  gentleman  ! 
Alack,  I  know  the  sea  of  lovers'  rage 
Comes  rushing  with  so  strong  a  tide,  it  beats 
And  bears  down  all  respects  of  life,  of  honour. 
Of  friends,  of  foes .'     Forget  her,  gallant  youth. 

HiP.  Forget  her  ? 

Dl'Ke.  Nay,  nay,  be  but  patient ; 
For  why  death's  hand  hath  sued  a  strict  divorce 
'Twixt  her  and  thee  :  what's  beauly  but  a  corse  t 
What  but  fair  sand-dust  are  earth's  purest  forms  ? 
Queens'  bodies  are  but  trunks  to  put  in  worms. 

Mat.  Speak  no  more  sentences,  my  good  lord, 
but  slip  hence  ;  yon  see  they  are  but  [its  ;  I'll  rule 
him,  1  warrant  ye.  Ay,  so,  tread  gingerly;  your 
grace  is  here  somewhat  too  long  already.  [^Esil 
Bute] — 'Sblood,  the  jest  were  now,  if,  having  la'en 
some  knocks  o'  th'  pate  already,  he  should  get 
loose  again,  and,  like  a  mad  ox,  toss  my  new  black 
cloaks  into  the  kennel.  I  must  humour  his  lord- 
ship. [^jfsitU.J — My  lord  Hippolito,  is  it  in  your 
stomach  to  go  to  dinner  1 

HtP.  Where  is  the  body  f 

»  lnrml]  Old  eds.  "  torment." 


Mat.  The  body,  as  the  duke  spake  very  nisely, 
is  gone  to  be  wormed. 

Hip.  I  cannot  rest ;  I'U  meet  it  at  next  turn  : 
I'll  see  how  my  love  looks. 

[Matheo  holdi  HippoLiTO  back. 

Mat.  How  your  love  looks  t  worse  than  a  scare- 
crow. Wrestle  not  with  me ;  the  great  fellow  gives 
the  fall,  for  a  ducat. 

Hip.  I  shall  forget  myself. 

Mat.  Pray,  do  so ;  leave  yourself  beliind  your- 
self, and  go  whither  you  will.  'Sfooi.  do  you  long 
to  have  base  rogues,  that  maintain  a  Saint  Anthony's 
lire  in  their  noses  by  nothing  but  twopenny  ale, 
make  ballads  of  you  ?  If  the  duke  had  but  so  much 
metal  in  him  as  is  in  a  cobbler's  awl,  he  would  ha' 
becti  a  vexed  thing;  ho  and  his  train  had  blown 
you  up,  but  that  their  powder  has  token  the  wet  of 
cowards :  you'll  bleed  three  pottlea  of  Aligant,*^  by 
this  light,  if  you  follow  'em ;  and  then  we  shall  have 
a  hole  made  in  a  wrong  place,  to  have  surgeons  roll 
thee  up,  like  a  baby,  in  swaddling  clouts. 

Hip.  What  day  is  to-day,  Mutheo  ? 

Mat.  Yea,  marry,  this  is  an  easy  question  :  why, 
to-day  is — let  me  see — Thursday. 

Hip.  O,  Thursday. 

Mat.  Here's  a  coil  for  a  dead  commodity !  'sfoot, 
women  when  they  are  alive  are  but  dead  commo- 
dities, for  you  shall  have  one  woman  lie  upon  many 
men's  hands. 

Hip.  She  died  on  Monday  then  ! 

Mat.  And  that's  the  most  vUlanous  day  of  all 
the  week  to  die  in :  and  she  was  well  and  eat  a 
mess  of  water-gruel  on  Monday  moTning. 


Hip.  A;  7  it  cannot  be 
Sucb  a  bright  taper  should  burn  out  so  soon. 

Mat.  O  yes,  my  lord.  So  soon  ?  why,  I  ha' 
knonn  them  that  at  Hinner  have  been  as  well,  and 
hiid  ao  much  health  iliat  ihey  were  glad  to  pledge 
it,  yet  before  three  a'eiock  have  been  IbiinJ  dead 
drunk. 

Hip.  On  Thursday  buried,  and  on  Monday  died ! 
Quick  haste,  byrlady  ;''  sure  her  winding<sheet 
Was  laid  out  'fore  her  body  ;  and  the  worms. 
That  now  must  feast  with  her,  were  even  bespoke, 
And  solemnly  invited,  like  strange  guests. 

Mat.  Strange  feeders  they  are  indeed,  my  lord, 
and  like  your  jester,  or  young  courtier,  will  enter 
npon  any  man's  trencher  without  bidding. 

Hip.  Cura'd  be  that  day  for  ever  that  robb'd  her 
Of  breath  and  me  of  bliss !  henceforth  let  it  stand 
Within  the  wizard's  book,  the  calendar, 
Mark'd  with  a  marginal  finger,'  to  be  chosen 
By  thieves,  by  villains,  and  black  murderers, 
As  the  best  day  for  them  to  labour  in. 
If  henceforth  this  adulterous,  bawdy  world 
Be  got  with  child  with  treason,  sacrilege, 
Atheism,  rapes,  treacherous  friendship,  perjury, 
Slander,  the  beggar's  sin,  lies,  sin  of  foots. 
Or  any  other  dainn'd  impieties. 
On  Monday  let  'em  be  delivered. 
I  swear  to  thee,  Matheo,  by  my  soul, 
Herealler  weekly  on  that  day  I'll  glue 
Miue  eyelids  down,  because  they  shall  not  gaio 
On  any  female  cheek  ;  and  being  lock'd  up 
In  my  close  chamber,  there  I'll  meditate 

'  bi/rlady]  i.  e.  By  our  lady. 
*  margiaalfiiign-]  1.  e.  llie  indei  (^T)  o 
old  book*,  to  direct  the  reader's  mte 


10  THE  HONEST  WHORE. 

On  nothing  but  my  Infelice*8  end, 

Or  on  a  dead  man's  scull  draw  out  mine  own. 

Mat.  You'll  do  all  these  good  works  now  every 
Monday,  because  it  is  so  bad ;  but  I  hope  upon 
Tuesday  morning  I  shall  take  you  with  a  wench. 

Hip.  If  ever,  whilst  frail  blood  through  my  veins 
run, 
On  woman's  beams  I  throw  affection. 
Save  her  that's  dead  ;  or  that  I  loosely  fly 
To  th'  shore  of  any  other  wailing  eye. 
Let  me  not  prosper,  heaven  !     I  will  be  true 
Even  to  her  dust  and  ashes  :  could  her  tomb 
Stand,  whilst  I  liv'd,  so  long  that  it  might  rot. 
That  should  fall  down,  but  she  be  ne'er  forgot. 

Mat.  If  you  have  this  strange  monster,  honesty, 
in  your  belly,  why,  so,  jig-makers^  and  chroniclers 
shdl  pick  something  out  of  you ;  but  and^  I  smell 
not  you  and  a  bawdyhouse  out  within  these  ten 
days,  let  my  nose  be  as  big  as  an  English  bag- 
pudding.  I'll  follow  your  lordship,  though  it  be  to 
the  place  afore  named.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  JI. 

Another  Street. 

Enter  Fustioo  in  some  fantastic  sea-suit,  meeting  a 

Porter. 

Fus.  How  now,  porter,  will  she  come  ? 

For.  If  I  may  trust  a  woman,  sir,  she  will  come. 

Fus.  There's  for  thy  pains  [£ives  money] :  God- 
amercy,  if  ever  I  stand  in  need  of  a  wench  that  will 
come  with  a  wet  finger,^  porter,  thou  shalt  earn  my 

'  jig-makers]  "  i.  e.  ballad-maker*.* *    Reed. 

K  and]  i.  e.  if. 

*»  with  a  wet  finger]  i.  e.  easily,  readily. 


ST  WHORE.  n 

imo['s]'  in  Milan:  yet  so, 
ivtn  sister,  bndy  and  soul, 
nan:  farewell;  I'll  ponder 
been  no  bawd  in  fetching 

thee. 

f  1  had,  air ;  better  men  than 

iny  ihal  have  borne  offices. 


iter  Viola  r 
luperscriptions,  it  was 


a  pretty  plump 


Poa.  No  raattei 
porters  are  bawds. 

Fus.  O  God,  sir 
But,  porter,  art  sure  thou  v 

For.  I  think  so,  Tor  1  met 

Fus.  Nay,  but  art  sure  it  ^ 

PoR.  I  am  sure,  by  all  f 
the  party  you  ciphered. 

Fes.  Not  very  tall  1 

Poa.  Nor  very  low ;  a  middlinj;  w 

Frs.  "Twas  she,  faith,  'twos  she  : 
cheek,  like  mine  I 

Poa.  At  a  blush  a  little,  very  much  like  you. 

Fus.  Godso,  I  would  not  for  a  ducat  ehe  had 
kicked  up  her  heels,  for  I  ha'  apent  an  abomination 
this  voyage ;  marry,  I  did  it  amongst  sailors  and 
gentlemen.  There's  a  little  modicum  more,  porter, 
for  making  thee  stay  \_gives  moncj] :  farewell,  ho- 
nest porter. 

PoR.  I  am  in  your  debt,  sir  ;  God  preserve  you. 

Fes.  Not  so  neither,  good  porter.  [^Exit  jmr/cr.] 
God's  lid,  yonder  she  comes. 

Eitler  Viola. 
Sister  Viola,  1   am  glad  to  see  you  stirring :  it's 
news  to  have  me  here,  is't  not,  sister  ? 

Via.   Yes,  trust  me  ;    I  wondered  who    should 


'  rlaritiimti'i}  i.  e.  ^andee's. 
hoDEtt  men — in  oppoutioD  lo  thiivci. 
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■Vio.  1  am  married  to  a  man  that  has  wealth 
ipugh  and  nit  enough. 

.  A  linen-draper,  I  was  told,  sister. 
.  Very  true ;  a  grave  citizen.  I  want  nothing 
t  a  wife  can  wish  from  a  husband ;  but  here's 
spite,  he  has  not  all  things  belonging  tn  a  man- 
'  .  God's  my  life,  he's  a  very  mandrake ;'  or 
else,  God  bless  us,  one  a'  these  wbihlins,  "■  and 
that's  worse ;  and  then  all  the  children  that  he  gets 
lawfully  of  your  body,  sister,  arc  bastards  by  a 
statute. 

Vio.  O,  you  run  over  me  too  fast,  brother.  I 
have  heard  it  often  said,  that  he  wlio  cannot  be 
angry  is  no  man:  I  am  sure  my  husband  is  a  man 
in  ppi)t°  for  aJ]  things  else  save  only  in  this,  no 
tempest  can  move  him. 

Fes.  'Slid,  would  he  had  been  at  sea  with  us !  he 
should  ha'  been  moved  and  moved  again  ;  for  I'll 
be  sworn,  la,  our  drunken  ship  reeled  like  a  Dulch- 

Vio,  No  loss  of  goods  can  increase  in  hitn  a 
wrinkle ;  no  crabbed  language  make  his  counte- 
nance sour ;  the  stubbornness  of  no  servant  shake 
him  :  he  has  no  more  gall  in  him  than  a  dove,  no 
more  sting  than  an  ant ;  musician  will  he  never 
he,  yet  1  find  much  music  in  him,  but  he  loves  no 
frets  ;  and  is  bo  free  from  anger,  that  many  times  1 
am  ready  to  bite  off"  my  tongue,  because  it  wants 
that   virtue  which  all  women's  tongues   have,  lo 

'  ttandrakt'}  "  Tlie  rootof  ititgreal  and  vrhitelikeHrsdiih- 
rool,  and  ii  divided  into  two  or  more  partt,  growing  sonie- 
dmFt  like  the  Irgs  ofs  man."  Blount's  Glattographia.  Ret.d. 
— Accurtting  lo  the  aid  supnatitiout  nolions,  the  iDBDdruke 
poBBf^sHed  An  iafprior  degree  of  animal  life,  &c. 

»  whihlini]  i.  e.,  peilupE,  eunuchs,  sbjb  Unea,  Qhii.  in  i. 
■    '  "  Exactly,  perfecily."    Used. 
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anger  their  husbands :  brother,  mine  can  by  no 
thunder  turn  bim  into  a  sharpncsii. 

Fua.  Belike  his  blood,  sister,  \a  well  brewed 
tlien. 

Vio.  I  protest  to  thee,  Fustigo,  I  love  bim  most 
affectionately ;  but  1  know  not — I  ha'  such  a  tickling 
within  me — such  a  strange  longing;  nay,  verily,  I 
do  long. 

"  '      with  child,  sister,  by  all  signs 

m  partly  a   physician,  and 

!  ha'  read  Albertus  Mag- 


Fufl.  Then  you're  w 
and  tokens;  nay,  !  i 
partly  something  else 

—Vio.  YSuT; 
my  longings  are  n 


w-hand"!  still,  brother  : 
mton,  but  wayward  ;  I  long 
to  have  my  patient  husband  eat  up  a  whole  porcu- 
pine, to  the  intent  the  bristling  quills  may  stick 
about  his  lips  like  a  Flemish  mustacbio,  and  be 
shot  at  me :  I  shall  be  leaner  than  the  new  moon, 
unless  I  can  make  him  hom-mad. 

Fus,  'Sfool,  half  a  quarter  of  an  hour  does  that  ; 
make  him  a  cuckold. 

Vio.  Pooh,  he  would  count  such  a  cut  no  un- 
kindncss. 

Fus.  The  honester  citizen  he.  Then  make  him 
drunk  and  cut  offliis  beard.' 

Vio.  Fie,  fie,  idle,  idle  I  he's  no  Frenchman,  to 

"  jilhrrlm MagBus]  "i.e.  deSecrelii  Mulierum."  Steeven*. 
.    f  Prvbhm]  Old  cde.  "  Emblemes,"  ohjch  in  DodslFj's  OUt 

iplayi  it  rightly  atiered  to  Problems.  An  absurd  book,  called 
Tht  Prabltmi  eJArhtBlle,  mlh  other  Fhilo^opHcri  and  Physiliimi, 
fto.,  was  printed  al  London,  in  ISSS,  1607,  &c. 
'<  ifidt  a'  Ih'  bDHi-AnniJ]  i.  e.  your  arrow  has  Bonn  ■  good 
wsy  from  tlie  mark,  on  the  left  band  (id  whicb  the  bow  wai 
held). 

'  cut  effhii  iford]  "  To  cut  offtbe  hair  of  any  person  weu, 
io  our  BUtlior'a  lime,  a  mark  of  diigrace, .      ' 
great  tadigoity."    Reed. 


I 


a  little  scald  hair.*     Ni 
you  must  be  secret. 
'  rnidwifc,   I  proiesi,  sister. 


brother 


Iret  at  the  loss  ol 
thus  it  shaJl  be- 

Fus. 
barber -suTgeon. 

Vio.  Repair  to  the  Tortoise  here  in  St.  Christo- 
pher's street ;  I  will  send  you  money;  turn  your- 
self into  a  bra«e'  man;  instead  of  the  arms  of  your 
mistress,  let  your  sword  and  your  military  scarf 
hang  about  your  neck. 

FuB.  1    must  have   a  great  horseman's  French 

Vio.  O,  by  any  means,  to  shew  your  light  head, 
else  your  hat  will  sit  like  a  coxcomb  :  lo  be  brief, 
you  must  be  in  all  points  a  most  terrible  wide- 
tnouihed  swaggerer. 

Fvs.  Nay,  for  swaggering  points  let  me  alone. 

Vio.  Resort  then  to  our  shop,  and,  in  my  hus- 
band's presence,  kiss  me,  snatch  rings,  jewels,  or 
any  thing,  so  you  give  it  back  again,  brother,  in 
secret. 

Fus.  By  this  hand,  sister. 

Vio.  Swear  as  if  you  came  but  new  from  knighting. 

Fua.  Nay,  111  swear  after  400  a-year. 

Vio.  Swagger  worse  than  a  lieutenant  among 
fresh-water  soldiers;  call  me  yoiir  love,  your 
ingte,"  your  cousin,  or  so,  but  sister  at  no  hand- 

Fus.  No,  no,  it  shall  be  cousin,  or  rather  coz ; 
that's  the  gulling  word  between  the  citizens'  wives 
and  iheir  madcaps'  that  man  'cm  to  the  garden  : 

■  leald  biir]  "  i.  e.  scattered  or  ditpert«d  hair.  Mr.  Latnbe, 
in  his  notei  on  Flodden  Fieid,  obaerveB,  that  th«  word  icalc  is 
ua«d  ID  the  Norih  in  tbe  gtnvo-mcnnoued  aciiK."  Reed. 
NoDBenae  1  tcal4  i*  •cabby — paltry. 

'  bnvfK  i.  e.  finely  dreased — a  quibble. 

■  iagU)  i.  e.  boaoni  friend  :  see  Date,  vol.  iL  p.  4nN. 
•  madcapil  So  ed.  1G03.     Other  eda.  "  old  damea." 
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to  call  you  one  a'  mine  aunts,^  sister,  were  as  good 
as  call  you  arrant  whore :  no,  no,  let  me  alone  to 
cozen  you  rarely. 

Vio.  Has  heard  I  haye  a  brother,  but  never  saw 
him  ;  therefore  put  on  a  good  face. 

Fus.  The  best  in  Milan,  I  warrant. 

Vio.  Take  up  wares,  but  pay  nothing ;  rifle  my 
bosom,  my  pockety  my  purse,  the  boxes  for  money 
to  dice  withal ;  but,  brother,  you  must  give  all  back 
again  in  secret. 

Fus.  By  this  welkin*  that  here  roars,  I  will,  or 
else  let  me  never  know  what  a  secret  is.  Why, 
sister,  do  you  think  I'll  cony-catch  ^  you,  when 
you  are  my  cousin  ?  God*s  my  life,  then  I  were  a 
stark  ass.  If  I  fret  not  his  guts,  beg  me  for  a 
fool.» 

Vio.  Be  circumspect^  and  do  so  then.    Farewell. 

Fus.  The  Tortoise,  sister !  I'll  stay  there ;  forty 
ducats !  • 

Vio.  Thither  I'll  send.  lExit  Fustigo.]  This  law 
can  none  deny, 
Wbmen  must  have  their  longings,  or  they  die.  [^Exit 


"^  one  a*  mine  auntt]  Ed.  1605,  "  one  a*  my  naunts." — Juni 
was  a  cant  term  for  a  prostitute,  as  in  the  present  passage,  and 
more  frequently  (see  vol.  ii.  p.  21,  line  1}  tor  a  bawd. 

*  welkin"]  i.  e.  sky. 

y  cony-catch"]  i.  e.  cheat,  deceive :  see  note,  vol.  i.  p.  290. 

*  beg  me  for  a  fool]  "  Sir  William  Blackstone,  in  his  Com- 
mentaries, vol.  i.  p.  303,  says, — <  By  the  old  common  law  there 
is  a  writ  de  idiota  inquirendo,  to  inquire  whether  a  man  be  an 
idiot  or  not ;  which  must  be  tried  by  a  jury  of  twelve  men  : 
and  if  they  find  him  purus  idiota,  the  profits  of  his  lands,  and 
the  custody  of  his  person,  may  be  granted  by  the  king  to  some 
subject  who  has  interest  enough  to  obtain  them.'  And  he 
observes,  that  this  power,  though  of  late  very  rarely  exerted, 
is  still  alluded  to  in  common  speech  by  that  usual  expression 
of  begging  a  man  fbr  a  fool."    Reed. 


A  Chamber  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  the  Duke,  BESEDict,'  and  two  Servants. 
Duke.  Give  charge  that  none  do  enier,  lock  the 
doors  —  [Speaking  as  hi  enlera. 

And,  fellows,  what  your  eyes  nnd  ears  receive, 
Upon  your  lives  trust  not  the  gadding  uir 
To  carry  the  least  part  of  it.     The  glass,  the  houv- 

Bes.   Here,  tny  lord.  [Brings  bimr-gla»s. 

Duke.  Ah, 'tis  near'' spent! 
But,  doctor  Benedict,  does  your  art  speak  truth  'i 
Art  Bure  the  soporifcrous  stream  will  ebb, 
And  leave  the  crystal  banks  of  her  white  body 
Pure  as  they  were  at  first,  just  at  the  hour  ? 

Bek.  Just  at  the  hour,  my  lord. 

DuK£.  Uncurtain  her : 

[A  curtain  i»  dratim  back,  and  Isfelice  dis- 
covered lying  on  a  couch. 
Softly  I — See,  doctor,  what*^  a  coldish  heat 
Spreads  over  all  her  body ! 

Ben.  Now  it  works: 
The  vital  spirits,  that  by  a  sleepy  charm 
Were  bound  up  fast,  and  threw  an  icy  rusi" 
On  her  exterior  parts,  now  'gin  to  break : 
Trouble  her  not,  my  jard. 

Ddke.  Some  stool^    [Servants  set  stooU.^     You 
caird 
For  music,  did  you  not  ?    O  ho,  it  speaks,   [Music. 

*  BnuSel]  So  ed.  IGOJS.    Other  edi.  "Benedick." 
■•  war]  Old  eds.  "  meere." 

*  Sdllgl—Sfe,  dottor.  what,  &c.]  So  ed.  1605.     Other  cds. 
"  ayify  «weet  ajc/or  .■  B'Aof,"  &c. 

*  n«(]  Qy.  "  criut  I" 
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It  Speaks !     Watch,  sirs,  her  waking ;  note  t 

Doctor,  sit  donrn  ;  a  dukedom  that  should  weigh 
Mine  own  down  twice  being  put  into  one  scale. 
And  that  fond'  desperate  boy  Hippolito 
Making  the  weight  up,  should  not  at  my  hands 
Buy  her  i'  th'  other,  were  her  state  more  light 
Than  hcr's  who  makes  a  dowry  up  with  alma. 
Doctor,  I'll  starve  her  on  the  Apenttine, 
Ere  he  shall  marry  her.     I  must  confess 
Hippolito  is  nobly  born  ;  a  man, 
Did  not  mine  enemies'  blood  boil  in  his  veins, 
Whom  I  would  court  to  be  my  son-in-law  ; 
But  princes,  whose  high  spleens  for  empery  swell. 
Are  not  with  easy  art  made  parallel. 

Servants.  She  wakes,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Look,  doctor  Benedict !  — 
I  charge  you,  on  your  lives,  maintain  for  truth 
Whote'er  the  doctor  or  myself  aver. 
For  you  shall  bear  her  hence  to  Bergamo, 

Ihf.  O  God,  what  fearful  dreams  I      IJVakening. 

Ben.  Lady. 

Inf.  Ha! 


Ddke.  Girl ! 

Why, 

lofelice,  how 

ia't  now,  ha,  speak 

Ini 

.  I'm  well- 

what  makes  this  doctor  here  ?— 

I'm  well. 

Db 

KE.    Thou    W 

rt  not  tc^ven  nov 

;  sickness 

pale  hand 

Laid  hold  on  thee 

even  in  the  midst' o 

feasting ; 

xcelleal  eA.  at  IG05.    Other  edi.  '■  Iht 


*  /md]  i.  e.  FoalUh. 

'  Ihimdtt]  So  -■--  -- 
desilBt,"  which  ii  _ 
N*rE«(t7lMJ.  in  V.)  remarks,  it  "  but  avkvardly  applied  to  the 
height  or  meridian  of  feaiting,  which  surely  has  nothing  dend 
in  JL"  Perhapt  the  miiprinc  arose  from  the  compositor'a  eye 
having  caught  the  ward  dtalh  in  the  nexl  line  but  two. 
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And  when  a  ciip,  croi 

Had  toucli'd  tby  lips, 

Stood  on  thy  cheeks,  as  if  that  death  had  nopt 

To  see  such  beauty  alter.* 

IsF.  1  remember 
I  sate  at  bttntjuet,  but  felt  no  such  change. 

Dlke.  Thou  hast  forgot,  then,  how  a  mesaenger 
Came  wildly  in,  with  this  uiiBavoury  news, 
That  he  was  dead  .' 

Ikp.  What  messenger  t  who's  dead  ! 

Duke.  Hippolito.    Alack,  wring  not  thy  hands  I 

Iki.  I  saw  no  messenger,  heard  no  such  news. 

Bek.  Trust  me  you  did,  sweet  lady. 

Duke.  La,  you  now ! 

Servants.  Ves,  indeed,  madam. 

Ddke.  La,  you  now! — 'Tis  well,  good  knaves!" 

Is*.  You  ha'  slain  him,  and  now  you'll  murder 
me. 

DcKE.  Good  Infelice,  vex  not  thus  thyself: 
Of  this  the  bad  report  before  did  strike 
So  coldly  to  thy'  heart,  that  the  swift  current^ 
Of  life  were  all  froacn  up  — 

Inf.  It  is  untrue. 
Tis  most  untrue,  O  most  unnatural  father ! 

DcKE.  And  He  had  much  to  do,  by  art's  best 
cimning, 
To  fetch  life  back  again. 

Ben.  Most  certain,  lady. 

Duke.  Why,  la,  you  now,  you'll  not  believe  me. 

Sweat  we  not  all  ?  had  we  not  much  to  do  ? 
Servants.  Yes,  indeed,  my  lord,  much. 
Duke.  Death  drew  such  fearful  pictures  in  thy 

•  sA«-]  80  ed.  IROS.     Other  cdi.  "altcrd." 

>  gtud  lnmt$]  So  ed.  IGOfl.     Olber  edi.  "God  knonei." 

'  tig]  SoeiL  lOOS.    Otbsred*.  "the." 


That,  were  Hippolito  alive  again, 

I'd^  kncd  and  woo  the  noble  gentleman 

To  be  thy  husband  :  now  I  sore  repent 

My  sharpness  to  him  and  his  family. 

Nay,  do  not  weep  for  him  ;  we  all  must  die, — 

Doctor,  this  place,  where  she  so  oiV  hath  seen 

His  lively  presence,  hurts'  her,  does  it  not? 

Ben.  Doubtless,  my  lord,  it  does. 

Duke.  It  does,  it  does  ; 
Therefore,  sweet  girl,  thou  shall  to  Bergatno. 

Ikc  Even  where  you  wUl ;  in  any  place  there's 
woe. 

OrKG.  A  coach  Is  ready  ;  Bergamo  doth  stand 
In  a  most  wholesome  air,  sweet  walks ;  there's  deer — 
Ay,  thou  shalt  hunt,  and  send  us  venison. 
Which,  like  some  goddess  in  the  Cyprian '"  groves. 
Thine  own  fair  hand  shall  strike.  —  Sirs,  you  shall 

teach  her 
To  stand,  and  how  to  shoot ;   ay,  she  shall  hunt. — 
Cast  off  this  sorrow  :  in,  girl,  and  prepare 
Thi^night  to  ride  away  to  Bergamo. 

Int.  O  moat  unhappy  maid  !  lExil. 

Duke.  Follow  her"  close  : 
No  words  that  she  was  buried,  on  your  lives. 
Or  that  her  ghost  walks  now  after  she's  dead  ; 
I'll  hang  you  if  you  name  a  funeral. 

First  Ser.  I'll  speak  Greek,  my  lord,  ere  I  speak 
that  deadly  word. 

Sec.  Sek.  And  I'll  speak  Welsh,  which  is  harder 
than  Greek. 

Duke.  Away;  look  to  her.  [^Exeujit  Servanls-I — 
Doctor  Benedict, 

•  I'll]  So  ed.  IU05.     Otiier  eda.  ■■  He." 

'  Aurn]  Ed.  leos,  "  hortB."    Other  ed*.  "  bflunu." 

*■  goditis  in  (A«,CyprJan]  So  ed.  ItiOfi.    Otber  edi.  "  godi  in 

Ott  Copmn." 
°  An-J  So  ed.  160j.    Other  eds.  "jL" 
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Did  you  observe  how  her  complexion  alier'd 
Upon  his  name  and  death  ?    O,  would  'twere  true  ! 

Bex.  It  rnayrmy  lord. 

Duke.  May!  how?  I  wish  his  death. 

Ben.  And  you  may  have  your  wish  :  say  but  the 
word. 
And  "lis  a  strong  spell  to  rip  up  his  grave. 
1  have  good  knowledge  with  Hippolito  ; 
He  calls  me  friend :  I'll  creep  into  his  boRoni, 
And  sting  him  there  to  death  ;  paison  can  do't- 

DiTKE.  Perform  it,  I'll  create  thee  half  mine  heir. 

Ben.   It  shall  be  done,  although  the  fact  be  foul. 

OcKE.  Greatness  hides  sin;  the  guilt  upon  my 
soul !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Street. 

Enter  Castrdchio,  Piohatto,  and  FtOF.i.i.o. 

Cas.  Stgnor  PioratCo,  signor  Fluella,  shall's  be 
merry  ?   shall's  play  the  wags  now  ? 

Flu.  Ay,  any  thing  that  may  beget  the  child  of 
laughter. 

Cas.  Truth,  I  have  a  pretty  sportive  conceit  new 
crept  into  my  brain,  will  move  excellent  mirth. 

Pio.  Let's  ha't,  let's  ha't ;  and  where  shall  the 
scene  of  mirth  lie  ? 

Cas.  At  signor  Candido'a  house,  the  patient  man, 
nay,  the  monstrous  patient  man :  they  say  his  blood 
is  immoveable  ;  that  he  has  taken  all  patience  from 
a  man,  and  all  constancy  from  a  woman. 

Flo.  That  makes  so  many  whores  now-a-daya. 

Ca)!.  Ay,  and  so  many  knaves  too. 

Pio.  Well,  sir. 

Cas.  To  conclude,^the  report  goes,  he's  so  mild, 
so  affable,  go  suffering,  that  nothing  indeed  can 
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move  him :  now  do  but  think  what  sport  it  will 
he  to  make  this  fellow,  the  mirror  of  patience,  as 
angry,  as  vexed,  nnd  as  mad  as  an  English  cuckold. 

Flv.  0,  'twere  admirable  mirth  tliat!  but  how 
will't  he  done,  signer  ? 

Cas.  Let  me  alone ;  I  have  a  trick,  a  conceit,  a 
thing,  a  device  will  atiog  him,  i'faith,  if  he  have  hut 
a  thimbleful  of  blood  in's  belly,  or  a  spleen  not  so 
big  as  a  tavern -token." 

Pio.  Thou  stir  him,  thou  move  him,  thou  anger 
him  7  alas,  I  know  his  approved  temper !  thou 
vex  him  ?  why,  he  has  a  patience  above  man's  in- 
juries ;  thou  mayeai  sooner  raise  a  spleen  in  an 
angel  than  rough  humour  in  him.  Why,  I'll  give 
you  instance  for  it.  This  wonderfully  tempered  sig- 
nor  Candido  upon  a  time  invited  home  to  his  house 
certain  Neapolitan  lords  of  curious  taste  and  no 
mean  palates,  conjuring  his  wife.. of  all  loves,P  to 
prepare  cheer  fitting  for  such  honourable  trencher- 
men. She — just  of  a  woman's  nature,  covetous  to 
try  the  uttermost  of  vexation,  and  thinking  at  last 
to  get  the  start  of  his  Humour — willingly  neglected 
the  preparation,  and  became  unfurnislied  not  only 
of  dainty,  but  of  ordinary  dishes.  He,  according 
to  the  mildness  of  his  breast,  entertained  the  lords, 

■  a  lacrrn-loken']  "  During  [ha  Teiga  of  Queen  Elizabelh, 
and  frotn  thence  forward  to  ibal  of  Charles  ihe  Second,  very 
Hide  brass  or  oopper  money  was  coioed  by  authority.  For 
the  convenience  of  t»t)e,  victuallerB  and  other  uradesmea, 
without  any  restriction,  were  tlierefore  permilted  to  coin  boibII 
money,  or  loknu,  as  they  were  ciUled,  whicb  were  used  for 
change.  Tbese  tokeBi  were  very  smail  pieces,  and,  probably, 
at  first  eoined  chiefly  by  tavern-keepers;  from  whence  the  ex- 

K'eMioD  ■  loBem-lokin  might  have  been  originally  derived." 
EED.    "  That  mast  of  Ihem  would  travel  u>  the  Isi'tm,  may 
be  eatlly  supposed,  and  hence,  perhaps,  tbe  name.     Their 
usual  value  seems  to  have  been  a  farthing."    Gifibrd,  note  on 
B.  Jonson'a  ^orki,  vol.  i.  p.  30. 
'  ^all  Iwm]  i.  «.  for  the  take  of  bU  love— by  all  meuii. 
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and  wiili  courtly  discourse  beguiled  the  time,  as 
much  as  a  citizen  mij^ht  do.  To  conclude :  tliey 
were  hungry  lords,  for  there  came  no  meat  in  ;  their 
stomachs  were  plainly  gulled,  and  their  teeth  de- 
luded ;  and,  if  anger  could  have  seized  a  man,  there 
iras  matter  enough,  i'faith,  to  vex  any  citizen  in  the 
world,  if  he  were  not  too  much  made  a  fool  by  his 
wife. 

Ftn.  Ay,  I'll  swear  for't :  'sfoot,  had  it  been  my 
ca»e,  I  should  ha'  played  mad  tricks  with  my  wife 
and  family  ;  first,  I  would  ha'  spitted  the  men, 
stewed  the  maids,  and  baked  the  mistress,  and  so 
served  chem  in. 

Pio.    Why,  'twould  ha'  ttfmpted'  any  blooi)  but 

And  thou  to  vex  hitn  !  thou  to  anger  him 
With  some  poor,  shallow  jest  I 

Cas.  'Sblood,  signor  I'ioratto,  you  that  disparage 
my  conceit,  111  wage  a  hundred  ducats  upon  the  head 


n't.  that  it  moves  him,  frets  h 
PiD.  Done;  'tis  a  lay;' join 
Dess,  signor  Fluello. 

C*s.  Witness  :  'tis  done. 
Come,  follow  me  ;  the  house  is 
I'll  thrust  him  from  his  humour 
And  win  a  hundred  ducats  by  c 


and  galls 
golls-  on't. 


Wit 


ot  far  off. 
vex  his  breast, 

e  jest.       [A"jean(. 


SCENE  V. 

Canoido's  Shop. 

GioBOB  and  Itno  Pretilices  discovered  :  enter  Viola. 

Vio.  Come,  you  put  up  your  wares  in  good  order 

'  Wimwd]  So  other  edi.     First  ed.  "  lompred." 

'  lotr]  L  e.  wager. 

*  golit]  A  cuil  term  for  bands — Gau,  paws. 
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here,  do  you  not,  think  you?  one  piece  cast  this 
way,  another  that  way !  you  had  need  have  a  patient 
master  indeed. 

Geo.  Ay,  1*11  he  sworn,  for  we  have  a  curst  mis- 
tress. [Aside. 

Vio.  You  mumhle,  do  you  ?  mumhle  ?  I  would 
your  master  or  I  could  he  a  note  more  angry !  for 
two  patient  folks  in  a  house  spoil  all  the  servants 
that  ever  shall  come  under  them. 

First  P.  You  patient !  ay,  so  is  the  devil  when 
he  is  horn-mad.  [Aside, 

Enter  Castruchio,  Fluello,  and  Pioratto. 

Geo.  Gentlemen,  what  do  you  lack  ? 

First  P.  What  is*t  you  buy  ? 

Sec.  p.  See  fine  hollands,  fine  cambrics,  fine 
lawns.  * 

Geo.  What  is*t  you  lack  ? 

Sec.  p.  What  is*t  you  buy  ? 

Cas.  Where's  signor  Candido,  thy  master  ? 

Geo.  Faith,  signor,  he's  a  little  negotiated ;  he*ll 
appear  presently. 

Cas.  Fellow,  let's  see  a  lawn,  a  choice  one,  sirrah. 

Geo.  The  best  in  all  Milan,  gentlemen,  and  this 
is  the  piece.  I  can  fit  you,  gentlemen,  with  fine 
callicoes  too  for  doublets ;  the  only  sweet  fashion 
now,  most  delicate  and  courtly,  a  meek  gentle  cal- 
lico,  cut  upon  two  double  affable  taffetas — ah,  most 
n«at,i  feat,  and  unmatchable ! 

Flu.  a  notable  voluble-tongued  villain ! 

Pio.  I  warrant  this  fellow  was  never  begot  with- 
out much  prating. 

'  Oentlemenf  whatt  Sic,  fine  cambricSffine  lawni\  Is  one  speech 
in  old  eds.,  with  the  prefix  **  Ml  Three.** — ffhat  do  you  lack  ? 
was  the  constant  address  of  shopkeepers  to  customers :  see 
note,  vol.  L  p.  447. 
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Cjts.  What,  anil  is  this  she,  sayest  thou  ? 

Geo.  Ay,  and  the  purest  she  that  ever  you  fin- 
gered since  you  were  a  gentleman  :  look  how  even 
the  is ;  look  how  elean  she  is,  ha !  as  even  as  the 
bran  of  Cynthia,  and  as  clean  as  your  sons  and 
heirs  when  thi^y  ha'  spent  all. 

Cas.  Pooh!  thou  taikesl — pox  on't,  'tis  rough. 

Geo.  How  ?  is  she  rough  ?  but  it'  you  bid  pox 
on'l,  sir,  'twill  take  away  the  roughness  presently. 

Flo.    Ha,   aignor,    has   he    fitted    your    French 

Geo.  Look  you,  gentleman,  here's  another ;  com- 
pare them,  I  pray,  compara  Virgilium  cum  Homero, 
compare  virgins  with  harlots. 

Cas.  Pooh !  I  ha'  seen  better,  and,  as  you  term 
Ihem,  evener  and  cleaner. 

further  for  your  mind,  but 
find  better  for  your  body. 

Enter  Candido. 
O,  here  he  comes :  let's  make  as  though 

C6me,  come,  we'll  try  in  some  other  shop. 

Cas.  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 

Geo.  The  gentlemen  find  fault  with  this  lawn, 
fall  out  with  it,  and  without  a  cause  too. 

Can.   Without  a  cause  ? 
And  that  makes  you  lo  let  'em  pass  away. — 
Ah,  may  I  crave  a  word  with  you,  gentlemen  ? 

Flc.  He  calls  us. 

Cas.  Makes  the  better  for  the  jest. 

Cas.  I  pray  come  near,     You're  very  welcome, 
gallants ; 
Fray  pardon  my  man's  rudeness,  for  I  fear  me 
Has  lalk'd  above  a  prentice  with  you.     Lawns ! 

[Sheyving  Uvanu, 


Geo 
■     'Ceme. 


u  may  s 
a  shall  r 


^^^^^Ob.  UL. 
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Look  you,  kind  gentlemen,  this — no — ay,  this; 
Take  this,  upon  my  honest-dealing  faith, 
To  be  a  true  weave ;  not  too  hard,  nor  slack, 
But  e'en  as  far  from  falsehood  as  from  black. 

Cas.  Well,  how  do  you  rate  it  ? 

Can.  Very  conscionably ;  eighteen  shillings  a 
yard. 

Cas.  That's  too  dear.  How  many  yards  does 
the  whole  piece  contain,  think  you  ? 

Can.  Why,  some  seventeen  yards,  I  think,  or 
thereabouts.  How  much  would  serve  your  turn,  I 
pray? 

Cas.  Why,  let  me  see — would  it  were  better  too! 

Can.  Truth,  'tis  the  best  in  Milan,  at  few  words. 

Cas.  Well,  let  me  have  then — a  whole  penny- 
worth. 

Can.  Ha,  ha !  you're  a  merry  gentleman. 

Cas.  a  penn'orth,  I  say. 

Can.  Of  lawn? 

Cas.  Of  lawn?  ay,  of  lawn;  a  penn'orth.  'Sblood, 
dost  not  hear  ?  a  whole  penn'orth :  are  you  deaf? 

Can.  Deaf?  no,  sir ;  but  I  must  tell  you. 
Our  wares  do  seldom  meet  such  customers. 

Cas.  Nay,  and^  you  and  your  lawns  be  so 
squeamish,  fare  you  well. 

Can.  Pray  stay ;  a  word,  pray,  signor :  for  what 
purpose  is  it,  I  beseech  you  ? 

Cas.  'Sblood,  what's  that  to  you?  I'll  have  a 
pennyworth. 

Can.  a  pennyworth !  why  you  shall :  I'll  serve 
you  presently. 

Sec.  p.  'Sfoot,  a  pennyworth,  mistress ! 

Vio.  A  pennyworth  !  call  you  these  gentlemen  ? 

Cas.  No,  no ;  not  there. 

J  and'}  1.  e.  if. 


m 


Cak.  Wliat  then,  kind  gcntlcDuin  ? 
What,  at  this  corner  here  ? 

Cas.  No,  oot  tliete  neither ; 
I'll  have  it  ju«t  in  tlie  oiiddle,  or  eUe  not. 

Can.  Just  in  the  middle! — ha — yoii  shall  too: 
what, 
Umvc  you  a  single  penny? 

Cu.  Yes,  here's  one. 

~!a)i.  Lend  it  me,  1  pray. 
'm.  An  excellent  followed  jest ! 

'Vio.  What,  will  he  spoil  the  lawn  now  ? 

Cam.  Patience,  good  wife. 

Vio.  Ay,  tliat  patience  makes  a  fool  of  you. — 
Gentlemen,  you  might  ha'  found  some  other  citizen 
to  have  made  a  kind  gull  on  besides  my  husband. 

Can.  Pray,  gentlemen,  take  her  to  be  a  woman  ; 
Do  not  regard  her  language. — O,  kind  soul, 
Such  words  will  drive  away  my  customers, 

Vio.  Customers  with  a  murrain  l  call  you  these 


Can.  Patience,  good  wife.  [Cufj  the  latim. 

Vio.  Pax*  a' your  patience! 

Geo.  'Sfoot,  mistress,  I  warrant  these  are  some 
cheating  companions.' 

Caj(.  Look  you,  gentleman,  there's  your  ware;  1 
thank  you, 
I  have  your  money  here  ;  pray  know  my  shop, 
Pray  let  me  have  your  custom. 

Vio.  Custom,  quoth  'a  ? 

Oak,  Let  me  take  more  of  your  money. 

Vio,  You  had  need  so, 

Pio.  Hark  in  tliine  ear ;  thou'st  lost  an  hundred 
ducats. 


'  Pai]  See  m 


( 
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Cas.  Well,  well,  I  know*t :  is*t  possible  that  homo 
Should  be  nor  man  nor  wpman  ?  not  once  mov*d, 
No,  not  at  such  an  injury,  not  at  all  ? 
Sure  hc*s  a  pigeon,  for  he  has  no  gall. 

Flu.  Come,   come,  you're  angry,   though  you 
smother  it ; 
You're  vex*d,  i'faith  ;  confess. 

Can.  Why,  gentlemen, 
Should  you  conceit  me  to  be  vex'd  or  mov'd  ? 
He  has  my  ware,  I  have  his  money  for*t. 
And  that's  no  argument  I'm  angry ;  no, 
The  best  logician  cannot  prove  me  so. 

Flu.  O,  but  the  hateful  name  of  a  penn'orth  of 
lawn! 
And  then  cut  out  i'  th'  middle  of  the  piece ! 
Pah,  I  guess  it  by  myself,  ['tjwould  move  a  lamb, 
Were  he  a  linen-draper,  'twould,  i'faith. 

Can.  Well,  give  me  leave  to  answer  you  for  that : 
We  are  set  here  to  please  all  customers. 
Their  humours  and  their  fancies ;  offend  none  : 
We  get  by  many,  if  we  leese°*  by  one. 
May  be  his  mind  stood  to  no  more  than  that ; 
A  penn'orth  serves  him:  and  'mongst  trades  'tis 

found. 
Deny  a  penn'orth,  it  may  cross  a  pound. 
O,  he  that  means  to  thrive,  with  patient  eye 
Must  please  the  devil,  if  he  come  to  buy  ! 

Flu.  O  wond'rous  man,  patient  'hove  wrong  or 
woe! 
How  blest  weremerj,  if  womep  could  be  so ! 

Can.  And  to  express  now  well   my  breast   is 
pleas'd 
And  satisfied  in  all — George,  fill  a  beaker : 

[^Exit  George. 

"  leese"]  i.  e.  lose. 
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I'll  driok  unto  that  gemleman  who  lately 
Bestow'd  his  money  with  me. 

Vio.  God's  my  life. 
We  shall  have  all  our  gains  drunk  out  tn  beakers, 
To  make  amends  for  pennyworths  of  lawn  I 

Re-enter  George  niilh  beaier. 

Can,  Here,  wife,  begin  you  to  the  gentleman. 

Vio.  I  begin  to  him  !  [Spills  tlu  w'me. 

Cas.  George,  fill't  up  again; 
'Twaa  my  fault,  my  hand  shook.        [Exit  Georoe. 

Pro,  How  strangely  this  doth  show, 
A  patient  man  link'd  with  a  waspish  shrow  ! " 

FLuTTin^er  and  gilt  beiteV!  I'vFk  irlck 

To  work  upon  that  beaker ;  sure  'twill  fret  him  ; 

It  cannot  choose  but  ves  him.     [Aside.'] — Signot 

Castrucbio, 
In  pity  to  thee,  !  have  a  conceit 
Will  save  thy  hundred  ducals  yet ;  'twill  do'i, 
And  work  him  to  impatience. 

Cas.  Sweet  Fluello, 
I  should  be  bountiful  to  that  conceit. 

Flu.  Well,  'tis  enough. 

Ru'enler  George  with  beaker. 
Can.  Here,  gentleman,  to  you  ; 
I  wish  your  custom  ;  you're  exceeding  welcome. 

[Drmkn. 
Cas.  I  pledge  yon,"  aignor  Candido, —    {^Orinks. 
Here  you  that  must  receive  a  hundred  ducats. 

■  lArnw]  i.  e.  nhrew. 

■■  /  jikiigf  s«i]  "  The  fullowing  accouoi  of  the  forms  pre- 
scribe in  hcBJih-driiiking  in  our  authoi's  time,  is  uken  front 
ni  fthh  HMbbHb,  or  the  Engliih  Hm  and  Crh,  by  Barnali; 
Bicli.  Mi'lJ,  p.  2*.  He  call,  il  The  Ruffingly  Or.k,  ^ drinking 
UialiAi  attd  by  Iht  Sinmdallt  ^  Ihu  agt.     '  He  lliit  beginnes 
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Pio.  ril  pledge  them  deep,  iTaith,  Castruchio. — 
Signor  Fluello.  \_Drinks, 

Flu.  Come,  play't  off  to  me ; 
I  am  your  last  man. 

Can.  George,  supply  the  cup. 

[^Exit  George,  who  returns  with  beaker  filled. 

Flu.  So,  so,  good,  honest  George. — 
Here,  signor  Candido,  all  this  to  you. 

Can.  O,  you  must  pardon  me ;  I  use  it  not. 

Flu.  Will  you  not  pledge  me  then  ? 

Can.  Yes,  but  not  that : 
Great  love  is  shewn  in  little. 

Flu.  Blurt  p  on  your  sentences ! 
'Sfoot,  you  shall  pledge  me  all. 

Can.  Indeed  I  shall  not.         , 

Flu.  Not  pledge  me?    'Sblood,  Til  carry  away 
the  beaker  then. 

the  health  hath  his  prescribed  orders:  first  uncovering  his 
head,  hee  takes  a  full  cup  in  his  hand,  and  setting  his  coun- 
tenance with  a  grave  aspect,  hee  craves  for  audience :  silence 
being  once  obtained,  hee  beginnes  to  breath  out  the  name 
peradventure  of  some  honourable  personage,  that  is  worthy  of 
a  better  regard,  then  to  have  his  name  polluted  at  so  unfitting 
a  time  amongst  a  company  of  Drunkards :  but  his  health  is 
dninke  to,  and  he  that  pledgeth  must  likewise  off  with  his 
cap,  kisse  his  fingers,  and  bowing  himselfe  in  signe  of  a  reve- 
rent acceptance ;  when  the  Leader  sees  his  follower  thus  pre- 
pared, hee  sups  up  his  broath,  tumes  the  bottom  of  the  cup 
upward,  and  in  ostentation  of  his  dexteritie,  gives  the  cup  a 
pnillip  to  make  it  cry  Twango.  And  thus  the  first  scene  is 
acted.  The  cup  being  newly  replenished  to  the  breadth  of  an 
haire,  he  that  is  the  pledger  must  now  beginne  his  part,  and 
thus  it  goes  round  throughout  the  whole  company,  provided 
alwayes,  by  a  canon  set  downe  by  the  Founder,  there  must  be 
three  at  the  least  still  uncovered,  till  the  health  hath  had  the 
full  passage :  which  is  no  sooner  ended,  but  anothesjl^gins 
againe,  and  hee  drinkes  an  Health  to  his  Lady  of  little  worth, 
or  peradventure  to  his  light-heWd  mittres.*  *'  Reed. 
P  Blurt']  An  exclamation  of  contempt,  equal  to — a  fig  for. 
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Cak.  Ttie  beaker  l  O,  that  at  your  pleasure,  air. 

Flu.  Now,  by  this  drink,  I  will.  [Z>ri7i**. 

Cas.  Pledge  him  ;  he'll  do'l  else. 

Fj.0.  So  :  1  ha'  done  you  right  on  my  thumb- 
nail.4 
What,  will  you  pledge  me  now  ? 

Cas.  You  know  rae,  sir, 
I  am  not  of  that  sin. 

Flu.  Why,  then,  farewell: 
rU  hear  away  the  beaker,  by  this  light. 

Can.  That's  as  you  please  ;  'tis  very  good. 

Flu.  Nay,  it  doth  please  ine ;  and,  as  you  say, 
'lis  ft  vcry^^ood  one  ;  farewell,  signor  Candido. 

Pio.  Farewell,  Candido. 

Can.  You're  welcome,  gentlemen. 

Cas.  Heart,  not  mov'd  yet? 
1  think  his  patience  is  above  our  nit. 

l^Exeunt  CAsTai;ciiio,  Fliiello  carrying  off 
the  beaher,  and  Pioeatto, 

Geo.  I  told  you  before,  mistress,  they  were  all 
cheaters. 

Vio.  Why,  fool !  why,  husband  !  why,  madman  ! 
I  hope  you  will  not  let  'cm  sneak  away  so  with  a 
silver  anil  gilt  beaker,  the  best  in  the  house  loo, — 
Go,  fellows,  make  hue  and  cry  after  them. 

Can.  Pray,  let  your  tongue  lie  stilt ;  all  will  be 


fell.- 

Come  hither,  George  ;  hit 
And  in  calm  order  wish'  I 


]  the  constable, 
1  to  attach  them  ; 


note  explai 

deuiie  of  drinking  new  come  qui  of  Pruunce,  vUcb  i». 
man  bAlh  lumd  vp  tho  liollome  of  the  cup,  to  drop  it  on  hia 
atile  and  make  a  pearle  with  ihot  is  left,  ohicb  if  it  ahed  and 
he  cinnol  mnlce  stand  on.  by  reaaon  there's  Loo  much,  be  mud 
drinke  AgHinB  for  his  penaoce."     Sig-  r.  ed.  la9S. 
'  wUh]  i.  e.  desire. 
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Make  no  great  stir,  because  they're  gentlemen, 
And  a  thing  partly  done  in  merriment : 
Tis  but  a  size  above  a  jest,  thou  knowest ; 
Therefore  pursue  it  mildly.     Go,  begone  ; 
The  constable's  hard  by,  bring  him  along  ; 
Make  haste  again.  [^Exit  George. 

Vio.  O,  you're  a  goodly  patient  woodcock,  are 
/  you  not  now  ?     See  what  your  patience  comes  to ! 

I  every  one  saddles  you^  and  rides  you ;  you'll  be 
\   sKortly  the  commonstone-iiorse  of  Milan  :  a  wo- 
man's well  holped  up  with  such  a  meacock."    I  had 

II  rather  have  a  husband  that  would  swaddle^  me  thrice 
11  a-day,  than  such  a  one  that  will  be  gulled  twice  in 
I'    half  an  hour.     O,  I  could  burn  all  the  wares  in  my 


wo- 

had 

rather  have  a  husband  that  would  swaddle^  me  thrice 

i  in 
my 
shop  for  anger ! 

Can.  Pray,  wear  a  peaceful  temper ;  be  my  wife, 
That  is,  be  patient ;  for  a  wife  and  husband 
Share  but  one  soul  between  them :  this  being  known, 
Why  should  not  one  soul  then  agree  in  one  ? 

Vio.  Hang  your  agreements !  but  if  my'beaker 
be  gone [^Exit. 

Re-enter  Castruchio,   Fluello,   Pioratto,  and 

George. 

Can.  O,  here  they  come. 

Geo.  The  constable,  sir,  let  'em  come  along  with 
me,  because  there  should  be  no  wondering :  he  stays 
at  door. 

C AS.  Constable,  goodman  Abra'm !  ^ 

Flu.  Now,  signor  Candido,  'sblood,  why  do  you 
attach  us  ? 

•  meacock"]  "  i.  e.  a  timorous,  dastardly  creature.".    Reed. 

*  swaddle]  i.  e.  strap,  beat  soundly. 

^  goodman  Ahra^m]  A  sort  of  cant  term:  Bellafront  applies 
it  to  Roger  at  p.  36. 


Cas.  'Slieart,  atMch  us! 

Cak.  Nay,  swear  not,  gallants  ; 
Your  oaths  may  move  your  souls,  but  not  move  me : 
You  have  a  silver  beaker  of  my  wife's. 

Flf.  Vou  say  not  true;  'tis  gilt. 

Can.  Then  you  say  true; 
And  being  gilt,  the  guilt  lies  more  on  you. 

Cas.  1  hope  you're  not  angry,  sir. 

Can.  Then  yoii  hope  right; 
For  I'm  not  angry. 

Pio.  No,  but  a  little  mov'd. 

Cam.  1  mov'd  ?  'iwaa  you  were  mov'd,  you  were 
brought  hither. 

Cas.  But  you,  out  of  your  anger  and  impatience, 
Caus'd  us  to  be  attach'd. 

Can.  Nay,  you  misplace  it: 
Out  of  my  quiet  sufferance  I  did  that, 
And  not  of  any  wrath.     Had  I  shewn  anger, 
1  should  have  then  pursu'd  yon  with  the  law, 
And  hunted  you  to  shame ;  as  many  worldlings 
Do  build  their  angei  upon  feebler  grounds  ; 
The  more's  the  pity  !  many  lose  their  lives 
For  scarce  so  much  coin  as  will  hide  their  palm ; 
Which  is  most  cruel.     Those  have  vexed  spirits 
That  pursue  lives.     In  this 
The  loss  of  millions  could  n 

Fll'.  Thou  an  a  blest  mi 
deal; 
Such  a  meek  spirit  can  bles. 

Can.  Gentlemen,  now  'tis  upon  ealing-titne  ; 
Pray,  part  not  hence,  but  dine  with  me  to-day. 

Cas.  I  never  heard  a  carter  yet  say  nay 
To  such  a  motion :  I'll  not  be  the  first. 

Pio.  Nor  I. 

Flo.  Nor  I. 

Can.  The  constable  shall  bear  you  company- 


ive  my  breast. 
id  with  peace  dost 
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George,  call  him  in. — ^Let  the  world  say  what  it  can, 
Nothing  can  drive  me  from  a  patient  man. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  II.    SCENE  L 

A  chamber  in  Bellafront's  house. 

Enter  Roger  with  a  stools  cushion^  looldng-glass,  and 
chafing-dish  :^  those  being  set  down,  he  pulls  out 
of  his  pocket  a  phial  with  white  colour  in  it,  and 
two  boxes,  one  with  white,  another  with  red  paint ; 
he  places  all  things  in  order ^  and  a  candle  by  them, 
singing  the  ends  of  old  ballads  as  he  does  it.  At 
last  Bellafront^  as  he  rubs  his  cheek  with  the 
colours,  whistles  within. 

RoG.  Anon,  forsooth. 

Bel.  [wtMtn]  What  are  you  playing  the  rogue 
about  ? 

RoG.  About  you,  forsooth;  Fm  drawing  up  a 
hole  in  your  white  silk  stocking. 

Bel.  Is  my  glass  there  ?  and  my  boxes  of  com- 
plexion ? 

RoG.  Yes,  forsooth ;  your  boxes  of  complexion 
are  here,  I  Uiink  ;  yes,  'tis  here ;  here's  your  two 
complexions,  and  if  I  had  all  the  four  complexions, 
I  should  ne'er  set  a  good  face  upon't.  Some  men, 
I  see,  are  born  under  hard-favoured  planets,  as  well 
as  women.  Zounds,  I  look  worse  now  than  I  did 
before !  and  it  makes  her  face  glister  most  damn- 
ably. There's  knavery  in  daubing,  I  hold  my  life ; 
or  else  this  is  only  female  pomatum. 

""  chafing-dish}  "  To  heat  the  poking-irons."   Reed. 
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Enter  Bsliafbont  not  full  ready,^  milhmt  a  gotvn ; 
the  liU  dotm :  curls  her  hair  '  mth  her  bodkin,  and 
colours  her  lips. 
Bel.  Where's  my  ruff  and  poker,^  you  block- 
head f 

Roo,  Your  ruff,  your  poker,  are  engendering  to- 
gether upon  (lie  cupboard  of  the  court,  or  the  court- 
cupboard.* 

Bel,  Fetch  'em;  is  the  pox  in  your  hams,  you 

can  gu  no  faster  ?  [Slrikes  him. 

Roo.  Would  the  pox  were  in  your  fingers,  nnle$!i 

yoQ  could  leave  flinging  !  catch [■^■'''■ 

Bel.  rU  ealch  you,  you  dog,  by  and  by  :  do  you 
ible} 

god  as  naked  as  my  nail ;  [Sings, 

nhip  hitn  with  a  rod,  if  he  my  trite  loeefail. 

Re-enter  Roger,  with  mff  and  poker, 
RoG.  There's  your  ruff;  shall  1  poke  it? 
Bel.  Yes,  honest  Roger: — no,    stay;    prithee, 
boy,  hold  here. 

[RooEB  holds  the  gl-ass  and  candle. 
..  ^s\  Dotm,  down,  damn,  down,  I  fall  donm  and 
I — damn, — /  newer  shall  arise. 

jp.  S7,  224,  an<l 


'*  Ttady}  i.  <■.  dressed :  comixire  v 


■  cufU  trr  hiar,  &C.]  This  direOli'>n  perhsps  applies  to  ■xbax 
BetUfrani  is  lo  do  preiently — wben  Koger  holds  the  glass  anil 
EUidle  for  her. 

'  fBkcrl  "  This  instrument,  of  which  mention  is  frequently 
made  in  contemporarf  itriten,  ia  Bometimea  called  poling  ttick, 
tnU  at  others  a  poking  itiek.  It  was  used  to  adjust  ihe  plaits 
of  rufi,  which  were  then  generally  warn  bj  Ihe  ladies.  Siowe 
u;*,  that  these  foUn;  ilickt  nere  made  of  wood  or  bone  until 
sImui  the  16th  year  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  when  they  began  to 
be  made  of  steel,"  [that  they  might  be  used  hot].    Reed. 

•  amrl-eapbuani]  A  sort  of  bufiel :  see  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  506. 
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RoG.  Troth,  mistress,  then  leave  the  trade,  if 
you  shall  never  rise. 

Bel.  What  trade,  goodman  Ahra'm?^ 

RoG.  Why,  that  oP  down  and  arise,  or  the  falling 
trade. 

Bel.  I'll  fall  with  you  by  and  by. 

RoG.  If  you  do,  I  know  who  shall  smart  for't. 
Troth,  mistress,  what  do  I  look  like  now  ? 

Bel.  Like  as  you  are;  a  panderly  sixpenny 
rascal. 

RoG.  I  may  thank  you  for  that :  in  faith,  I  look 
like  an  old  proverb,  Hold  the  candle  before  the 
devil. 

Bel.  Ud*s  life,  I'll  stick  my  knife  in  your  guts 
and*^  you  prate  to  me •  so !     What  ?  [^Singg. 

Well  met,  pug;  the  pearl  of  beauty,  umh,  umh. 
How  now,  sir  knave  ?  you  forget  your  duty,  umh,  umh. 
Marry  muff,^  sir,  are  you  grown  so  dainty  ?  fa,  la, 

la,  t^c. 
Is  it  you,  sir?  the  worst  of  twenty,  fa,  la,  la,  leera,  la. 
Pox  on  you,  how  dost  thou  hold  my  glass  ? 

RoG.  Why,  as  I  hold  your  door,  with  my  fingers. 

Bel.  Nay,  pray  thee,  sweet  honey  Roger,  hold 
up  handsomely.  [^Sings,^ 

Pretty  wantons  warble,  ^c. 
We  shall  ha'  guests  to-day,  I  lay  my  little  maiden- 
head, my  nose  itches  so. 

RoG.  I  said  so  too  last  night,  when  our  fleas 
twinged  me. 

*  goodman  Ahra*m]  See  note,  p.  32. 

«»  o/]  Old  eds.  "  if."  «  anrf]  i.  e.  if. 

**  Marry  muff]  An  expression  of  contempt,  which  frequently 
occurs  in  our  early  writers :  compare  vol.  i.  p.  258,  and  note. 

*  Sings']  **  This  word  has  hitherto  been  printed  as  part  of 
the  text  [*'  Sing  pretty"  &c.] ;  but  it  is  clearly  a  stage-direc- 
tion, referring  to  the  ballad  Bellai'ront  commences."  Collier. 
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3B£r..  So,  poke   my  ruff"  now.     My  gown,   my 
!  have  I  my  fall  ?  wliere's  my  fall/  Roger  t 
1.  Your  fall,  forsooth,  is  behind. 

[Knocking  n'iih'm. 

Bel.  God's  my  pittikinsl^    some  fool  or  other 

,  Shall  I  open  to  the  fool,  mistress  f 
Bel.  And  all  these  baubles  lying  thus  ?  away 
I  it  quickly. — Ay,  ay,  knock  and  be  damned, 
■  you  be! — So;  give  the  fresh  sfilmon 
enow;  let  him  come  ashore.  [£if(  Roger.] — 
He  shall  serve  for  my  breakfast,  though  he  go 
against  my  stomach. 

r  Fluello,  Castruciiio,  Piobatto,  and  Uoqeb. 
',  Morrow,  coz. 
;.  How  docs  my  i 
.  Save  thee,  little 
good,  pretty  rogue  ? 

"     .  Well,  Godamercy,  good,  pretty  rascal. 
,  some  light,  I  prithee, 
hall,  signor  ;   for  we  that  live  here  in 
re  as  dark  as  hell.  [£xil.' 

o,  Fluello  ? 


,  Rogei 

RoG.  You  shall, 
this  vale  of  misery 

Cas.  Good  tobai 

Flu.  Smell. 

Pio.  It  may  be  tickling  gear,  for  it  plays 
my  nose  already. 


?iih 


'/o"]  ■.  e.  foiling  bund,  Mi 

<  God'i  my  fAuikini]  A  comiption  of  Gofi 
preuion  which  Bellafront  arurwardt  makea 
■ceoe  (p.  40).  Sbbkespeare  puts  odi-pillikiai  in 
*  ladj  of  very  different  characlEr ;  see  Cymbeli; 

*  nanomrl]  i.  e.  monkey. 

■  Etil]  Old  edi.  "  Eiil/»r  a  Handle:' 


upoD  the  dreu  from 
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Re-ader  Rogeb  niih  camilt. 

RoG.  Here's  another  light  angel,^  signor. 

Bel.  What,  you  pied  curtal,'  what's  that  yoa  are 
neighing  ? 

RoG.  I  say,  God  send  us  the  light  of  hemTen,  or 
some  more  angels ! 

Bel.  Go  fetch  some  wine,  and  drink  half  of  it. 

Roc.  I  must  fetch  some  wine,  gentlemen,  and 
drink  half  of  it. 

Flu.  Here,  Roger. 

Cas.  No,  let  me  send,  prithee. 

Flu.  Hold,  tou  canker-worm. 

RoG.  You  shaU  send  both,  if  yoa  please,  signora. 

Pio.  Stay,  what's  best  to  drink  a*  mornings  ? 

RoG.  Hippocras,"*  sir,  for  my  mistress,  if  I  fetch 
it,  is  most  dear  to  her. 

Flu.  Hippocras?  there  then,  here's  a  testoQ*  for 
you,  you  snake.  [  Tkey  gire  momeifm 

RoG.  Right,  sir ;  here's  three  shiUuigs  sixpence 
for  a  pottle  and  a  manchet.*  [Exii. 

Cas.  Here's  mo«t  Herculanean  tobacco:  ha*  some, 
acquaintance  ? 

Bel.  Faugh,  not  1 !  makes  your  breath  stink  like 
the  piss  of  a  fox.  Acquaintance,  where  sapped  joa 
last  night  ? 

Cas.  At  a  place,  sweet  acquaintance,  where  yoiir 


*■  itnadur  Bfhi  om^"  An^I  «3s  a  goli  coin  worth  aboot 
10  shiLIiiifs.  CompaK  EWkker's  &t«r««i»<ix.  l^Ot,  **  1  aa^t^ 
br  :.iu  Ccii£ir.  aeiick  is  mmt  ^  Gutts  ^m^vUJ'*  Sig.  c 
'  *  cwrtmll  L  c.  dth^cd  bone. 

*  Hippmul  A  bereraux  ciMnpc«cd  gmrslhr  of  nd  wise, 
bat  MQWDieome*  of  vbitv,  vicb  tj^iccs  ^td  wgv,^scniBcd 
throagh  a  vocUes  bag. 

ciutl  L  e.  a  roU  of  tbe  &Mst  brad. 
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health  danced  the  canaries, °  i'failh  ;  you  should  ha' 
been  ihcre. 

Bel.  I  there  among  your  punks  !  marry  faiigh, 
hang  'etn  ;  scora't  :f  wiU  you  never  leave  sucking 
of  eggs  in  other  folk's  hens'  nests  ? 

Cj»5.  Why,  in  good  troth,  if  you'll  trust  me, 
acqaaintance,  there  nas  not  one  ben  at  the  board  ; 
ask  Fluelto. 

Flv.  No,  faith,  coz,  none  but  cocks;  signor  Ma- 
la vella  drunk  to  thee. 

Bet.  O,  a  pure  beagle  ;  that  horseleech  there  1 

Flu.  And  the  knight,  sir  Oliver  Lollio,  swore  he 
would  bestow  a  taffeta  petticoat  on  thee,  but  to 
break  his  fast  with  thee. 

Bel.  With  me?  I'll  choke  him  then;  hang  him, 
mole- cat ch er !  it's  the  dreamingest  snutty-nose. 

Pio.  Well,  many  took  that  Lollio  for  a  fool,  but 
he's  3  subtle  fool. 

-  Bel.  Ay,  and  he  has  fellows  :  of  all  filthy,  dry- 
fisted  knights,''  1  cannot  abide  that  he  should  touch 
toe. 

Cas.  Why,  wench  1  ia  he  scabbed  ? 

Bel.  Hang  him,  he'll  not  live  to  he  so  honest, 
nnr  to  the  credit  lo  have  scabs  about  him  ;  his 
betters  havs  'em :  but  1  hate  to  wear  out  any  of  his 
coarse  knighthood,  because  he's  made  like  an  alder- 
man's night-gonn,  faced  all  with  cony'  before,  and 

°  Iht  rnnarirj]  A  quick  ind  lively  ilunce,  freiuvnlly  men- 
liaDcd  by  our  esrly  wriler»  ;  "  Ah  to  the  air  itapjf,  il  appenrs, 
bj  (be  example  in  the  Opera  ot  Dioclfiian  [lei  lo  muaie  by 
iSirtell,  and  containing;  a  dance  called  the  Cunun'ii].  to  be 
a  ver;  ipK^blly  movement  of  two  repriiea  or  iciajns,  wiUi 
c%hi  ban  in  each,"  &g.  Uankint'i  UUl.  of  Muiic,  vol.  iv. 
p.  391 — cited  by  Reed. 

»  KWfi'O  Seteral  edi.  "  1  Knm'I." 

*  bJ  all  filthy,  dnj-fittid  knighW]  ••  A  moist  hand  ig  vulgarly 
accounted  a  >ign  of  an  amotuua  canslilution."     Heed. 

■  nny]  i.  e.  rabbit-tkio. 
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within  nothing  but  fox  :  this  sweet  Oliver'  will  eat 
mutton  till  he  be  ready  to  burst,  but  the  lean-jawed 
slave  will  not  pay  for  the  scraping  of  his  trencher. 

Pio.  Plague  him  ;  set  him  beneath  the  salt,*  and 
let  him  not  touch  a  bit  till  every  one  has  had  his 
full  cut. 

Fld.  Lord  Ello,  the  gentle  man -usher,  came  into 
US  too  :  marry,  'twas  in  our  cheese,  for  he  had  been 
to  borrow  money  for  his  lord  of  a  citizen. 

Cas.  What  an  ass  is  that  lord  to  borrow  money 
of  a  citisien! 

Bel.  Nay,  God's  my  pity,  what  an  ass  is  that 
citizen  to  lend  money  to'  a  lord ! 

Enler  Matheo  and  Hippoi.ito  ;  Hippolito,  taluting 
the  company  as  a  stranger,  walks  off."^  Rooek 
comes  in  tadly  behind  them  with  a  poltle-pot,  and 
»tands  aloof  off.'' 
Mat.  Save  you,  gallants.  Signor  Fluello,  ex- 
ceedingly well  met,  as  I  may  say. 

Fm.  Signor  Matheo,  exceedingly  well  met  too, 
as  I  may  say. 

'  m»f  Oliver']  "  It  may  be  just  worth  noticlntr,  Ibsl  Ihii 
epitliet  almoat  ilwajB  accompBaieB  the  mention  oF  this  gentle 
rWal  of  the  mad  Orlando  in  fame."  CiQbid's  note  on  B.  Jon- 
Min's  Werki,  vol.  i.  p.  98. 

•  let  Aim  bmtaili  the  ta/(]  "  This  refers  to  the  manner  in 
which'our  sncciilors  were  sealed  at  their  meals.  •  The  tables 
being  long,'  sa^i  Mr.  Wlialley,  note  lo  Cyjilbia't  Reveli,  scl  ii. 
sc.  3.  [sc.  i.],  ■  the  aaU  [i.  e.  Biill-cetlar — of  a  very  Urge  size] 
nas  commonly  placed  about  the  middle,  and  served  as  i  kind 
uf  boundary  to  the  difierent  quality  of  Ihe  guests  invited. 
Those  of  distinction  were  ranked  above  :  the  space  below  was 
Bssi^ed  to  the  dependents  or  inferior  relations  ofthe  master 
of  the  liouie.' "     REen. 

'  to]  So  some  eds.    First  ed.  "  of,' 
'  walti  o/ ]  i,  e.  retires  behind. 

*  atai/eff"]  This  expression  is  twice  Used  by  Middleton  in 
mdmelmat  Temi  (see  vol.  L  pp.  427,  469),  sad  il 


Middleton  in     ^H 
its  repetition     ^^m 
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Mat.  And  how  fares  my  little  pretty  mistress  ? 

Bel.  £*en  as  my  little  pretty  servant ;  sees  three 
court-dishes  before  her,  and  not  one  good  bit  in 
them. — How  now  ?  why  the  devil  standest  thou  so  ? 
art  in  a  trance  ? 

Roo.  Yes,  forsooth. 

Bel.  Why  dost  not  fill  out  their  wine  ? 

Roo.  Forsooth,  'tis  filled  out  already :  all  the 
wine  that  the  signors  have^  bestowed  upon  you  is 
cast  away;  a  porter  ran  a  little^  at  me,  and  so  faced 
me  down  that  I  had  not  a  drop. 

Bel.  I'm  accursed  to  let  such  a  withered  arti- 
choke-faced rascal  grow  under  my  nose  :  now  you 
look  like  an  old  he-cat  going  to  the  gallows.  I'll 
be  hanged  if  he  ha'  not  put  up  the  money  to  cony- 
catch'  us  all. 

Roo.  No,  truly,  forsooth,  'tis  not  put  up  yet. 

Bel.  How  many  gentlemen  hast  thou  served 
thus? 

Roo.  None  but  five  hundred,  besides  prentices 
and  serving-men. 

Bel.  Dost  think  I'll  pocket  it  up  at  thy  hands  ? 

Roo.  Yes,  forsooth,  I  fear  you  will  pocket  it  up. 

Bel.  Fie,  fie,  cut  my  lace,  good  servant ;  I  shall 
ha'  the  mother  ^  presently,  I'm  so  vexed  at  this 
horse-plumb. 

Flu.  Plague,  not  for  a  scald'  pottle  of  wine  ! 


here  is  a  slight  confirmation  (if  any  were  needed)  of  the  cor- 
rectness of  Henslowe's  statement :  vide  p.  3. 

*  signors  have']  First  two  eds.  "  signior."     Others,  '*  sig- 
niors."    All,  "  has." 

*  UnW}  Spelt  in  the  first  two  eds.  "  litle :"  therefore  qy. 
"  tilt  ?  *• 

'  cony-catch']  See  note,  p.  16. 
f  mother]  i  e.  hysterical  passion. 

*  scald]  L  e.  paltry:  see  note,  p.  15. 
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Mat.  Nay,  sweet  Bellafront,  for  a  little  pig's 
wash ! 

Cas.  Here,  Roger,  fetch  more.  [_Gwes  money  to 
Roger.] — A  mischance,  i*faith,  acquaintance. 

Bel.  Out  of  my  sight,  thou  ungodly,  puritanical 
creature ! 

RoG.  For  the  t'other  pottle  ?  yes,  forsooth. 

Bel.  Spill  that  too.  [^ati  Roger.] — What  gen- 
tleman* is  that,  servant  ?  your  friend  ? 

Mat.  Gods  so  ;  a  stool,  a  stool !  If  you  love  me, 
mistress,  entertain  this  gentleman  respectively,^  and 
bid  him  welcome. 

Bel.  He's  very  welcome. — Pray,  sir,  sit. 

Hip.  Thanks,  lady. 

Flu.  Count  Hippolito,  is't  not?  Cry  you  mercy, 
signor ;  you  walk  here  all  this  while,  and  we  not 
heard  you !  Let  me  bestow  a  stool  upon  you,  be- 
seech you ;  you  are  a  stranger  here,  we  know  the 
fashions  a'  th'  house. 

Cas.  Please  you  be  here,  my  lord?  [^Offers  tobacco. 

Hip.  No,  good  Castruchio. 

Flu.  You  have  abandoned  the  court,  I  see,  my 
lord,  since  the  death  of  your  mistress :  well,  she  was 
a  delicate  piece — Beseech  you,*^  sweet,  come,  let  us 
serve  under  the  colours  of  your  acquaintance  still 
for  all  that — Please  you  to  meet  here  at  the**  lodging 
of  my  coz,  I  shall  bestow  a  banquet  upon  you. 

Hip.  I  never  can  deserve  this  kindness,  sir. 
What  may  this  lady  be  whom  you  call  coz  ? 

Flu.  Faith,  sir,  a  poor  gentlewoman^  of  passing 

*  What  gentleman']  Here  the  last  editor  of  Dodsley  inserted 
a  stage-direction,  "  Enter  Hippolito,**  which  he  says  is  abso- 
lutely  necessary  :  but  see  note,  p.  40. 

^  respectively]  i.  e.  respectfully :  compare  vol.  i.  p.  425. 

«  Beseech  you,  &c.]  Bellafront,  I  suppose,  having  shewn 
some  displeasure  at  the  commendation  of  Infelice. 

^  the]  Old  eds.  "  my." 
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good  carriage  ;  one  thst  has  some  suits  iit  Inw, 
lies  here  in  an  attorney's  house. 
Hip.  Is  she  married  1 

Flu.  Ha,  as  all  your  ptinka  are ;  a  captain's  ' 
or  80  :  never  saw  her  before,  my  lord  ? 
Hip.  Never,  trust  me  ;  o  goodly  c 
Flu.  By  gad,  when  you  know  her 
you'll  snear  she  is  the  prettiest,  kindcs 
most  bewitching,  honest  ape  under  the  pole : 
your  satin  is  not  more  soft,  nor  la«Ti  whiter 
Hip.  Belike,  then,  she's  some  sale  courte 
Flc.  Troth,  as  all  your  best  faces  are,  a  good 

Hip.  Great  pity  that  she's  a  good  wench. 

Mat.  Thou  shah  ha',  i'faith,  mistress. — How 
now,  signors?  what,  whispering? — Did  not  I  lay  a 
wager  I  should  take  you,  within  seven  days,  in  a 
house  of  vanity  ? 

Hip.  You  did ;  and  I  beshrew  your  heart,  you've 

Mat.  How  do  you  tike  my  misiress! 

Hip.  Well,  for  such  a  mistress ;  better,  if  your 
niiatresB  be  not  your  master  — I  must  break  man- 
ners, gentlemen  ;  fare  you  well. 

Mat.  'Sfuot,  you  shall  not  leave  lis. 

Bel.  The  gentleman  likes  not  the  taste  of  our 
company. 

cas  *  f^^*^^"'''  y"'  *^y- 

Hip.  'Trust  me,  my  affairs  beckon  for  me ;  par- 
don me. 

Mat.  Will  you  call  for  me  half  an  hour  hence 
here? 

Hip,  Perhaps  I  shall. 

Mat.  Perhaps  ?  faugh !  I  know  you  can  swear 
to  me  you  wilt. 
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Hip.  Since  you  will  press  me,  on  my  word,  I  will* 

lExU. 

Bel.  What  sullen  picture  is  this,  servant  ? 

Mat.  It's  count  Hippolito,  the  brave  count. 

Pio.  As  gallant  a  spirit  as  any  in  Milan,  you 
sweet  Jew. 

Flu.  O,  he*s  a  most  essential  gentleman,  coz ! 

Cas.  Did  you  never  hear  of  count  Hippolito,  ac- 
quaintance ?  *^ 

Bel.  Marry  muff*  a'  your  counts,  and^  be  na 
more  life  in  'em. 

Mat.  He's  so  malcontent,  sirrah  >  Bellafront. — 
And^  you  be  honest  gallants,  let's  sup  together,  and 
have  the  count  with  us : — thou  shalt  sit  at  the 
upper  end,  punk. 

Bel.  Punk  ?  you  soused  gurnet !  ^ 

Mat.  King's  truce  :  come,  I'll  bestow  the  supper 
to  have  him  but  laugh. 

Cas.  He  betrays  his  youth  too  grossly  to  that 
tyrant  melancholy. 

Mat.  All  this  is  for  a  woman. 

Bel.  a  woman  ?  some  whore !  what  sweet  jewel 
is't? 

Pio.  Would  she  heard  you ! 

Flu.  Troth,  so  would  I. 

Cas.  And  I,  by  heaven. 

Bel.  Nay,  good  servant,  what  woman  ? 

Mat.  Pah! 

Bel.  Prithee,  tell  me  ;  a  buss,  and  tell  me :  I 
warrant  he's  an  honest  fellow,  if  he  take  on  thus 
for  a  wench  :  good  rogue,  who  ? 

^  HippolitOf  acquaintance'}  Old  eds.  **  Hipolitos  acquaintance." 
*  Marry  muff]  See  note,  p.  36.  '  and]  i.  e.  if. 

V  sirrah]  Often  applied  to  women :  compare  vol.  iL  p.  491. 
^  you  soused  gurnet]  "  An  appellation  of  contempt  very  fre- 
quently employed  in  the  old  comedies.*'    Reed. 


Mat.  By  tV  lord,  I  will  not.  must  not,  faith,  mia- 
irecs. — la'ia  match,  sirs?  this  night  at  th' Antelope; 
ay,  for  there's  beat  wine  and  good  boys. 

Flv., 

Cas- [It's  done;  at  th' Antelope. 

Pio.  > 

Bel.  I  cannot  be  there  to-night. 

Mat.  Cannot?  by  th'  lord,  you  ahall. 

Bel.  By  the  lady,  I  will  not :  shaall ! '' 

Flo.  Why,  then,  put  it  oflf  till  Friday :  wu't  come 
then,  coz  ? 

Btx.  Well. 


.  You- 


Re-enter  Rooeh. 

out  a  band, 
your  kinlc 
that  steals  o 
lodging. 

Bel.  Go,  go,  hang  yourself! 

Cas.  It's  dinner-time,  Matheo  ;  stiall's  hence  ? 


e  the  waspiaheat  ape! — Roger,  put 
in  mind  to  sup  with  us  on  Friday 
best  come  like  a  madwoman,  with- 
your  waistcoat,'  and  the  linings  of 
itward,  like  every  common  hackney 
at  the  back  gate  of  her  sweet  knight's 


[Yes,  yes. — Farewell,  wench. 


Bel.  Farewell,  boys.  [Exeunt  all  except  Bella- 
front  and  Roger.] — Roger,  what  wine  sent  they 
for? 

Roo,  Bastard  wine;'  for  yit  had  been  truly  be- 

■  ihaall]  So  (pelt  in  tiie  lirst  two  cili.,  lo  mark  the  pro- 
tangcd  emiihaiis. 

'  fa  jour  irauleoaf]  i.  e.  (n»  Nsres  rightly  cupUina  ihc  pa»- 
uge,  CJiwt.  in  v.)  in  that  alone,  wilhoul  a  gown  or  upper 
draw.  Low  proitiluips  were  generally  to  attired,  and  were 
heoca  called  leaitlcaalttri. 

I  Baitard  uihk]  In  a  Hole,  Vol.  ii.  p.  347.  I  have  eaid  that 
buurdwu  "a  tmenSpmuh  nine:"  "That  tl  wasasweeliah 
Hint,  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  aud  that  it  came  from  some 
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;otten,  it  would  not  ha'  been  ashamed  to  come  in. 
BJK  sliillings,  to  pay  Ibr  nursing  the  bastard. 
A  coinpiiny  of  rooks !  O  good,  sweet 
run  to  the  poulter's,J  and  buy  me  some  fine 


Bel. 
Roger, 
larks ! 

RoG. 

Bel. 

RoG. 


No  woodcocks  ? 

Yes,  faith,  a  couple,  if  they  be  not  dear. 
I'll  buy  but  one ;  there's  one"  already  here. 
[£«£' 
Re-enter  Hiffolito. 

Hip.  Is  the  gentleman  my  friend  departed, 


Bel.  His  back  is  but  new  turn'd,  sir. 

Hip.  Fare  you  well. 

Bel.  I  can  direct  you  to  him. 

Hrp.  Can  you,  pray? 

Bel.  If  you  please,  stay,  he'll  not  be  absent  longi 

Hip.  I  care  not  much. 

Bel.  Pray  sit,  forsooth, 

HiF.  I'm  hot :  ['t-'^y*  aside  his  itvon 

If  I'  may  use  your  room,  I'll  rather  walk. 

Bel.  At  your  best  pleasure — Whew — some  rul 
bers  there ! 

Hip.  Indeed,  I'll  none,  indeed  I  will  not :  thank) 
Pretty  fine  lodging.     I  perceive  my  friend 
Is  old  in  your  acquaintance. 

Bel.  Troth,  sir,  he  comes 
As  other  gentlemen,  to  spend  spare  hours : 

of  the  coUDlxiefl  nliich  border  Ihe  Mediterranean,  appeo; 
equally  certoiD,"  obaervei  IlcnclerHin  ;  who  auppows  ch&t  it 
■pproRched  u  the  niuscadel  wine  in  Baiour,  and  ttaa  made 
fraiQ  a  baitard  Bpcciea  of  muicsdine  grape.  HUl.  of  Winn, 
pp.  7S0-\. 

1  foaUer't]  i.  e.  poullerer'a. 

*  one]  He  means  HippoUla :  viaedceei  wai  a  cant  tenn  Tor 
a  foaliah  fellow. 

'  /]  So  several  edi.    Not  in  firat  ed. 


A 
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ir  yourself  like  our  roof,  such  as  it  is, 

Your  own  acquaintance  may  be  as  old  as  Ins. 

Hip.  Say  I  did  like,  nhat  welcome  sliould  I  find? 

Bel.  Sucb  as  my  present  fortunes  can  afford. 

Hip.  But  would  you  let  me  play  Matheo's  part  7 

Bel.   What  part! 

Hn-.  Why,  embrace  you,  dally  with  you,  ktgg ; 
Faith,  tell  me,  will  you  leave  him,  and  love  me  ? 

Bel,  I  am  in  bonds  to  no  man,  sir. 

Hip.  Why  then 
You're  free  for  any  man  ;  if  any,  me. 
But  I  must  tell  you,  lady,  were  you  mine, 
You  should  be  all  mine ;  I  could  brook  do  aliarers ; 
I  should  be  covetous,  and  sweep  up  all ; 
I  should  be  pleasure's  usurer,  faith,  I  should. 

Bel.  O  fate! 

Hip.  Why  sigh  you,  lady  1  may  I  know  t 

Bel.  'Thas  never  been  my  fortune  yet  to  single 
Out  that  one  man  whose  love  could  fellow  mine, 
As  I  have  ever  wish'd  ii.     O  my  stars! 
Had  1  but  met  with  one  kind  gentleman 
That  would  have  purchas'd  sin  alone  to  himself 
For  his  own  private  use,  although  scarce  proper,' 
Indifferent  handsome,  meetly  legg'd  and  thigh'd, 
And  my  allowance  reasonable,  j'faith, 
According  to  my  body,  by  my  troth, 
1  would  have  been  as  true  unto  his  pleasures, 
Yea  and  as  loyal  to  his  afternoons, 
As  ever  a  poor  gentlewoman  could  be. 

Hip.  This    were   well    now   to   one   but    newly 
fledg'd. 
And  scarce  a  day  old  in  this  subtle  world  ; 
Twere  pretty  art,  good  bird-lirac.  cunning  net. 
But  come,  come,  faith,  confess  ;  how  many  men 


'  pr^ier)  i,  e.  penoosble. 
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Have  drunk  this  self- same  protestation 
From  that  red  'ticing  lip  ? 

Bel.  Indeed,  not  any. 

Hip.  Indeed,  and  blush  not  ? 

Bel.  No,  in  truth,  not  any. 

Hip.  Indeed  ?  in  truth  ? — how  warily  you  swear ! 
'Tis  well,  if  ill  it  be  not ;  yet  had  I 
The  ruffian  in  me,  and  were  drawn  before  you 
But  in  light  colours,  I  do  know  indeed, 
You  could  not  swear  indeed,  but  thunder  oaths 
That  should  shake  heaven,  drown  the  harmonious 

spheres. 
And  pierce  a  soul  that  lov*d  her  maker's  honour 
With  horror  and  amazement. 

Bel.  Shall  I  swear  ? 
Will  you  believe  me  then  ? 

Hip.  Worst  then  of  all ; 
Our  sins  by  custom  seem  at  last  but  small. 
Were  I  but  o*er  your  threshold,  a  next  man, 
And  afler  him  a  next,  and  then  a  fourth, 
Should  have  this  golden  hook  and  lascivious  bait 
Thrown  out  to  the  full  length.  Why,  let  me  tell  you, 
I  ha*  seen  letters  sent  from  that  white  hand. 
Tuning  such  music  to  Matheo's  ear. 

Bel.  Matheo  ?  that's  true ;  but,  believe  it,  I 
No  sooner  had  laid  hold  upon  your  presence, 
But  straight  mine  eye  convey'd  you  to  my  heart. 

Hip.  O,  you  cannot  feign  with   me !      Why,  I 
know,  lady, 
This  is  the  common  passion  of  you  all, 
To  hook  in  a  kind  gentleman,  and  then 
Abuse  his  coin,  conveying  it  to  your  lover, 
And  in  the  end  you  shew  him  a  French  trick, 
And  so  you  leave  him,  that  a  coach  may  run 
Between  his  legs  for  breadth. 

Bel.  O,  by  my  soul, 
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Not  I !  therein  I'll  prove  an  lioncst  whore. 
In  being  irue  to  one,  and  to  no  more. 

Hip.  If  any  be  dispos'd  in  trust  your  oath, 
Let  him  ;  I'll  not  be  he :  I  know  you  feign 
All  that  you  speak  ;  ay,  for  a  mingled  harlot 
Is  true  in  nothing  but  in  being  false. 
What,  shall  I  teach  you  bow  to  loathe  yourself. 
And  mUdly  too,  not  without  sense  or  reason  ? 

Bel.  I  am  conteat ;  I  would  fain  loatlie  myself. 
If  you  not  love  me. 

Hip.  Then  if  your  gracious  blood 
Be  not  all  wasted,  I  shall  assay  to  do't : 
Lend  me  your  silence  and  utteniion. 
You  have  no  soul,  that  makes  you  weigh  so  light ; 
Heaven's  treasure  bought  it. 
And  holf-a-crown  hath  sold  it ;  for  your  hody 
Ii  like  the  common -shore,  that  still  receives 
AU  tbe  town's  filth;  the  sin  of  many  men 
Is  within  you  :  and  thus  much  1  suppose. 
That  if  all  your  committers  stood  in  rank. 
They'd  make  a  lane,  in  which  your  shame  might 

dwell. 
And  with  their  spaces  reach  from  hence  to  hell. 
Nay,  shall  I  urge  it  more  ?  there  hiive""  been  known 
As  many  by  one  harlot  maim'd  and  dismember'd 
As  would  ha'  stufT'd  an  hospital :   this  I  might 
Apply  to  you,  and  perhaps  do  you  right. 
0,  you're  as  base  as  any  beast  tliat  bears  ! 
Your  hody  is  e'en  hir'd,  and  so  are  theirs : 
For  gold  and  sparkling  jewels,  if  he  can, 
You'll  let  a  Jew  get  you  with  Christian  ; 
Be  he  a  Moor,  a  Tartar,  though  his  face 
Look  uglier  than  [dotbj  a  dead  man's  skull ; 
Could  the  devil  put  on  a  human  shape, 

"  hace]  Old  eis.  "  Iibi." 


If  hit  purse  shake  out  crowns,  up  then  he  geti : 
Whores  wilt  be  rid  to  hell  with  golden  bits  : 
So  that  you're  crueller  than  Turks,  for  they 
Sell  Christians  only,  you  sell  yourselves  away. 
Why,  those  that  love  you  hale  you,  and  will  te 

you 
Liquorish  damnation  ;  wish  themselves  half-sunk^ 
Af^r  the  sin  is  laid  out,  and  e'en  curse 
Their  fruitless  riot ;   for  what  one  begets, 
Another  poisons  ;  lust  and  murder  hit : 
A  tree  being  often  shook,  what  fruit  can  knit  ? 

Bel.  O  me  unhappy  ! 

Hip.  I  can  vex  you  more  : 
A  harlot  is  like  Dunkirk,  true  to  none  ; 
Swallows  both  English,  Spanish,  fulsome  Dutch, 
Back^-door'd  Italian,  last  of  all,  the  French, 
And  he  sticks  to  you,  faith,  gives  you  your  diet. 
Brings  you  acquainted  first  with  monsieur  dociort.^ 
And  then  you  know  what  follows. 

Bel.  Misery, 
Rank,  stinking,  and  most  loathsome  misery ! 

Hip,  Methinks  a  toad  is  happier  than  a  whore  j] 
That  with  one  poison  swells,  with  thousands  moi 
The  other  stocks  her  veins.     Harlot  1  fie,  fie  I 
You  are  the  niiscrablest  creatures  breathing. 
The  very  slaves  of  nature;  mark  me  else: 
You  put  on  rich  attires,  others'  eyes  wear  them  ;  1 
You  eat  but  to  supply  your  blood  with  sin 
And  this  strange  curse  e'en  haunts  you 

graves, 
From  fools  you  get,  and  spend  it  upon  alai 
Like  beats  and  apes,  you're  baited  and  shew  tricld 
For  money  ;  but  your  bawd  the  sweetness  licks : 
Indeed,  you  are  their  journey  women,  and  do 
All  base  and  damn'd  works  they  list  set  you  to ; 
»  Back}  Old  edB.  "  Black." 
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So  tliat  you  ne'er  are  rich :  fox  do  but  shew  me, 
In  present  memory  or  in  ages  past, 
The  fairest  and  most  famous  courtesan, 
Whose  flesh  was  dear'st ;  that  raja'd  the  price  of  sin 
And  held  it  up  ;  to  whose  intemperate  bosom 
Princes,  earls,  lords — the  worst  baa  been  a  knight, 
The  mean'st  a  gentleman — have  offer'd  up 
Whole  hecatombs  of  sighs,  and  rain'd  in  showers 
Hsndfuls  of  gold  ;  yet  for  all  this,  at  last 
Diseases  suck'd  her  marrow  ;  then  grew  so  poor. 
That  she  has  begg'd  e'en  at  a  beggar's  door : 
And  (wherein  heaven  has  a  finger)  when  this  idol 
From  coast  to  coast  has  leap'd  on  foreign  shores, 
And  had  more  worship  than  th'  outlandish  whores; 
WhcB  several  nations  have  gone  over  her  ; 
When  for  each  several  city  she  has  seen, 
Her  maidenhead  has  been  new,  and  been  sold  dear, 
Did  live  well  there,  and  might  have  died  unknown 
And  undefam'd  ;  back  comes  she  to  her  own. 
And  there  both  miserably  lives  and  dies, 
Scom'd  even  of  those  that  once  ador'd  her  eyes  ; " 

"  ador'd  hiT  (yiij  "  In  a  pamphlet  sttrihuled  to  Robert 
Cnene,  catlEd  TSicatt  falling  out  Tnamea  come  by  their  goadl, 
piinted  in  1613,  nnd  probafalf  earlier,  ibere  is  s  story  en- 
lided  '  The  CoDrenion  of  hd  Engliab  CunezaD,'  which,  in 
fome  pointt,  bran  a  reiemblaace  lo  8  main  incident  in  thi« 

ej.  Her  coDTenioQ  ii  wrought  by  a  young  man  vrho  visiti 
a«  in  '  the  way  of  her  trade  :'  at  hia  request  she  tskea  him 
into  ■  dart  loft,  under  pretence  that  he  cannot  bear  lo  tommit 
'the  act  of  lin'  in  the  light;  but  still  the  day  peeps  in  through 
I  hole  in  the  roof:  on  hii  complaining  that  it  nu  not  quite 
dart,  ahe  repliei,  that '  none  hut  Cod  could  see  them.'  Hence 
he  takes  occasion  to  read  her  a  lecture  Very  similar  to  that  of 
Uippolito  in  Dehker.  '  Oh  I  thou  art  made  beautiful,  fair,  and 
nil  formed,  and  wilt  thou  then  by  thy  Blthy  lust  make  thy 
body,  which  if  thou  be  honctt  is  the  temple  of  God,  the  habi- 
tilioD  of  the  Devil )'  Tn  one  place  he  says, — '  But  suppose 
while  tliou  art  young  thou  art  favoured  of  Ihy  canipanioni ; 
lA«n  ihOD  waxeit  old,  and  that  tby  beauty  is  faded,  theu  thou 


As  if  her  felal-circled  life  thus  ran, — 
Her  pride  should  end  there  where  it  first  began^ 
What,  do  you  weep  to  hear  your  story  read  1 
Nay,  if  you  spoil  your  cheeks,  I'll  read  no  more. 

Bel.  O  yes,"  I  pray,  proceed ! 
Indeed  'twill  do  me  good  to  weep,  indeed ! 

Htp.  To  give  those  tears  a  relish,  this  I  add ; 
You're  like  the  Jews  scatter'd,  in  no  place  cerlaill 
Your  days  are  tedious,  youi  hours  burdensome ;  ' 
And  were't  not  for  full  suppers,  midnight  revels, 
Dancing,  wine,  riotous  meetings,  which  do  drowa 
And  bury  quite  in  you  all  virtuous  thoughts. 
And  on  your  eyelids  hang  so  heavily 
They  have  no  power  to  look  so  high  as  heaven, 
You'd  ait  and  muse  on  nothing  but  despair, 
Curse  that  devil  lust  that  so  burns  up  your  bloo^ 
And  in  ten  thousand  shivers  break  your  glas 
Tor  his  temptation.     Say  you  taste  delight. 
To  have  a  golden  gull  from  rise  to  set 
To  mete"  you  in  his  hot  luxurious^  arms ; 
Yet  your  nights  pa^for  all :  1  know  you  dream 
Of  warrants,  whips,  aqd  beadles  ;  and  then  start 
At  a  door's  windy  creakg  think  every  weasel 
To  be  a  constable,  and  every  rat 
A  long'tail'd  ofRcer.     Are  you  now  not  slaves  ? 
O,  you've  damnation  without  pleasure  for  it ! 
Such  is  the  slate  of  harlots.     To  conclude  : 
When  you  are  old,  and  can  well  paint  no  more. 
You  turn  bawd,  and  are  then  worse  than  before. 
Make  use  of  this  :  farewell. 

Bel.  O,  I  pray,  stay  I 

ihalche  loBlhed  and  despised  even  oFthEm  that  profeued  n 
love  unto  thee.'     After  sbe  has  been  thaioughly  reronned,  1 


■  Oyci.&c]  An  iinperfe 
voL  ii.  pp.  7,  307. 


toouplel:  I 


e  notei,  vol.  i. 
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Would  all  the  harlots  in  the  town  had  heard  n 


e  gone  ? 


Bel,  Stay  yet  a  little  longer !    No?  <jui 
Ctirs'd  be  that  minute— for  it  was  no  more, 
So  soon  a  maid  is  chang'd  into  a  whore  — 
Wherein  I  first  feU  !  be  it  for  ever  black  ! 
Yet  why  should  sweet  Hippolito  shun  mine  eyes? 
For  whose  true  love  I  would  become  pure-honest. 
Hate  the  world's  mixtures  and  the  smiles  of  gold. 
Am  I  not  lair  ?  why  should  he  Hy  me  then  ? 
Fair  creatures  are  desir'd,  not  scorn'd  of  men. 
How  many  gallants  have  drunk  healths  to  me 
Out  of  their  dagger'd  arms,''  and  thought  them  blest, 
Enjoying  but  mine  eyes  at  prodigal  feasts ! 
And  does  Hippolito  detest  my  love  ? 

0  sure  their  heedless  lusts  but  flaiter'd  me  ! 

1  am  not  pleasing,  beautiful,  nor  young  : 
Hippolito  hath  spied  some  ugly  blemish, 
Eclipsing  all  my  beauties  ;  I  am  foul : 
Harlot  ?  ay,  that's  tlie  spot  that  taints  my  soul. 
What,  has  he  left  his  weapon  here  behind  him, 
And  gone  forgetful  ?  O  lit  instrument' 

To  let  forth  all  tlie  poison  of  my  flesh  ! 

Tby  master  hates  me  'cause  my  blood  hath  rang'd  ; 

But  when  'tis  forth,  then  he'll  believe  I'm  chang'd. 

M  she  it  about  to  stab  herself  Tc-enier  Hippolito. 
Hip.  Mud  woman,  what  art  doing  1 
Bel.  Either  love  me. 


'  /]  So  ed.  IdOfi.     Not  in  otlier  cdi. 

1  daggtr'd  ami}  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  !)9. 
■  .'  What,  ku  lie  Itft  hii  Krapva  hrre  behind  him, 
^dgaHtforgetfi^U  0  fit  iiulmnunf]  Ed.  1005  has  only 
"  Hit  iDtapan  liifl  hctre  ?  0  fit  imlrHoenl,'' 
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That  which  I  lov 

Thou'rl  crueller, 
To  die  80  sheds 

Not  speak  lo  me 
Hated  ?  this  niu; 
Would  all  whore 


■  thee  for,  thy 

[Gives 

and  kill'si  me 

10  blood,  yet ' 


tues.  Here,  hers  j 
'ord  to  HippoLiK 
th  disdain : 
worse  pain, 
lErit  Hippo  LIT 
bid  farewell  ?  i 


a  I'll 


e  as  honest  now  as  I !   [E; 


7i= 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

CAHniDo's  Shop. 

lOE,  and  two  Prentices  dit»^ 
a  enters,  walking  by.' 

Geo.  See,  gentlemen,  what  you  lack?' 
hoUand,  a  fine  cambric  :  see  what  you  buy. 

FittST  P.  Holland  for  shirts,  cambric  for  bands  (|l 
what  is't  you  lack? 

Fus.  'Sfoot,  I  lack  'em  all ;  nay,  more,  I  lack'^ 
money  to  buy  'cm.  Let  me  see,  let  nic  look  ^ain  ; 
mass,  this  is  the  shop.  [/^rirfe.J^What,  coz,  sweet 
C02 !  how  dost,  i'faith,  since  last  night  after  candle- 
light? we  had  good  sport,  i'faith,  had  we  not?  and 
when  shall's  laugh  again  ? 

Vio.  When  you  will,  cousin. 

FuB,  Spoke  like  a  kind  Lacedemonian!     I 
yonder's  thy  husband. 

<"  iplil  my  liearl  upBit]  Ed.  1605,  '■  clesuc  my  Loiome  oi 

'  Nat  tptiiklo  mi?  no(  bid/arewelt?  a  modi.']  Ed.  ISO. 
"  Nat  tpeake  lo  mc  !  not  looke  '.  not  bid  farenetl ! " 

*  walking  hg']   Ic  muat  be  remembered  that  the  ibops  ii. 
London  (and  of  London  onlf  our  authors  thought)  were  tot*M 
merlj  "  open"  (sec  Btage- direction,  vol.  iJ.  p.4S3),  and  n-V 
sembled  booths  or  stalls  at  a  Tiir. 

'  Khat  ym  lack]  See  uote,  p.  S4. 


.  Ay,  there's  the 

.  And  how  is't, 

■  squall  ?" 


aweet  youth,  God  bless  him  ! 
cousin  t  and  how,  how  is't, 


Vio.  Well,  cousin  :  how  fare  you  ? 

Frs.  How  fare  1  ?  troth,  for  sixpence  a-meal, 
weach,  as  well  as  heart  can  wish,  with  calves'  chal- 
drons' and  chitterlings;  besides,  1  have  a  punk 
after  supper,  as  good  as  a  roasted  apple. 

Can.  Are  you  my  wife's  cousin  7 

Fes.  I  am,  sir  :  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  that  i 

C*tf.  O,  nothing,  but  you're  welcome. 

Fds.  The  devil's  dung  in  thy  teelh!  I'll  be  wel- 
come whether  thou  wilt  or  no,  I. — What  ring's  this, 
cot  7  very  pretty  and  fantastical,  i'faith  i  let's  see  it. 

Vio,  Pooh !  nay,  you  wrench  my  finger. 

Fds,  I  ha'  sworn  I'll  ha't.  and  I  hope  you  will 
not  let  my  oaths  be  cracked  in  the  ring,''  will  you  t 
fSeizes  the  ring.] — I  hope,  sir,  you  are  not  mali- 
cholly*  at  this,  for  all  your  great  looks :  are  you 

Can.  Angry  ?  not  I,  sir  ;  nay,  if  she  can  part 
So  easily  wiih  her  ring,  'tis  with  my  heart. 

Geo.  Suffer  this,  sir,  and  suffer  all :  a  whoreson 
gull  to 

Cak.  Peace,  George  :  when  she  has  reap'd  what 

She'll  say  one  grain  tastes  better  of  her  own 
Than  whole  sheaves  gather'd  from  another's  land : 
Wit's  never  good  till  bouglit  at  a  dear  hand. 
•  Mqaalt]   This  word,   xhicb  s 


»(«! 


Tot 


vol.  i. 


:   5lid<llc(i 
t31)i 


anather  proof  (see  note,  p.  40)  that  he  was  oonceraed 
ID  the  compotition  of  the  presenc  drsmx. 
*  chaldroni'\  Or  chattdnnu — i.  e.  particular  entraiU. 
'  cracked  »  Iht  ringl  See  note,  vol.  li.  p.  253. 
'  natKJMiy]  A  GOtruptiim  ^melancholy. 
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Geo.  But  in  the  mean  time  she  makes  an  ass  of 
somebody. 

Sec.  p.  See,  see,  see,  sir,  as  you  turn  your  back 
they  do  nothing  but  kiss. 

Can.  No  matter,  let  'em  :  when  I  touch  her  lip 
I  shall  not  feel  his  kisses,'  no,  nor  miss 
Any  of  her  lip :  no  harm  in  kissing  is. 
Look  to  your  business,  pray,  make  up  your  wares. 

Fus.  Troth,  coz,  and  well  remembered ;  I  would 
thou  wouldst  give  me  five  yards  of  lawn,  to  make 
my  punk  some  falling-bands  ^  a'  the  fashion  ;  three 
fidling  one  upon  another,  for  that's  the  new  edition 
now :  she's  out  of  linen  horribly  too ;  troth,  sha's 
never  a  good  smock  to  her  back  neither,  but  one 
that  has  a  great  many  patches  in't,  and  that  I'm 
fain  to  wear  myself  for  want  of  shift  too :  prithee, 
put  me  into  wholesome  napery,'  and  bestow  some 
clean  commodities  upon  us. 

Vio.  Reach  me  those  cambrics  and  the  lawns 
hither. 

Can.  What  to  do,  wife  ? 
To  lavish  out  my  goods  upon  a  fool  ? 

Fus.  Fool  ?  'Snails,  eat  the  fool,  or  I'll  so  batter 
your  crown  that  it  shall  scarce  go  for  five  shillings. 

*  —  vfhen  I  touch  her  lip 
I  thaU  not  feel  his  kisses']  "  Imitated  by  Shakespeare  in  Othellot 
act  iii.  8c.  3. 

'  I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  merry ; 
I  found  not  Cassio*s  kisses  on  her  lips,*  **  Reed. 

If  there  be  any  imitation  in  the  case,  I  believe  it  to  be  on  the 
part  of  Dekker  or  Middleton.  Msdone  ultimately  assigned 
the  production  of  Othello  to  1604,  having  ascertained  (on  what 
evidence  we  know  not)  that  it  was  acted  in  that  year :  but  if 
it  be  imitated  in  the  present  passage,  it  must  have  been  pro- 
duced at  an  earlier  period :  see  p.  3. 

r  falling-bands'}  Or  falls:  see  note,  p.  37. 

»  napery]  i.  e.  linen. 
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Sec.  P.  Do  you  hear,  air  ?  you're  best  be  quiet, 
and  say  a  fool  cells  you  so. 

Fu3.  Nails,  I  chink  so,  Ibr  Chou  tellest  me. 

Can.  Are  you  angry,  sir,  because  I  nam'd  the 
fool ! 
Trust  me,  you  are  not  wise,  in  mine  own  house 
And  to  my  face  to  play  the  antic  tbus : 
If  you'll  needs  play  the  madman,  choose  a  Btage 
Of  lesser  compass,  where  few  eyes  may  note 
Your  action's  error;  but  if  still  you  misa, 
As  here  you  do,  for  one  clap,  ten  will  hiss. 

Fos.  Zounds,  cousin,  he  talks  to  me  as  if  I  nere 
a  scurvy  tragedian  1 

Sec.  p.  Sirrah  George,  I  ha'  thought  upon  a 
device,  how  to  break  his  pate,  beat  him  soundly, 
and  ship  him  away. 

Geo.  Do't. 

Sec.  P.  I'll  go  in,  pass  thorough  the  house,  give 
some  of  our  fellow-prentices  the  watch-word  when 
they  shall  enter ;  then  come  and  fetch  my  master  in 
by  a  wile,  and  place  one  in  the  hall  to  hold  him  in 
conference  whilst  we  cudgel  the  gull  out  of  his 
coxcomb. 

Geo.  Do't ;  away,  do't.      [Eait  Seamd  Prentice. 

Vio.  Must  I  call  twice  for  these  cambrics  and 
lawns  ? 

Can.  Nay,  see,  you  anger  her ;  George,  prithee, 
despatch. 

First  P.  Two  of  the  choicest  pieces  are  in  the 
warehouse,  sir. 

Can.  Go  fetch  them  presently. 

Fii6.  Ay,  do ;  make  haste,  sirrah. 

[jF-Tif  First  Prentice. 

Can.  Why  were  you  such  a  stranger  all  this 
while. 
Being  my  wife's  cousin  I 


Pus.  Stranger  ?  no,  air,  I'm  a  natural  Miloner 
born. 

Can.  I  perceive  atill  it  is  your  natural  guise 
To  mistake  me  :  but  you're  welcome,  sir ;  I  much 
Wish  your  actjuaintance. 

Fus.  My  acquaintance  ?  I  scorn  that,  i'faith.  I 
hope  my  acquaintance  goes  in  chains  of  gold  three 
and  fifly  times  double  :-^you  know  who  I  tnean, 
coz  ;  the  posts  of  his  gate  are  a-painting  t 

Re-enter  Second  Prentice. 

Sec.  p.  Signor  Pandulfo  the  merchant  desires 
conference  with  you. 

Can.  Signor  Pandulfo  i*  I'll  be  with  him  straight. 
Attend  your  mistress  and  the  gentleman.         \^Exit. 

Vio.  When  do  you  shew  those  pieces  ! 

Fd9.  Ay,  when  do  you  shew  those  pieces  ? 

Prentices  [wilAm].''  Presently,  sir,  presently  ;  wfl 
are  but  charging  them. 

FuSi  Come,  sirrah,  you  flat-cap,"^  where  be  theMJ 
whites  ? 


Re-enter  First  Prentia 


•viih 


I 

I 


Geo.  Flat-cap  1  hark  in  your  ear,  sir ;  you're  a 
flat  fool,  an  ass,  a  gull,  and  I'll  thrum  you: — do 
you  see  this  cambric,  sir? 

Fus.  'Sfoot,  coz,  a  good  jest ;  did  you  hear  him  ? 
be  told  me  in  my  ear  I  was  a  fiat  fool,  an  tus,  a 


•  Ihe  poiti  qf  bU  gain  ore  o^aitiiJB 
be  ihetitr.  Al  Ihe  door  of  that  olfic 
it  waa  cuslDinary  to  slick  procli 


9n]  "  i.  G.  he  wijl  Mon 
large  poata,  on  which 
,  were  always  set  up." 

*>  Prealicei  wi(/ijn]  Old  eds.  here  and  aflerwards,  "  Omiri." 

'  fiat-cap]  The  citizens  of  LoadoD,  both  masten  and  jour- 

nejnien,  continued  lo  wear  Bat  round  caps  long  after  they 

bad  ceased  to  be  foihioaable,  and  were  hence  in  deriaion 

termed  fiat-capi. 


J 


guil,  and  I'll  thrum  yon: — do  you  see  this 


e  hitlier  :  what  say  you 


Vio.  What,  not  my  men,  I  hope  ? 

Frs.  No,  not  your  men,  but  one  of  your  men, 
i'faith. 

Fmsr  P.  I  pray,  sir,  coiv 
to  this  1  here's*^  an  excelier 

Fits.  Ay,  marry,  this  likes'*  r 
some  hatf-Bcore  yards. 

Sec.  p.  Let  your  whores  cut ;  you're  nn  impu- 
dent coxcomb ;  you  get  none,  and  yet  I'll  thium 
you  : — a  very  good  cambric,  sir. 

Fus.  Again,  again,  as  God  judije  me!  'sfoot, 
coz,  they  stand  thrumming  liere  with  me  all  day, 
and  yet  I  get  nothing. 

First  P.  A  word,  1  pray,  sir ;  you  must  not  be 
angry  ;  prentices  have  hot  bloods,  younjj;  fellows — 
wbat  say  you  to  this  piece  ?  look  you,  'tis  so  deli- 
cate, so  soft,  so  even,  eo  line  a  tliread,  that  a  lady 
may  wear  it. 

Fl's.  'Sfoot,  I  think  so;  if  a  knight  marry  my 
punk,  a  lady  shall  wear  it :  cut  me  olTlwenty  yards ; 
thou'rt  an  honest  lad. 

First  P.  Not  without  money,  gull,  and  I'll  thnim 
you  loo. 

Prentices  [wi'iAin],  Gull,  we'll  thrum  you .' 

Fus.  O  lord,  sisier,  did  you  not  hear  something 
cry  thrum  ?  zounds,  your  men  here  make  a  plain 


sofme. 

Vio.  What,  to  my  face  so  inipudeni 

Geo.  Ay,  in  a  cause  so  honest ;  we 

Our  master's  goods  to  vanish  moneyle 

Vio.  You  will  not  suffer  them  ! 

;,  P.  No  ;  and  you  may  blush. 


In  going  about 


3  mild  a  breast 


Vio,  Take  away  those  pieces, 
Cousin,  I  give  ihem  freely. 

Fd».  Mass,  and  I'll  take  'em  as  freely. 

Geo.,  First  and  Sec.  P.,  and  othes  Prentic|| 

BcsaiNG  IK.   We'll  make  you  lay  'cm  down  agatt 

more  freely. 

IThey  all  attack  Fdbtioo  nith  their  c, 
Vio.  Help,  help !  my  brother  will  be  murdered^ 

Rc'CntcT  Can  DIDO. 
Can.  How  now,  what  coil  is  here  ?  forbear,  1 

\_Exeunl  all  the  Prentices  except  the  Firi 

and  Second. 

Geo.  He  calls  ua  flat-caps,  and  abuses  u 

Can.  Why,  sirs,  do  such  examples  flow  from  me? 

Vjo.  They're  of  your  keeping  sir. — Alas,  pooT 

brother  ! 
Fus.  rfaith,  they  ha'  peppered  me,  sister  ;  look, 
dost  not  spin  f  call  you  these  prentices  ?  I'll  ne' 
play  at  cards  more  when  clubs  is  trump  :  I  have  a 
goodly  coxcomb,  sister,  have  I  not ! 

Can.  Sister,  and  brother?  brother  to  my  wife 
Fus.  If  you  have  any  skill  in  heraldry,  you 
soon  know  that ;  break  but  ber  pate,  and  you 
see  her  blood  and  mine  is  all  one. 

Can.  a  surgeon!   run,  a  surgeon!     [Exit  fij 
Prentice.'] — ^Why  then  wore  you 
That  forged  name  of  cousin  1 

Fus.  Because  it's  a  common  thing  lo  call 
and  ningle'  now-a-days  all  the  world  over, 

■  (n  call  eox]  This  pasaage,  and  wbal  Fusliga  ssji  ^ 
same  purpoiw,  p.  lfi>  aeem  to  confinn  my  remark  on  the 
rnwin,  vol.  i.  p.  <S9. 

'  BisfWi  i.  e,  bDEom  friend:  see  note,  vol,  il  p,  496. 
ed.  1605.    Other  eil«.  "  mingle." 


coa* 

woidH 


Cak.  Cousin ! 
A  name  of  much  deceit,  folly,  and  sin  ; 
For  under  thai  common,  abused  word, 
Manv  an  honest-tempcr'd  cicizen 
Is  made  a  monater,  and  his  wife  Iraio'd  out 
To  foul  adulterous  action,  full  of  fraud  : 
I  may  well  call  that  word  a  city's  bawd. 

Fu9.  Troth,  brother,  my  sister  would  needs  ha" 
me  take  upon  me  to  gull  your  patience  a  little  ; 
but  it  has  made  double  gutea^  on  mv  coxcomb. 


ijest 


,  What, 


you  fool; 

C*JJ.  O,  my  wife  did  but  e 
Upon  your  n 

Fi'».  'Sfoot,  my  wit  bleeds  for't,  methii 

Can.  Then  lei  this  warning  more  of  sen 
The  name  of  cousin  is  a  bloody  word. 

Ftis.  I'll  ne'er  call  coz  again  whilst  I  live,  to 
have  such  a  coil  about  it :  this  should  be  a  coro- 
natioD-day,  for  my  head  runs  claret  lustily.    \_Exil. 

Can.  Go,  wish''  the  surgeon  to  have  great  re- 
ft Second  Prenlice. 


e  afford ; 


Bpect— 


[Exi 


Enter  an  Officer, 
w  now,  Riy  friend  ?  what,  do  they  sit  to-day  ? 
n.  Yes,  air ;  ihey  expect  you  at  the  senale- 
'    use. 

thank  your  pains;  I'll  not  be  last  man 

sre.—  [Exit  Officer. 

My  gown,  George  ;  go,  my  gown.    \^Exit  GtoaoE.] 

— A  happy  laud. 
Where  grave  men  meet  each  cause  to  understand  ; 
Whose  consciences  are  not  cut  out  in  bribes 


.,./„]  i.e.r 
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To  gull  the  poor  man's  right ;  but  in  even  scales 
Peize*  rich  and  poor,  without  corruption's  veils. — 

Re-enter  George. 

Come,  Where's  the  gown  ? 

Geo.  I  cannot  find  the  key,  sir. 

Can.  Request  it  of  your  mistress. 

Vio.  Come  not  to  me  for  any  key ; 
I'll  not  be  troubled  to  deliver  it. 

Can.  Good  wife,  kind  wife,  it  is  a  needful  trouble ; 
But  for  my  gown. 

Vio.  Moths  swallow  down  your  gown  I 
You  set  my  teeth  on^  edge  with  talking  on't. 

Can.  Nay,  prithee,  sweet, —  I  cannot  meet  with- 
out it ; 
I  should  have  a  great  fine  set  on  my  head. 

Vio.  Set  on  your  coxcomb;  tush,  fine  me  no- 
fines  ! 

Can.  Believe  me,  sweet,  none  greets  the  senate- 
house 
Without  his  robe  of  reverence, — that's  his  gown. 

Vio.  Well,  then,  you're  like  to  cross  that  custom 
once; 
You  get  nor  key  nor  gown  ;  and  so  depart. — 
This  trick  will  vex  him  sure,  and  fret  his  heart. 

[Aside,  and  exit. 

Can.  Stay,  let  me  see,  I  must  have  some  device, — 
My  cloak's  too  short ;  fie,  fie,  no  cloak  will  do't ; 
It  must  be  something  fashion'd  like  a  gown, 
With  my  arms  out. — O,  George,  comehidier,  George ; 
I  prithee,  lend  me  thine  advice. 

Geo.  Troth,  sir, 
Were't  any  but  you,  they  would  break  open  chest. 

*  Pctze]  i.  e.  weigh. 

i  on]  So  ed.  1636.    Other  edi.  «  an." 


Gam.  O  no  I  break  open  chest  ?  that' 


Therein  you  counsel  me  against  my  blood  ; 
Twould  shew  impatience  that :  any  meek  means 
I  would  be  glad  to  embrace.    MasB,  1  have  got  it: 
Go,  step  up,  fetch  me  donn  one  of  the  carpets, ^ 
The  saddest-col our'd  carpet,  honest  George  ; 
Cut  thou  a  hole  i'  th'  middle  for  my  neck. 
Too  for  mine  arms.  Nay,  prithee,  look  not  strange. 

Geo.  1  hope  yoii  do  not  think,  sir,  as  you  mean. 

Cak.  Prithee,  about  it  quickly,  the  hour  chides 
me: 
Warily,  George,  softly ;  lake  heed  of  eyes. 

[i'lil  Georoe. 
Out  of  two  evils  he's  accounted  wise 
That  can  pick  out  the  least ;  the  fine  impos'd 
For  an  ungowned  senator  is  about 
Forty  cru/adoes,''  the  carpet  not  'bove  four. 
Thus  have  I  chosen  the  lesser  evil  yet, 
Preserv'd  ray  patience,  foll'd  her  desperate  wit. 


Re-enter  George  with  carpet, 
,  Here,  sir,  here's  the  carpel. 


^^^^b.  O,  well  done,  George  1  we'll  cut  it  jue 
|H|P    midat.  [  They  cut  the  carpet. 

^^^Tvery  well ;  T  thank  thee  :  help  it  on, 

Geo.  It  must  come  over  your  head,  sir,  like  a 
wench's  petticoat.  {^Helping  loput  it  on. 


■Mi 


.385. 


Alpboosui  V.  nbout  (he  year  HS7,  at  the  time  when  Pope 
Ciiixtut  cent  thither  a  bull  for  s  croiiade  against  the  infidelii. 
It  had  i»  name  from  a  eruii  which  it  bcHn  on  one  lide,  the 
■rmt  of  Ponu^l  being  on  (he  other.  The  value  of  it  ii  40 
PrcnchsolE,or  upwudi  of  2t.l0<j.  sterling."  Reed.  It  varied 
a  nlue  SI  difftreni  timea. 
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Can.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  good  George ;  it  must 
indeed. 
Fetch  me  a  nightcap,  for  I'll  gird  it  close, 
As  if  my  health  were  queasy ;  'twill  shew  well 
For  a  rude,  careless  nightgown ;  will't  not,  think*8t ! 

Geo.  Indifferent  well,  sir,  for  a  nightgown,  being 
girt  and  plaited. 

Can.  Ay,  and  a  nightcap  on  my  head. 

Geo.  That's  true,  sir ;  I'll  run  and  fetch  one,  and 
a  staff.  lExit. 

Can.  For  thus  they  cannot  choose  but  conster''  it : 
One  that  is  out  of  health  takes  no  delight, 
Wears  his  apparel  without  appetite. 
And  puts  on  heedless  raiment  without  form. — 

Re-enter  George  with  nightcap  and  staff. 

So,  so,  [^puts  on  tlie  nightcap]  kind  George;   be 

secret  now ;  and,  prithee, 
Do  not  laugh  at  me  till  I'm  out  of  sight. 

Geo.  I  laugh  ?  not  I,  sir. 

Can.  Now  to  the  senate-house. 
Methinks  I'd  rather  wear,  without  a  frown, 
A  patient  carpet  than  an  angry  gown.  [Exit. 

Geo.  Now  looks  my  master  just  like  one  of  our 
carpet  knights,^  only  he's  somewhat  the  honester 
of  the  two. 

Re-enter  Viola. 

Vio.  What,  is  your  master  gone  ? 

Geo.  Yes,  forsooth,  his  back  is  but  new  turned. 

^  eontter]  i.  e.  construe. 

*  carpet  knightt']  On  these  words  Reed  has  a  note  of  for- 
midable length,  and  very  little  to  the  purpose.  Carpet  hughis 
(repeatedly  mentioned  with  great  contempt  by  our  early 
writers)  were  knights  dubbed  on  a  carpet,  not  on  the  field  of 
battle, — on  occasion  of  public  festivities,  not  after  a  victory. 
See  Gifibrd's  note  on  Massinger's  Workt,  vol.  iii.  p.  47.  ed. 
1813. 


Vto.  And  i 


',   cloak  ?    did  he  r 


and 


Gko.  [twiife]  No  ;  but  he'll  make  you  swear  snon, 
— No,  indeed,  be  went  away  like  a  lamb. 

Vio.  Key,  sink  to  hell !  still  patient,  patient  still  ? 
I  am  with  child'  to  vex  him.     Prithee,  George, 
Ife'er  ihou  look'st  for  lavour  at  my  hands. 
Uphold  one  jest  for  me. 

Gso.  Against  my  master? 

Vio.  'Tia  a  mere  jeBt,  in  faith  :  say,  wilt  thou  do'i  ? 

Geo.  Well,  what  is't  ? 

Vio.  Here,  take  this  key ;  thou  know'st  where 
all  things  lie; 
Put  on  tliy  master's  best  apparel,  gonn. 
Chain,  cap,  rulT,  every  thing  ;   be  like  himself; 
And,  'gainst  his  coming  home,  walk  in  the  shop; 
Feign  the  same  carriage  and  his  patient  look : 
'Twill  breed  but  a  jest,  thou  know'st:  speak,  will 
thou  ? 

Geo.  Twill  wrong  my  master's  patience. 

Vio.  Prithee,  George 

Geo.  Well,  if  you'll  save  me  harmless,  and  put 
me  under  covert  barn,™  I  am  content  to  please 
you,  provided  it  may  breed  no  wrong  against  him. 

Vio.  No  wrong  at  all  r  here,  take  the  key,  be 
gone. 
If  any  vex  him,  this  ;  if  not  this,  none.       lExevnt. 

■  /  an  vUh  fhild]  i.  e.  1  long  ^■tl]'. 
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SCENE  II. 

An  outer  Apartment  in  Bella  front's  House. 

Enter  Mistress  Fingerlock  and  Roger. 

Mis.  F.  O  Roger,  Roger,  where's  your  mistressy 
where's  your  mistress?  there's  the  finest,  neatest 
gentleman  at  my  house,  but  newly  come  over :  O 
where  is  she,  where  is  she,  where  is  she  ? 

RoG.  My  mistress  is  abroad,  but  not  amongst 
'em :  my  mistress  is  not  the  whore  now  that  you 
take  her  for. 

Mis.  F.  How  ?  is  she  not  a  whore  ?  do  you  go 
about  to  take  away  her  good  name,  Roger  ?  you  are 
a  fine  pander  indeed ! 

RoG.  I  tell  you,  madonna  Fingerlock,  I  am  not 
sad  for  nothing ;  I  ha'  not  eaten  one  good  meal  this 
three  and  thirty  days :  I  had  wont  to  get  sixteen 
pence  by  fetching  a  pottle  of  hippocras;"  but  now 
those  days  are  past :  we  had  as  good  doings, 
madonna  Fingerlock,  she  within  doors,  and  I  with- 
out, as  any  poor  young  couple  in  Milan. 

Mis.  F.  God's  my  life,  and  is  she  changed  now  ? 

Roo.  I  ha'  lost  by  her  squeamishness  more  than 
would  have  builded  twelve  bawdy-houses. 

Mis.  F.  And  had  she  no  time  to  turn  honest  but 
now  ?  what  a  vile  woman  is  this !  twenty  pound  a- 
night,  I'll  be  sworn,  Roger,  in  good  gold  and  no  sil- 
ver :  why,  here  was  a  time !  if  she  should  ha'  picked 
out  a  time,  it  could  not  be  better :  gold  enough  stir- 
ring; choice  of  men,  choice  of  hair,  choice  of  beards, 
choice  of  legs,  and  choice  of  every,  every,  every 
thing :  it  cannot  sink  into  my  head  that  she  should 
be  such  an  ass ;  Roger,  I  never  believe  it. 

"  hippocrat']  See  note,  p.  38. 


RoG.  Here  she  comes  now. 

Enter  Bellafrost. 

Mis.  F.  O  sweet  madonna,  on  with  your  loose 
gown,"  yonr  felt,''  and  your  feather  !  there's  the 
sweetest,  properesl,''  gallantest  gentSpman  at  my 
house;  he  smells  all  of  musk  and  ambergiiae,  his 
pocket  full  of  crowns,  Hame-coloured  doublet,  red 
satin  hoie,'  carnaiioa  silk  gtoekings,  and  a  leg  and 
a  body,— O ! 

Bel.  Hence  thou,  our  sex's  monster,  poisonous 

Lust's  factor  and  damnation's  orator. 

Gossip  of  hell !     Were  all  the  harlots'  sins. 

Which  the  whole  world  contains,  number'd  together. 

Thine  far  exceeds  them  all :  of  all  the  creatures 

That  ever  were  created,  thou  art  basest. 

What  serpent  would  beguile  thee  of  thy  office  ? 

It  is  detestable  ;  for  thou  livest 

Upon  the  dregs  of  harlots,  guard'st  the  door 

WhUst  couples  go  to  dancing.     O  coarse  devil ! 

Thau    art  the  bastard's  curse,  thou  brand'st  his 

birth ; 
The  lecher's  French  disease,   for  thou  dry-suck'st 

The  harlot's  poison,  and  thine  own  confusion. 

Mis.  F.  Marry  come  up,  with  a  pox  !  have  you 
nobody  to  rail  against  but  your  bawd  now  ? 

BxL.  And  you,  knave  pander,  kinsman  to  a 
bawd  ! 

Roo.  You  and  I,  madonna,  are  cousins. 

&Et.  Of  the  same  blood  and  making,  near  allied ; 


•  looH  ^BBiFi]  The  conn 
lol.  i.  p.  431. 
r/ell]  i.  e.  hiL 
'  hMr]  L  e.  breechea. 


n  dresa  of  court csnni  ^ 
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Thou  that  [art]  slave  to  sixpence,  base -metalled 
villain ! 

Roo.  Sixpence  ?  nay,  that's  not  so  ;  I  never  took 
under  two  shillings  fourpence  :  I  hope  I  knr  w  my 
fee. 

Bel.  I  know  not  against  which  most  to  inveigh. 
For  both  of  you  are  damn*d  so  equally. 
Thou  never  sparest  for  oaths,  swear'st  any  thing. 
As  if  thy  soul  were  made  of  shoe-leather : 
God  damn  me,  gentleman^  if  she  be  within! 
When  in  the  next  room  she's  found  dallying. 

Roo.  If  it  be  my  vocation  to  swear,  every  man  in 
his  vocation  :  I  hope  my  betters  swear,  and  damn 
themselves ;  and  why  should  not  I  ? 

Bel.  Roger,  you  cheat  kind  gentlemen. 

Roo.  The  more  gulls  they. 

Bel.  Slave,  I  cashier  thee. 

Mis.  F.  And*"  you  do  cashier  him,  he  shall  be 
entertained. 

Roo.  Shall  I  ?  then  blurt'  a'  your  service ! 

Bel.  As  hell  would  have  it,  entertained  by  you  ! 
I  dare  the  devil  himself  to  match  those  two.  [Exit. 

Mis.  F.  Marry  gup,  are  you  grown  so  holy,  so 
pure,  so  honest,  with  a  pox  ? 

RoG.  Scurvy,  honest  punk  !  But  stay,  madonna, 
how  must  our  agreement  be  now  ?  for,  you  know,  I 
am  to  have  all  the  comings-in  at  the  hall-door,  and 
you  at  the  chamber-door. 

Mis.  F.  True,  Roger,  except  my  vails. 

Roo.  Vails  ?  what  vails  ? 

Mis.  F.  Why  as  thus :  if  a  couple  come  in  a 
coach,  and  light  to  lie  down  a  little,  then,  Roger, 
that's  my  fee,  and  you  may  walk  abroad,  for  the 
coachman  himself  is  their  pander. 

'  Jnd']  L  e.  if.  '  blurt"]  See  note,  p.  80. 


THE  IIOITEST  WHORE. 


Roc 
for  w, 


1  truth,  I  ha 
111  bov 
md  tha 


e  almost  forgot, 
if  1  fetch  this 
madonna  to  that 


to  that  gull,  i 
gallant,  how  then  ? 

Mis.  F,  Why  then,  Roger,  you  are  to  have  six- 
pence a  lane  ;  so  many  lanes,  so  many  sixpences, 

Roo.  Is't  so  ?  then  1  see  we  two  shall  agree,  and 
live  together. 

Mis,  F.    Ay,   Roger,  so  long  as  there  be  uiy 
taverns  and  bawdy-houses  in  Milan,  '[Exeunt. 


SCENE  111. 
jf  Chamber  in  Bsi-LApftONT's  House. 
BONT  dUroteTfd  siteing,  with  a  lute;  pen.  Ink, 
and  paper  on  a  table  before  her. 
The  courtier  fjlalleringjetf eh, 
Temptation's  onlyfueh. 
The  Imtyer't  Ut-got  moneys. 
Thai  nek  up  poor  bees'  honeijs. 


ISingt. 


The  citizen't  eon's  ; 

The  gallanlVi')  costly  diet, 

'  velvets,  pearls  and  a 


k 

^^^^H         Silks  and  velvets,  pearls  and  ambers, 

^^^^H         Shall  not  draw  me  to  their  chambers. 

^^^H^  Silks  and  veleels,  Sfc.  [^She  niritet. 

^^tT'tJs  in  vain  to  write !  it  will  not  please. 
Ink  on  this  paper  would  ha'  hut  presented 
The  foul  black  spots  that  stick  upon  ray  soul, 
And  rather  made*  rae  loalhsomer,  than  wrought 
My  love's  impression  in  Flippolito's  thought : 
No,  I  must  turn  the  chaste  leaves  of  my  breast, 
\t)d  pick  out  some  sweet  means  to  breed  my  rest. 
Hippoliio,  believe  me,  I  will  be 
A«  true  unto  thy  heart  as  tliy  heart  to  thee, 
And  hate  all  men,  their  git^s  and  company  ! 
'  vuiiel  Old  edi.  "  make." 
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Enter  Matheo,  Castruchio,  Fluello,  and 

PlORATTO. 

Mat.  You,  goody  punk,  suhaudi  cockatrice,*  O 
you're  a  sweet  whore  of  your  promise,  are  you  not, 
think  you  ?  how  well  you  came  to  supper  to  us  last 
night!  mew,  a  whore,  and  break  her  word!  nay, 
you  may  blush  and  hold  down  your  head  at  it  well 
enough  :  'sfoot,  ask  these  gallants  if  we  stayed  not 
tOl  we  were  as  hungry  as  sergeants. 

Flu.  Ay,  and  their  yeomen  too. 

Cas.  Nay,  faith,  acquaintance,  let  me  tell  you, 
you  forgat  yourself  too  much  :  we  had  excellent 
cheer,  rare  vintage,  and  were  drunk  after  supper. 

Pio.  And  when  we  were  in  our  woodcocks,  sweet 
rogue,  a  brace  of  gulls,  dwelling  here  in  the  city, 
came  in  and  paid  all  the  shot. 

'Mat.  Pox  on  her !  let  her  alone. 

Bel.  O,  I  pray,  do,  if  you  be  gentlemen ! 
I  pray,  depart  the  house :  beshrew  the  door 
For  being  so  easily  entreated !  faith, 
I  lent  but  little  ear  unto  your  talk  ; 
My  mind  was  busied  otherwise,  in  troth, 
And  so  your  words  did  unregarded  pass  : 
Let  this  suffice, — I  am  not  as  I  was. 

Flu.  I  am  not  what  I  was  ?  no.  Til  be  sworn  thou 
art  not ;  for  thou  wert  honest  at  five,  and  now 
thou'rt  a  punk  at  fifteen;  thou  wert  yesterday  a 
simple  whore,  and  now  thou*rt  a  cunning,  cony- 
catching  °  baggage  to-day. 

Bel.  ril  say  Tm  worse ;  I  pray,  forsake  me  then : 
I  do  desire  you  leave  me,  gentlemen, 

*  cockatrice']  A  cant  term  for  a  harlot :  so  in  The  Familw  «f 
Love,  vol.  ii.  p.  148,  **  Love,  suhaudi  lust" — another  parallel- 
lism  which  shews  the  hand  of  Middleton  in  the  present  pUy : 
see  notes,  pp.  40,  55. 

"  cony-catching]  See  note,  p.  16. 
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And  leave  yourselvea  :  O  be  not  what  you  are, 

Spendthrifts  of  soul  and  body  1 

L«t  me  persuade  you  to  forsake  all  harlols, 

Worse  than  the  deadliest  poisons ;  they  are  worse, 

For  o'er  their  souls  hangs  an  eternal  curse. 

In  being  slaves  to  slaves,  their  labours  perish ; 

They're  seldom  blest  with  fruit,  for  ere  it  blossoms 

Many  a  worm  confounds  it ; 

They  have  no  issue  but  foul  ugly  ones. 

That  run  along  with  them  e'en  to  their  graves. 

For,  'stead  of  children,  they  breed  rank  diseases  ; 

And  all  you  gallants  can  bestovf  on  them 

Ii  iliat  French  infant,  which  ne'er  acts,  but  speaks. 

What  shallow  son  and  heir,  then,  foolish  gallant[B], 

Woald  waste  all  his  inheritance  to  purchase 

A  filthy,  loath'd  disease,  and  pawn  his  body 

To  a  dry  evil?  that  usury's  worst  of  all. 


WLi 


'Sfoot, 


will  eat  o 


Mat. 
always  her  fashion 
company  that   she 

Flu.  What's  here 

e  out,  you 
1*T.    Flue" 
fist, 


I  'em  the  best !  this  is 
she  would  be  rid  of  any 
not   for,  to   enjoy  mine 

admonitions,  and 
ibbard  of  vengeance ! 
Mat.    Fluello,   spurn    your  hounds  when  ihey 
1  shall  not   spurn   my  punk,  1    can   tell 
Du  :  my  blood  is  vexed. 
Pld.  Pox  a'  your  blood  !  make  it  a  quarrel. 
Mat.  You're  a  slave  !  will  that  serve  turn? 
Pio."  'Sblood,  hold,  hold  ! 
Cas.  Matheo,  Fluello,  for  shame,  put  up! 
Mat.  Spurn  my  sweet  varlet  t 

'  f**]  —  "''  "'  several  ed».  liB»e./ui<t  —  i.  e.  stink. 

"  Wo.]  Old  edi.  "  Omjitt;"  but  Casinicbio  i»  the  next 
poker  i  and  BeUoG-aot,  it  ehould  seem,  hu  no  ihare  in  the 
reient  ipeech. 


!  fell  down  and  diedg 
i  'twere  in  pri 

1  cliurcbfl 


Bet.  O  how  many  thus, 
Mov'd  with  a  liillc  Tolly,  ha^ 
Their  souls  in  brotheNhotiso 
Just  at  their  harlot's  foot,  i 

Fm.  Matheo,  we  shall  meet. 

Mat.   Ay,    ay;    any  where  saving   : 
pray,  take  heed  we  meet  not  there. 

Flu.  Adieu,  damnation  I 

Cas.  Coekatricc,  farewell ! 

Pio.  There's  more  deceit  in  women  than  in  beUJ 
[£ieuBi  Castruchio,  Fluello,  i 

PlOBATTO. 

Mat.  Ha,  ha,  thou  dost  gull  'em  so  rarely,  : 
naturally!  if  I  did  not  think  thou  hadst  been  | 
earnest !  thou  art  a  sweet  rogue  for't,  i'faith. 

Bgl.  Why  are  not  you  gone  too,  signor  MathM 
I  pray,  depart  my  house  :  you  may  belie 
In  iroth,  I  have  no  part  of  harlot  in  me. 

Mat.  How's  this  ? 

Bel.  Indeed,  1  love  you  not,  hut  hate  you  wort 
Than  any  man,  because  you  were  the  first 
Gsve  money  for  my  soul ;  you  brake  the  ice 
Which  after  turn'd  a  puddle  ;  I  was  led 
By  your  temptation  to  be  miserable. 
I  pray,  seek  out  some  other  that  will  fall, 
Or  rather,  I  pray,  seek  out  none  at  all.  _ 

Mat.  Is't  possible  to  be  impossible — an  honest 
whore  I  I  have  heard  many  honest  wenches  turn 
strumpets  with  a  wet  finger:*  but  for  a  harlot  to 
turn  honest  is  one  of  Hercules'  labours; 
more  easy  for  him  in  one  night  to  make  lift; 
c]ueanE,  than  to  make  one  of  them  honest  again 
fifty  years.     Come,  1  hope  thou  dosl  but  jest. 

Bgl.  'Tis  time  to  leave  otT Jesting ;  I  had  aim 


<'/"«<■']  Seem 


'.  10. 


Jested  away  salvation  :  i  shall  love  you, 
If  you  will  soon  forsake  me. 

Mat.  God  be  ni'  thee  !  i 

Bet.    O,   tempt    no    more    women!    shun  their 
weighty  curse! 
Women  at  beat  are  bad,  make  them  not  worse. 
You  gladly  seek  our  sex's  overthrow. 
But  not  to  raise  our  states.     For  all  your  wrongs, 
Will  you  vouchsafe  me  but  due  recompense. 
To  marry  with  me  ? 

Mat.  How,  marry  with  a  punk,  a  cockatrice,  a 
harlot  ?  marry,  foh ;  I'll  be  burnt  thorough  the  nose 
first. 

Bel.  Why,  la,  these  are  your  oaths  !  you  love  to 
undo  us. 
To  put  heaven  from  us,  whilst  our  best  hours  waste ; 
Vou  love  to  make  us  lewd,  but  never  chaste. 

Mat.  I'll  hear  no  more  ofthis,  this  ground  upon, 
Tbou'rt  damn'd  for  altering  tliy  religion.         [£xif. 

Bel.  Thy  lust  and  sin  speak  so  much:  go  thou. 

The  ftr^i  fall  my  soul  took!    By  my  example, 

1  hope  few  maidens  now  will  put  their  heads 

Under  men's  girdles  :  who  least  trusts  is  most  wise ; 

Men's  oaths  do  cast  a  mist  before  our  eyes. 

My  best  of  wit  be  ready !  now  1  go 

By  some  device  to  greet  Hippolito.  \E^\t. 

'  Oai  bt  an'  lAn]  Old  eiU.  "  God  buy  thee,  "  and  "  Gad 
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ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

A  Chamber  in  Hippolito's  Home, 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  So,  this  is  Monday  morning;  and  m 
I  to  my  huswifery.      \_Setii  mU  a  tabic,  and  placa 
on  it  a  skull,  a  picture  of  In'felice,  a  book,  and 
taper,']     Would  I  had  been  created  a  shoemaker 


?ery  Mon- 
>  work  01 


for  all  the  gentle  craft  are  gentlemen 
dny  by  their  copy,  and  scorn  ther 
true  stitch.  My  master  means  bu 
into  a  student;  for  here's  my  book. 
here  my  light,  this  my  close  chamber,  and  bere 
punk :  so  that  this  dull  drowzy  first  day  of 
week  makes  me  half  a  priest,  half  a  chandler,  hal 
a  painter,  half  a  sexton,  ay,  and  half  a  bawd; 
all  this  day  my  office  is  to  do  nothing  but  keep 
door.  To  prove  it,  look  you,  this  good  face  i 
yonder  gentleman,  so  soon  as  ever  my  back'i 
turned,  will  be  naught  together. 

Enter  Hippolito. 

Hip.  Are  all  the  windows  shut? 

Ser.  Close,  sir,  as  the  fist  of  a  courtier  that  hi 
stood  in  three  reigns. 

Hip.  Thou  art  a  faithful  servant,  and  obserT'i 
The  calendar  both  of  my  solemn  vows 
And  ceremonious  sorrow.     Get  thee  gone: 
I  charge  thee  on  thy  life,  let  not  the  sound 
Of  any  woman's  voice  pierce  through  that  door. 

Seb.   If  they  do,   my   lord,   I'll    pierce   some 
them.     What  will  your  lordship  have  to  breakfast 

Hip.  Sighs. 

Seb.  What  to  dinner? 


fullof  nind,  the  other  wet  you  loo  much.     What 

Hip.  Thai  which  now  thou  canst  not  get  me,  the 
constancy  of  a  wonmn. 

ScK.  Indeed,  that's  harder  to  cotne  by  than  ever 
was  Oslend.' 

Hip.  Prithee,  away. 

Ser.  I'll  make  away  myself  presently,  which  few 
lervanis  will  do  for  their  lords,  but  rather  help  to 
make  them  away. — Now  to  my  door-keeping ;  i 
hope  to  pick  something  out  of  it,     [_Aiide,  and  exit. 

Hip.    llakiag    up    Infelice's   piclure.J     My    In- 
felicc'a  face,  her  brow,  her  eye, 
The  dimple  on  her  cheek !  and  such  sweet  skill 
Hath  from  the  cunning  workman's  pencil  flown, 
These  lips  look  fresh  and  lively  as  her  own, 
Seeming  to  move  and  apeak.     'Las,  now  1  aee 
The  reason  why  fond'  women  love  to  buy 
Adulterate  completion  !  here  'tis  read  ; 
False  colours  last  after  the  true  be  dead  : 
Of  all  the  roses  graficd  on  her  cheeks. 
Of  all  the  graces  dancing  in  her  eyes. 
Of  all  the  music  set  upon  her  tongue. 
Of  all  that  was  past  woman's  excellence 
In  her  white  bosom,  look,  a  painied  board 
Circumscribes  all !  earth  can  no  bliss  afford, 
Nothing  of  her,  but  this :  this  cannot  speak  ; 

*  OMttnd]  "  The  siege  of  ibiri  place  is  fre>|uenlly  alluded  to 
in  our  ancient  writers.  It  wai  taken  by  (he  Marquii  of  Spi- 
nok  on  ll>e  8lh  of  SFplEmtwr,  I6(){,  after  it  had  held  oul 
three  jeara  >ad  ten  weeks.  See  '  J  Trac  UUlarg  a/ Ihi  rat- 
•urabif  Sitgr  Iff  Oar r,HD,  and  what  paiird  oh  etlhcr  lidt  frotn 
lit  tegimhg  ^  the  Siege  iinla  the  yielding  up  ^  the  tawa.'  ila. 

ISM."       ItEED. 
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It  has  no  lap  for  me  Id  rest  upon. 
No  lip  worth  tasting ;  here  the  worma  will  feed. 
As  in  her  coRin  :  hence  then,  idle  art ! 
True  love's  best  pictur'd  in  a  true-love's  heart : 
Here  art  tbou  drawu,  sweet  maid,  till  this  be  deadfl 
So  that  thou  liv'st  twice,  twice  art  buried: 
Thou  figure  of  ray  friend,  lie  there.     What's  herefB 
[Takes  up  the  slrua.M 
Perhaps  this  shrewd  pate  was  mine  enemy's: 
'Las,  say  it  were,  1  need  not  fear  him  now ! 
For  all  his  braves,  his  contumelious  breath, 
His  frowns,  though  dagger-pointed,  all  his  ploi[i3,  1 
Though  ne'er  so  mischievous,  his  Italian  pills. 
His  quarrels,  and  that  common  fence,  his  law. 
See,  see,  they're  all  ealen  out !  here's  not  left  one:  ] 
How  clean  they're  pick'd  away  to  the  bare  bone  t 
How  mad  are  mortals,  then,  to  rear  great  names 
On  tops  of  swelling  houses  !  or  to  wear  out 
Their  fingers'  ends  in  dirt,  to  scrape  up  gold  I 
Not  caring,  so  that  sumpter-horse  the  back 
Be  hung  with  gaudy  trappings,  with  what  coarse, 
Yea,  rags  most  beggarly,  they  clothe  the  soul : 
Yet,  after  all,  their  gayness  looks  thus  foul. 
What  fools  arc  men  to  build  a  garish  lomb. 
Only  to  save  the  carcass  whilst  it  rots. 
To  maintain't  long  in  stinking,  make  good  carrion, 
But  leave  no  good  deeds  to  preserve  them  sound ! 
For  good  deeds  keep  men  sweet  long  above  ground. 
And  must  all  come  to  this  t  fools,  wise,  all  hither? 
Must  all  heads  thus  at  last  be  laid  together  ? 
Draw  me  my  picture  then,  thou  grave  neat  work-J 

After  this  fashion,  not  like  this  ;  these  colours. 
In  time,  kissing  but  air  will  be  kiss'd  off; 
But  here's  a  fellow,  that  which  he  lays  on 
Till  doomsday  alters  not  complexion  : 


TKl  ROITBIT  WHOSE. 


the   beat  painter    then:    tliey  that  (]raH 

And  live  l>y  wicked  faces,  are  hut  God's  apes ; 
They  eome  but  near  the  life,  and  there  they  slay  : 
This  fellow  draws  life  too ;  his  art  is  fuller, 

pictures  which  he  makes  are  without  colour. 


K 


Hah 

A  parson, 


Re-enter  Servant. 
person  would  speak 
ir,  would  speak  v 


a  face  to  be 


Vicar !  no,  sir,  has  too  gooi 
yet ;  a  youth,  a  very  youth. 
llP.  What  youth  ?  of  man  or  woman  ?  lock  the 

Ifit  be  a  woman,  marrow-bones  and  potato- 
pies'^  keep  me  from''  medilling  with  her,  for  the 
thing  has  got  the  breeches  I  'tis  a  male  varlei '  sure, 
my  lord,  for  a  woman's  tailor  ne'er  measured  him. 

Hir.  Let  him  give  thee  Ina  mei^Bagc,  and  be  gone. 

Ser.  He  says  he's  signor  Matheo's  man;  but  I 
know  he  lies. 

Hip.  Ho»'  dost  thou  know  it  ? 

Seb.  'Cause  he  has  ne'er  a  beard  :  'tis  his  boy,  I 
think,  sir,  whosoe'er  paid  for  his  nursing. 

Hip.  Send  him,  and  keep  the  door. 

{^Exil  Sercant, 

'  pornm]  So  old  edi. — to  niarl>  how  the  servanl  tns  lo 


nerly  e 


:>  TtbUhi  and  Cniiido,  i 
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Fata^  n  liceat  mihi  {_Readt. 

Fingere  arbitrio  meo^ 

Temperem  zephyro  levi 

Vela—  • 

rd  sail,  were  I  to  choose,  not  in  the  ocean ; 
Cedars  are  shaken  when  shrubs  do  feel  no  bruise — 

Enter  Bellafront  dressed  as  a  page,  with  a  lettefm 

How,  from  Matheo? 

Bel.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip.  Art  sick  ? 

Bel.  Not  all  in  health,  my  lord. 

Hip.  Keep  off. 

Bel.  I  do. — 
Hard  fate  when  women  are  compelled  to  woo ! 

[/iside. 

Hip.  This  paper  does  speak  nothing. 

Bel.  Yes,  my  lord. 
Matter  of  life  it  speaks,  and  therefore  writ 
In  hidden  character  :  to  me  instruction 
My  master  gives,  and,  'less  you  please  to  stay 
Till  you  both  meet,  I  can  the  text  display. 

Hip.  Do  so  ;  read  out. 

Bel.  I  am  already  out : 
Look  on  my  face,  and  read  the  strangest  story ! 

Hip.  What,  villain,  ho ! 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Call  you,  my  lord  ? 

Hip.  Thou  slave,  thou  hast  let  in  the  devil ! 

Ser.  Lord  bless  us,  where  ?  he's  not  cloven,  my 
lord,  that  I  can  see ;  besides,  the  devil  goes  more 
like  a  gentleman  than  a  page :  good  my  lord,  hwm 
coraggio  ! 

«  Fata,  &c.]  From  Seneca,~(£(/i/)iw,  882. 


;  I  slioll  kill 


[Knocking  mlhin 


HiF.  Thou  hast  let  in  a  woman  ii 
And  thou  art  damned  for't. 

Seb.   Not  damn'd,  I  hope, 
For  putting  in  a  woman  to  a  lord. 

Hip.  Fetch  me  my  rapier — do  r 
thee. 
Purge  this  infected  chnmhcr  of  that  plague 
That  runs  upon  me  thus  ;  slave,  thrust  her  hence. 

Seb.  Alas,  my  lord,  1  shall  never  be  ahle  to 
thrust  her  hence  withnut  helpl — Come,  mermaid, 
you  must  to  sea  again. 

Bel.  Hear  me  but  apeak,  my  words  shall  be  all 


Hear  me  but  speak. 

Hip.  Another  beats  the  di 
Tother  she-devil !  look. 

See.  Why,  then,  hell's  broke  loose. 

Hip.  Hence  ;   guard  the  chamber  ;    let  no  mori 
come  on  ;  [Exit  Servant 

One  woman  serves  for  man's  damnation. — 
Beshrew  thee,  thou  dost  make  me  violate 
The  chastest  and  most  sanctimonious  vow 
That  e'er  was  enter'd  in  the  court  of  heaven ! 
I  was,  on  meditation's  spotless  wings,'' 
Upon  my  journey  thither  :  like  a  storm 
Thou  beats  my  ripen'd  cogitations 
Flat  to  the  ground;  and  like  a  thief  dost  stand. 
To  steal  devotion  from  the  holy  land. 

Bel.  If  woman  were  thy  mother — if  thy  heart 
Be  not  all  marble,  or  if't  marble  be. 
Let  my  tears  sofien  it,  to  pity  me^ 
1  do  beseech  thee,  do  not  thus  with  Bcom 
Destroy  a  woman ! 


■Hu 


ka  mtdUalian,'  "  &c.    Rbrd. 
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Hip.  Woman,  I  beseech  thee, 
Get  thee  some  other  suit,  this  fits  thee  not ; 
I  would  not  grant  it  to  a  kneeling  queen. 
I  cannot  love  thee,  nor  I  must  not :  see 

[^Points  to  Infelice's  picture. 
The  copy  of  that  obligation. 
Where  my  souPs  bound  in  heavy  penalties. 

Bel.  She's  dead,  you  told  me ;  she'll  let  fall  her  suit. 

Hip.  My  vows  to  her  fled  after  her  to  heaven  : 
Were  thine  eyes  clear  as  mine,  thou  might'st  behold 

her 
Watching  upon  yon  battlements  of  stars. 
How  I  observe  them.     Should  I  break  my  bond, 
This  board  would  rive  in  twain,  these  wooden  lips 
Call  me  most  perjur'd  villain.     Let  it  suffice, 
I  ha'  set  thee  in  the  path  :  is't  not  a  sign 
I  love  thee,  when  with  one  so  most  most  dear 
I'll  have  thee  fellow  ?  ^  all  are  fellows  there. 

Bel.  Be  greater  than  a  king  ;  save  not  a  body, 
But  from  eternal  shipwreck  keep  a  soul : 
If  not,  and  that  again  sin's  path  I  tread. 
The  grief  be  mine,  the  guilt  fall  on  thy  head ! 

Hip.  Stay,  and  take  physic  for  it ;  read  this  book ; 
Ask  counsel  of  this  head,  what's  to  be  done  ; 
He'll  strike  it  dead,  that  'tis  damnation 
If  you  turn  Turk  again.^    O  do  it  not ! 
Though*^  heaven  can  not  allure  you  to  do  well. 
From  doing  ill  let  hell  fright  you  :  and  learn  this, 
The  soul  whose  bosom  lust  did  never  touch 
Is  God's  fair  bride,  and  maidens'  souls  are  such  : 
The  soul  that,  leaving  chastity's  white  shore. 
Swims  in  hot  sensual  streams,  is  the  devil's  whore. — 

'  feUow]  Old  eds.  "  fellowes." 

K  turn  Turk  again"]  "  To  turn  Turk  seems  to  have  been  a 
cant  phrase  for  departing  from  the  rules  of  chastity."  Rebd. 
^  Though]  So  some  eds.     First  ed.  "  The." 
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Re-enter  Sermnl  rvilk  Utter. 
SlowT  who  comes? 
wi.  No  more  knaves,'  my  lord,  that  wear  smoclcs : 
nere's  a  letter  from  doctor  Benedict ;  1  would  not 
f  eoler  bis  man,  though  he  had  hairs  at  liis  mouth, 
far  fear  he  should  be  a  woman,  for  some  nomen 
have  beards;  marry,  they  are  half  witchesJ — 'Slid, 
you  are  a  snect  youth  to  wear  a  codpiece,''  and  have 
no  pins  to  stick  upon'l ! 

Hip.  I'll  meet  the  doctor,  tell  him  :  yet  to-night 


I  will  iiol  fail.    lExit  Servajil.]^Go,  woman;  fare 
thee  well.  [Exit. 

Bel.  The  lowest  fall  can  be  but  into  hell. 
It  does  not  move  him  ;  I  must  therefore  fly 
From  this  undoing  city,  and  with  tears 
Wwh  ofiall  anger  from  my  father's  brow  : 
He  cannot  sure  but  joy  seeing  me  new  born. 
A  woman  honest  first,  and  then  turn  wliore, 
Is,  as  with  me,  common  to  thousands  more ; 
j^^^^firom  a  strumpet  to  turn  chaste,  that  sound 
l^^^^ft  been  heard,  that  woman  hardly  found. 

If  ' 


SCENE  II. 
^  Street. 


Enter  FusTto< 


J  POH.' 


,   Hold  up  your  hands,  _gentlemen 
,  three   [fining  money] —  nay,  1 


•  twMi,  &C.1  S^e  not 

'  ka^f  wilehr,]  "  One 
■ilch  u  luppoird  (0  hai 

'  tadpirte,  Are.]  The  c 
ibt  male  dreai  is  often  i 

->  i>Bfe]  "  The  tame  ii 


vol.  i.  p,  *Sli. 

I'  the  dislingu jailing  qiiHlllies  of  ■ 

been  hair  on  her  chin."     Keed. 

slom  of  sticking  pins  in  ihis  part  of 

niioned  Ijy  our  early  wrilcrn. 

'ah,  as  it  ii  generally  prioled  in  tha 


they  are  sound  pistols,"  a 
them  of  my  sister,  and  1  k 
lothing  tlia 


eight,  and  nine 
ofhia  blood,  E 


uses  to  put  [ui 
racked— three,  four,  five,  six,  seve 
:  by  this  liund,  bring  tne  but  a  piei 


shall  have  nine  more.      I'll 
lurk  in  a  tavern  not  far  off,  and  provide  supper  to 
close  up  the  end  of  the  tragedy.  The  linen-draper's, 
remember.    Stand  to't,  I  beseech  you,  and  play  yoMB 
parts  perfectly.  ^fl 

Cram.  Look  you,  signor,  'tis  not  your  gold  dll^| 

„j  „dgh  —  ^ 

Frs.  Nay,  nay,  weigh  it,  s 
one  grain  of  corn,  I'll  give  y 

CnAu.  But  by  your  favour,  signor,  which  of  th^ 
servants  is  it?  because  we'll  punish  Justly. 

Fua.   Marry,  'tis  the  head  man  ;    you  shall  1 
him  by  his  tongue ;  a  pretty,  tall,  prating  fellow 
with  a  Tuscalonian  beard. 

PoH,  Tuscalonian  ?  very  good. 

Fus.  Cod's  life,  I  was  ne'er  so  thrummed  since^ 
was  a  gentleman  ;   my  coxcomb  was  dry-beaten,  I 
if  my  hair  had  been  hemp. 

Cram.  We'll  dry-beat  some  of  them. 

Fes.  Nay,  it  grew  so  high,  that  my  s 
murder  out  very  manfully  :  I  have  her  consent,  i 
,  to  have  hiin  peppered,  else  I'll  not  do't 
lore  than  ten  cheaters  do  at  a  rifling:" 


editiooofieol.  0 

md  as  is  ei 

rid*r 

It  from  the 

!waviD»hicbPiu- 

ligo  playi  upon 

it  Bt  the  . 

•nd  . 

nf  the  scci 

ic.     Itlmahilherlo 

been  miBprinled 

Pi,ii."    Co 

.tLT£B.-hithefirsted.ofD(«U. 

ley"»  Old  Play,,  •• 

■  Puff." 

-  «midpi.(ol,] 

1  ■'  I  suppo 

seFi 

jsligo  mt. 

jia  the  Spamnh  coin 

pUlelt,.'-  SteEVeks.     WIi> 

tds. 

t  could  he 

mean  !  lee  Todd't 

Johnton-i  Did.  ii 

n  T.  pi.M. 

°  ckealeri  do  e 

,(  a  HJIi'-g' 

1  Miniheu,  in 

his  Gaidt  inia  Ihe 

TimgMi,  eiplainl 

.  rifling  to 

be 

"  a  kiode 

o(  game,  where  he 

J 
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er."  because 


break  but  his  paie  or  90,  only  lits 
I'll  have  bis  bead  in  a  clotb  as  vcW  as  mine  ;  lie  s  a 
linen-dTsper,  and  may  take  enough.  I  could  enter 
mine  action  of  ballery  against  bim,  but  we  may 
'hapa  be  both  dead  and  lotieo  before  t)ie  lawyers 
would  end  it. 

Ckah-  No  more  to  do  but  ensconce  yourself 
i'  tb'  laverD ;  provide  no  great  cheer,  a^  couple  of 
eapone,  some  pheasants,  plovers,  an  orangado  pie, 
or  so :  but  bow  bloody  soe'er  ihe  day  be,  sally  you 
not  forlli. 

Fos.  No,  no;  nay.  if  I  stir,  somebody  shall  stink; 
I'll  nut  budge ;  111  lie  like  a.  dog  in  a  manger. 

Cram.  Well,  »ell,  to  the  tavern  ;  let  not  our 
■upper  be  raw,  for  you  shall  have  blood  enough, 
your  bellyful. 

"■      ■       ■■      o  God  83'  me,   I   thirst  after; 
mp  for  bump,  nose  for  nose, 
T  lor  plaster  ;  and  so  farewell. 
names  ?  because  I'll  leave 
0  the  bar. 
8  corporal  Crambo. 
mc  Poh. 

a  man  as  ever  opened 
.he  devil  to  meet  Poh  : 


FtTB.  Thai's  all, 
blood  for  blood,  bi 
head  for  bead,  plast 
What  shall  I  call  yo 
word,  if  any  such  1 

Cka«.  My  nam. 

Pou.  And  mine. 

Cram.  Poh  is  as  tall 
oyster  :  I  would  not  be  th 
farewell. 

Firs.  Nor  1,  by  this  light, 


f  Poh  be  such  a  Poh. 
lExemt. 


that  in  catting  doth  thro 
i)  bid  doHii :"  tee  tiole 
■her*  I  have  ihcwn  thui  our  old  w 

•  •.!«•]  i'f.  hend. 

>  a]  So  lome  edt.     Not  in  first  ed. 

•  loJi]  i.  e.  YsliiQL 


the  dice,  takes  up  all  that 
■r'8  WorkM.  vol.  lil.  p.  31S, 
writer*  uaed  rifit  la  th* 
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SCENE  III. 

Cakdido's  Shop. 
Enter  Viola  and  two  Prentices, 

Vio.  What's  a'  clock  now  ? 

Sec.  p.  'Tis  almost  twelve. 

Vio.  That's  well ; 
The  senate  will  leave  wording  presently : 
But  is  George  ready  ? 

Sec.  p.  Yes,  forsooth,  he's  furbish'd. 

Vio.  Now  as  you  ever  hope  to  win  ray  favour, 
Throw  both  your  duties  and  respects  on  him 
With  the  like  awe  as  if  he  were  your  master : 
Let  not  your  looks  betray  it  with  a  smile 
Or  jeering  glance  to  any  customer ; 
Keep  a  true  settled  countenance,  and  beware 
You  laugh  not,  whatsoe'er  you  hear  or  see. 

Sec  p.  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  let  us  alone  for 
keeping  our  countenance;  for,  if  I  list,  there's  never 
a  fool  in  all  Milan  shall  make  me  laugh,  let  him 
play  the  fool  never  so  like  an  ass,  whether  it  be 
the  fat  court-fool  or  the  lean  city-fool. 

Vio.  Enough  then  ;  call  down  George. 

Sec  p.  I  hear  him  coming. 

Vio.  Be  ready  with  your  legs'  then,  let  me  sec 
How  courtesy  would  become  him. — 

Enter  George  in  Cakdido's  apparel. 

Gallantly ! 
Beshrew  my  blood,  a  proper  seemly  man. 
Of  a  choice  carriage,  walks  with  a  good  port ! 

Geo.  I  thank  you,  mistress  ;  my  back's  broad 
enough,  now  my  master's  gown's  on. 

'  l^g*]  "  i*  e.  bows."    Reed. 


lo.  Sure  I  should  ihlnk  it  were  iho  least  of  ein 
nUtake  ihe  master,  nnd  to  let  him  in. 
Gko.  Twere  a  good  Comedy  of  ErrorsP  thai, 
i'faith. 
t£.  P.  WLisi,  whist !  my  master. 
"  lu  all  know  your  tasks, — 

Enter  Candido,''  dressed  as  before  in  ilie  carpel : 

he  Hares  at  George,  and  exit. 

God's  my  life,  what's  that  he  has  got  upon's  back  ? 


1  tell ? 


Geo.  Thai  can  I,  but  I  will  not. 

Vio.  Girt  about  him  like  a  madman !  what,  has 
he  lost  his  cloak  loo  ?  This  is  the  maddest  fashion 
that  e'er  I  saw.  What  said  he,  George,  when  he 
passed  by  thee  t 

Geo.  Trotli,  mistress,  nothing;  not  so  much  as 
a  bee,  he  did  not  hum  ;  not  so  much  as  a  bawd,  he 
did  nol  hem  ;  not  so  much  as  a  cuckold,  he  did  not 
faa;  neither  hum,  hem,  nor  ha;  only  stared  me  in 
the  face,  past  along,  and  made  hasie  in,  as  if  my 
looks  had  worked  with  him  to  give  him  a  stool. 

Vio.  Sure  he's  vex'd  now,  this  trick  has  mov'd 

He's  anger'd  now,  because  he  utler'd  nothing, 
And  wordless  wrath  breaks  out  more  violent. 
May  be  he'll  strive  for  place  when  he  eomes  down. 
But  if  ihou  lov'st  me,  George,  afford  him  none. 

'  Cwrrfjp  BfErreril  An  alluiioD,  proliably,  to  8hakeiipe«re'» 
play  of  lliit  Dame. 

*  Knffr  CiadidB]  Tliere  apjieart  to  be  an  inconsislency  licre, 
wlucb  cannoi  be  remedied  by  any  diiistoa  oi  ihe  play  inln 
■cu.  Candido  baa  just  reluroed  froni  tbe  genaie-liome  ;  yet 
aece  be  left  homa  (kg  p.  64)  it  should  seem,  from  (ht!  inlvr- 
Bcdiaie  accnpi,  Ibal  a  night  bad  elapsed. 
• TOL.  III.  1 
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Geo.  Nay,  let  me  alone  to  play  my  master's 
prize/  as  long  as  my  mistress  warrants  me :  I'm 
sure  I  have  his  best  clothes  on,  and  I  scorn  to  give 
place  to  any  that  is  inferior  in  apparel  to  me ;  that's 
an  axiom,  a  principle,  and  is  observed  as  much  as 
the  fashion :  let  that  persuade  you  then,  that  I'll 
shoulder  with  him  for  the  upper  hand  in  the  shop 
as  long  as  this  chain  will  maintain  it. 

Vio.  Spoke  with  the  spirit  of  a  master,  though 
with  the  tongue  of  a  prentice! — 

Re-enter  Candido  dressed  as  a  prentice. 

Why,  how  now,  madman?  what,  in  your  tricksi- 
coats  ? 

Can.  O  peace,  good  mistress !  — 

Enter  Crambo  and  Pou.* 

See,  what  you  lack  ?*  what  is't  you  buy  ?  pure  calli- 
coes,  fine  hollands,  choice  cambrics,  neat  lawns : 
see,  what  you  buy?  pray,  come  near,  my  master 
will  use  you  well,  he  can  afford  you  a  pennyworth. 

Vio.  Ay,  that  he  can,  out  of  a  whole  piece  of 
lawn,  i'faith. 

Can.  Pray,  see  your  choice  here,  gentlemen. 

Vio.  O  fine  fool !  what,  a  madman  ?  a  patient 
madman?  who  ever  heard  of  the  like!  well,  sir, 
1*11  fit  you  and  your  humour  presently :  what,  cross- 
points  ?  I'll  untie  'em  all  in  a  trice ;  I'll  vex  you, 
faith. — Boy,  take  your  cloak ;  quick,  come. 

{^Exit  with  First  Prentice, 

'  play  nty  matter* t  prize]  A  quibble. — In  the  art  of  fencing 
there  were  three  degrees,  —  a  Matter's,  a  Provost's,  and  a 
Scholar's,  for  each  of  which  a  prize  was  played  publicly. 

■  Poh']  See  note,  p.  81. 

*  what  you  lack]  See  note,  p.  24. 
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Cam.  Be  cover'*],'  George  ;  this  chain  and  nelted 

nto  this  coat  ?  then  tlie  world's  upside  down. 
O.  Utnh,  umh,  hum. 
Uf.  Thafs  the  shop/  and  there's  the  fellow. 
R.  Ay,  but  the  master  is  walking  in  there. 
AM.  No  matter  ;  we'll  in. 
roll.  'Sblood,  dost  long  to  lie  in  limbo  1 
Cmm.  And"  limbo  be  in  hell,  I  care  not. 
Can.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  your  choice  :  cam- 
brics? 
Crau.  No,  sir,  some  shirting. 
Cas.   You  shall. 

Crau.   Have  you  none  of  this  striped  canvass 
foi  doublets? 
Can.  None  striped,  sir,  hut  plain. 
Skc.  p.  I  think  there  be  one  piece  striped  within. 
Geo.  Step, sirrah,  and  fetch  it;  hum,  hum,  hum. 
\_Ejcil  Sec.  Prentice,^  and  relurnt  with  the  piece. 
I  Cak.  Iiook  you,  gentlemen, 

1*11  make    but  one   spreading ;    here's  a  piece   of 
I  cloth. 

Fine,  yet  shall  wear  like  iron,  'tis  without  fault; 
Take  this  upon  my  word,  'tis  without  fault. 
Cham.  Then  'tis  better  than  you.  sirrah. 
Can.  Ay,  and  a  number  more.    O  timt  each  soul 
Were  but  as  spotless  as  this  innocent  white. 
And  had  as  few  breaks  in  it ! 

Cham.  'Twould  have  some  then  : 
There  was  a  fray  here  last  day  in  this  shop. 

'  St  cmier'rf]  1.  e.  put  on  four  cap. 

■  ¥vUe<l  gnwiil  "  Bairet,  in  \ii»  ylletarie,  voce  gard,  c^plaint 

I         the  wurd  u  syoonrmoui  wiih  purfie,  or  well.    A  united  gom 

it  therefore  one  ontunented  with  jiurfles  or  ftinge.    Tbey  ue 

in  ■ooient  writers."     "  — 


*  Iht  »fcap]  See  note,  p.  Si. 


*  Etil  St<.  Ptinlia,  S 


11  qy.  ought  Caadiilo  tu  go  oi 


■-}  Old  edg.  hiiTe  n 


a«J]  i.  e.  if. 

■uge- direction 
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Can.  There  was  indeed  a  little  flea-biting. 

PoH.  A  gentleman  had  his  pate  broke  ;  call  you 
that  but  a  flea-biting  ? 

Can.  He  had  so. 

Cram.  Zounds,  do  you  stand  in't  ? 

[^Strikes  Candido. 

Geo.  'Sfoot,  clubs,  clubs  1^  prentices,  down  with 
'em!  — 

Enter  several  Prentices  with  clubSf  who  disarm 
Crambo  and  Poh. 

Ah,  you  rogues,  strike  a  citizen  in's  shop ! 

Can.  None  of  you  stir,  I  pray ;  forbear,  good 
George. 

Cram.  I  beseech  you,  sir ;  we  mistook  our 
marks ;  deliver  us  our  weapons. 

Geo.  Your  head  bleeds,  sir  ;  cry,  clubs  ! 

Can.  I  say  you  shall  not ;  pray,  be  patient ; 
Give  them  their  weapons. — Sirs,  you're  best  be  gone ; 
I  tell  you,  here  are  boys  more  tough  than  bears  : 
Hence,  lest  more  fists  do  walk  about  your  ears. 

p       *  [  We  thank  you,  sir.  [^Exeunt, 

Can.  You  shall  not  follow  them ; 
Let  them  alone,  pray  :  this  did  me  no  harm ; 
Troth,  I  was  cold,  and  the  blow  made  me  warm ; 
I  thank  'em  for't :  besides,  I  had  decreed 
To  have  a  vein  prick'd,  I  did  mean  to  bleed. 
So  that  there's  money  sav'd :  they're  honest  men  ; 
Pray,  use  'em  well  when  they  appear  agen.* 

Geo.  Yes,  sir,  we'll  use  'em  like  honest  men. 

Can.   Ay,  well  said,  George,  like  honest  men, 
though  they 

y  clubst  clubs']  Was  the  cry  to  call  forth  the  London  pren- 
tices when  any  fray  arose. 

'  agen]  The  old  spelling  of  again,  and  necessary  here  for 
the  rhyme.  ^ 


niter  Viol*  and  First  Prenlici 
.  Yonder  he  stands. 
T  Off.  What,  in  a  prentice-c 
Vio.  Ay,  ay  ;  mad,  mad :  pray,  take  heed. 

with  them  1  what  make  they 

Officers  ?  is  she  aiinch'd  ? — Look  to  your  wares. 

Vio.  He  talks  lo  himself:    O,  he's  much  gone 
indeed  I 

First  Off.  Pray,  pluck  up  a  good  heart,  be  not  so 
fearful. — 
Sirs,  hark,  we'll  gather  to  him  by  degrees, 

Vio.  Ay,  ay,  by  degrees,  1  pray.  O  me,  what 
makea  he  with  the  lawn  in  his  hand  ?  he'll  tear  all 
the  ware  in  my  shop. 

First  Off.  Fear  not,  we'll  catch  him  on  a  sudden. 

Vio,  O,  you  had  need  do  so :  pray,  take  heed  of 
jrour  warrant. 

First  Off.  1   warrant,   mistress-— Now,  signor 
Candido. 

Can.  Nrfh",  sir,  what  news  with  you,  sir? 

Vio.  What  news  with  you  ?  he  says  :  O,  he's  far 

First  Off,  I  pray,  fear  nothing ;  let's  alone  with 
him.— 
Signor,  you  look  not  like  yourself,  methinks — 
Steal  you  a'  t'other  side — you're  chang'd,  you're 

alier'd. 


Can.  Chang'd,  sir  ?    why,  true,  sir.     Is  cha 
strange  ?  'tis  not 
Xbe  fasliion  unless  it  alter :  monarchs  turn 


ige 


OS.    Other  edt.  "  pia! 
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To  beggars,  beggars  creep  into  the  nests 
Of  princes,  masters  serve  their  prentices, 
Ladies  their  serving-men,  men  turn  to  women. 
First  Off.  And  women  turn  to  men. 
Can.  Ay,  and  women  turn    to  men,    you   say 
true  ;  ha,  ha !  a  mad  world,  a  mad  world ! 

[^Officers  seize  Candido. 
First  Off.  Have  we  caught  you,  sir  ? 
Can.  Caught  me?  well,  well,  you  have  caught 
me. 

Vio.  He  laughs  in  your  faces. 

Geo.  a  rescue,  prentices!   my  master's  catch- 

poird. 
First  Off.  I  charge  you,  keep  the  peace,  or  have 
your  legs 
Garter'd  with  irons  !  we  have  from  the  duke 
A  warrant  strong  enough  for  what  we  do. 
Can.  I  pray,  rest  quiet ;  I  desire  no  rescue. 
Vio.  La,  he  desires  no  rescue ;  'las,  poor  heart, 
He  talks  against  himself! 

Can.  Well,  what's  the  matter  ? 
First  Off.  Look  to  that  arm  ; 

\_Officers  bind  Candido. 
Pray,  make  sure  work,  double  the  cord. 
Can.  Why,  why !—  • 

Vio.  Look  how  his  head  goes !  should  he  get  but 
loose, 
O,  'twere  as  much  as  all  our  lives  were  worth ! 
First  Off.  Fear  not,  we'll  make  all  sure  for  our 

own  safety. 
Can.  Are  you  at  leisure  now  ?  well,  what's  the 
matter  ? 
Why  do  I  enter  into  bonds  thus,  ha  ? 

First  Off.  Because  you're  mad,  put  fear  upon 

your  wife. 
Vio.  O  ay ;  I  went  in  danger  of  my  life  every 
minute. 
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Cak.  What,  am  I  mail,  aay  you,  and  I  not  know  it  ? 

First  Off.  That  proves  you  mad,  because  you 
know  it  not. 

Vio.  Pray,  talk  as  little  to  him  as  you  can  ; 
You  see  he's  too  far  spent. 

Can.  Bound  with  stron);  cord  ! 
A  sisler'a"  thread,  i'faith,  had  been  enough 
To  lead  me  any  where. — Wife,  do  you  long? 
You  are  mad  too,  or  else  you  do  me  wrong. 

Geo.  But  are  you  mad  indeed,  master? 

Cax.  My  wife  says  so, 
And  what  she  says,  Geurge,  is  all  truth,  you  know. — 
And  whither  now  ?  to  Bethlem  Monastery  ? 
Ha,  whiiher  ? 

FiftST  Of  F.  Faith,  e'en  to  the  madmen's  pound. 

Cab.  A'  God's  name!    still  I  feel  my  patience 
sound.  lExeunt  Officers  with  Candido. 

Geo.  Come,  we'll  see  whither  he  goes  :  if  the 
master  be  mad,  we  arc  his  servants,  and  must  follow 
bis  steps  ;  we'll  be  mad-caps  too. — Farewell,  mis- 
tress ;  you  shall  have  us  all  in  Bedlam. 

\_£xeuat  Geoboe  and  Prenlicei. 

Vio.  I  think  I  ha'  fitted  now  you  and  your  clothes. 
If  this  move  not  his  patience,  nothing  can  ; 
I'll  swear  then  I've  a  saint,  and  not  a  man.     [_Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Qrounds  near  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Benedict,  Fluei.lo,  Castruchio,  and 


Duke.  Give  us  a  little  leave. — 

[Exeunt  Fldello,  Castb[ickio,  and  Pi 

Doctor,  your  I 
■  tiHtr't\  In  Doddcy'i  Old  Play.  ••  lUver." 
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Ben.  I  sent  for  him,  my  lord :  at  last  he  came. 
And  did  receive  all  speech  that  went  from  me 
As  gilded  pills  made  to  prolong  his  health  : 
My  credit  with  him  wrought  it ;  for  some  men 
Swallow  even  empty  hooks,  like  fools  that  fear 
No  drowning  where  'tis  deepest,  'cause  'tis  clear. 
In  th'  end  we  sat  and  eat :  a  health  I  drank 
To  Infelice's  sweet  departed  soul ; 
This  train  I  knew  would  take. 

Duke.  'Twas  excellent. 

Ben.  He  fell  with  such  devotion  on  his  knees, 
To  pledge  the  same 

Duke.  Fond,  superstitious  fool ! 

Ben.  That  had  he  been  inflam'd  with  zeal  of 
prayer 
He  could  not  pour't  out  with  more  reverence. 
About  my  neck  he  hung,  wept  on  my  cheek, 
Kiss'd  it,  and  swore  he  would  adore  my  lips, 
Because  they  brought  forth  Infelice's  name. 

Duke.  Ha,  ha !  alack,  alack ! 

Ben.  The  cup  he  lifts  up  high,  and  thus  he  said, 
Here,  noble  maid ! — drinks,  and  was  poisoned. 

Duke.  And  died  ? 

BEk.  And  died,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Thou  in  that  word 
Hast  piec*d  mine  aged  hours  out  with  more  years 
Than  thou  hast  taken  from  Hippolito. 
A  noble  youth  he  was ;  but  lesser  branches, 
Hindering  the  greater's  growth,  must  be  lopt  off, 
And  feed  the  fire.     Doctor,  we're  now  all  thine, 
And  use  us  so  ;  be  bold. 

Ben.  Thanks,  gracious  lord  !  — 
My  honour'd  lord 

Duke.  Hum. 

Ben.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  bury  deep 
This  bloody  act  of  mine. 
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Duke.  Nay,  nay,  for  thai, 
Doctor,  look  you  to't,  me  it  shall  not  move  ; 
They're  curs'd  that  ill  do,  not  that  ill  do  love. 

Ben.  You  throw  an  angry  forehead  on  my  face ; 
Bat  be  you  pleas'd  backward  thus  far''  to  look, 
TJiat  for  your  good  this  evil  I  undertook 

DcxE.  Ay,  ay,  we  conster*  bo. 

Bbh,  And  only  for  your  love. 

DcKE.  Confcss'd  ;  'tis  true. 

Bek.  Nor  let  it  stand  against  me  as  a  bar, 
To  thrust  me  from  your  presence  ;  nor  believe, ' 
As  princes  have  quick  thoughta,  that  now  my  finger 
Being  dipt  in  blood,  1  will  not  spare  the  hand, 
But  that  for  gold^as  what  can  gold  not  Aol  — 
I  may  be  hir'd  to  work  the  like  on  you. 

DuKB.  Which  to  prevent 

Ben.  'Tis  from  my  heart  as  far 

Duke.   No  matter,  doctor  :    'cause  I'll  fearless 

And  that  you  shall  stand  clear  of  that  suspicion, 
1  banish  thee  for  ever  from  my  court. 
This  principle  is  old,  but  true  as  fate. 
Kings  may  love  treason,  but  ihe  traitor  hate.  [^Exit. 
Bek,  Is'i  so?    Nay,  then,  duke,  your  stale  prin- 
ciple 
With  one  as  stale  the  doctor  thus  shall  quit, — 
He  falls  himself  that  digs  another's  pit. — 

Enter  Senanl. 
How  now  ?  where  is  he  I  will  he  meet  me  ? 

Ser.  Meet  you,  sir?  he  might  have  met  with 
tliree  fencers  in  this  time,  and  have  received  less 
hurt  than  by  meeting  one  doctor  of  physic.  Why, 
sir,  has  walked  under  the  old  Abbey-wall  yonder 
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• 

this  hour,  till  he's  more  cold  than  a  citizen's  coun- 
try-house in  Janivere/  You  may  smell  him  behind, 
sir  :  la,  you,  yonder  he  comes. 

Ben.  Leave  me. 

Ser.  I'  th'  lurch,  if  you  will.  {JExiL 

Enter  Hippolito. 

Ben.  O  my  most  noble  friend ! 

Hip.  Few  but  yourself 
Could  have  entic'd  me  thus  to  trust  the  air 
With  my  close  sighs.  You  sent^  for  me;  what  news  f 

Ben.  Come,  you  must  doff  this  black ;  dye  that 
pale  cheek 
Into  his  own  colour  ;  go,  attire  yourself 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom  when  he  meets  his  bride. 
The  duke  has  done  much  treason  to  thy  love ; 
'Tis  now  revealed,  'tis  now  to  be  reveng'd : 
Be  merry,  honour'd  friend  !  thy  lady  lives. 

Hip.  What  lady  ? 

Ben.  Infelicc  ;  she's  reviv'd  : 
Reviv'd  ?  alack,  death  never  had  the  heart 
To  take  breath  from  her  ! 

Hip.  Umh,  I  thank  you,  sir  : 
Physic  prolongs  life  when  it  cannot  save ; 
This  helps  not  my  hopes,  mine  are  in  their  grave : 
You  do  some  wrong  to  mock  me. 

Ben.  By  that  love 
Which  I  have  ever  borne  you,  what  I  speak 
Is  truth  ;  the  maiden  lives  :  that  funeral, 
Duke's  tears,  the  mourning,  was  all  counterfeit ; 
A  sleepy  draught  cozen'd  the  world  and  you : 
1  was  his  minister  ;  and  then  chamber'd  up, 
To  stop  discovery. 

Hip.  O  treacherous  duke ! 

'  Janwere'\  i.  e.  January. 

'  tetiQ  So  several  eds.    First  ed.  "  send.*' 


Bes.  He  cannot  hope  so  certainly  for  bliss 
As  lie  believes  that  I  have  poison'd  you. 
He  woo'd  mc  lo't ;  I  yielded,  and  cuniirm'd  liim 
In  his  most  bloody  tbouglits. 

Hip,  a  very  devil  1 

Ben.  Her  did  he  closely  coach  lo  Bergamo  ; 
And  [hither 

Hir.  Will  I  ride:  stood  Bergamo 
In  the  low  countries  of  black  hell,  I'll  lo  her. 

Ben-.  You  shiU]  to  her,  but  not  lo  Bergamo. 
How  passion  mnkeo  you  fly  beyond  yourself! 
Much  of  that  weary  joumi;y  I  ha'  cut  off; 
For  she  by  letters  hath  intelligence 
Of  your  supposed  death,  her  own  interment. 
And  all  those  plots  which  that  false  duke  her  father 
Has  wrought  against  you  ;  and  she'll  meet  you  — 

Hip.  O,  when  ? 

Bin,  Nay,  see,  how  covetous  are  your  desires  I 
Early  to-morrow  morn. 

Hip.  O  where,  good  father ! 

BtN.  At  Bcthlein  Monastery,     Are  you  pleos'd 
now? 

Hip.  At  Betblem  Monastery?  the  place  well  6t3  ; 
It  is  ihe  school  where  those  that  lose  their  wits 
Practise  again  to  get  them.     I  am  sick 
or  (hat  disease  ;  all  love  is  lunatic. 

Btn.  Well  steal  away  this  night  in  some  disguise. 
Father  Anselnio.  a  most  reverend  friar, 
Expects  our  coming  ;  before  whom  we'll  lay 
Reasons  so  strong,  that  he  shall  yield  in  bands'" 
Of  holy  wedlock  to  tie  both  your  hands. 

Hip.  This  is  such  happiness, 
Thai  to  believe  it,  'tis  iiniiossible. 

Be-S.  Let  all  your  joys  then  die  in  misbelief; 
I  will  reveal  no  more. 

"  Aowfi]  So  ed.  1605.    Oiher  eds,  "  bonds." 
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Hip.  O  yes,  good  father ! 
I  am  so  well  acquainted  with  despair, 
I  know  not  how  to  hope  ;  I  believe  all. 

Ben.  We'll  hence  this  night :  much  must  be  doney 
much  said ; 
But  if  the  doctor  fail  not  in  his  charms, 
Your  lady  shall  ere  morning  fill  these  arms. 

Hip.  Heavenly  physician!    far  thy  fame  shall 
spread. 
That  mak*st  two  lovers  speak  when  they  be  dead. 

lExeuni, 

ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

A  Hall  in  the  Duke's  Palace, 

Enter  Viola  with  a  petitiany  and  George. 

Vio.  O  watch,  good  George,  watch  which  way 
the  duke  comes ! 

Geo.  Here  comes  one  of  the  butterflies ;  ask  him. 

Enter  Pioratto. 

Vio.  Pray,  sir,  comes  the  duke  this  way  ? 

Pio.  He's  upon  coming,  mistress. 

Vio.  I  thank  you,  sir.  \_Exit  Pioratto.] — Greorge, 
are  there  many  mad  folks  where  thy  master  lies  ? 

Geo.  O  yes,  of  all  countries  some  ;  but  especially 
mad  Greeks,^  they  swarm.  Troth,  mistress,  the 
world  is  altered  with  you;  you  had  not  wont  to 
stand  thus  with  a  paper,  humbly  complaining  :  but 
you're  well  enough  served.  Provender  pricked  you, 
as  it  does  many  of  our  city  wives  besides. 

Vio.  Dost  think,  George,  we  shall  get  him  forth  ? 

'  mad  Greeks']  He  alludes  to  the  common  expression,  "  as 
mad  as  a  Greek :"  see  Gifibrd's  excellent  note  on  B.  Jonson's 
Works,  vol.  ill.  p.  261. 


Geo.    Truly, 


Idl;    I  think 


you'll  hardly  gel  him  forth.  Why,  'tis  strange  ! 
'sfoot,  I  have  known  many  women  that  have  had 
mad  rascals  to  their  husbands,  wbom  they  would 
belabour  by  all  lueana  possible  to  keep  'em  in  their 
right  wits  ;  but  of  a  woman  to  long  to  turn  a  tame 
man  into  a  madman,  why,  the  devil  himself  was 
never  used  so  by  his  dam. 

Vio.  How  does  he  calk,  George?  ha,  good  George, 
tell  me. 

Geo.  Why,  you're  best  go  see. 

Vio.  Alas,  I  am  afraid  ! 

Geo.  Afraid?  you  had  more  need  be  ashamed; 
he  may  rather  be  afraid  of  you. 

Vio.  But,  George,  he's  not  stark  mad,  is  he  ?  lie 
does  not  rave  ?  he's  not  horn-mad,  George,  is  he  ? 

Geo.   Nay,  1  know  not  that ;   but  he  talks  like  a 

)tice  of  peace  of  a  thousand  matters,  and  to  no 


to.  I'll  to  the  monastery.  1  shall  be  mad  till  I 
him  ;  I  shall  be  sick  till  I  see  him ;  yet  when 
him,  I  shall  weep  out  mine  eyes. 
I'd  fain  see  a  woman  weep  out  her  eyes; 
that's  as  true  as  lo  say  a  man's  cloak  burns  when  it 
hangs  in  the  water.  1  know  you'll  wt 
but  what  says  the  painted  cloth  V 

Trutt  not  a  noman  w/ien  she  cries, 
For  she'll  pump  water  from  her  eyes 
With  a  wet^nger,*  and  tn  faster  shotcers 
Than  April  when  he  Tains  damn  jlomers. 
Vio.  Ay,  but,  George,  thai  painted  cloth  is 


w 


in  oil  witli  a  variety  of  ilevites,  and  v 
Nim's  GloH,  in  v. 
»  With  a  Ktljliigtr']  See  note,  p.  10 


a  note  on  Ihii 

caiivais  pniiited 
.terB|)erseil ;  Bee 


9S  THE  noNCST  WHOKE. 

thy  to  be  hanged  up  for  lying  :  all  women  have  not  | 

tears  at  will,  unless  they  have  good  c 

Geo.  Ay,  but,  mistress,  how  easily  will  they  find  J 

a  cause!  and  as  one  of  our  cheeae-treDcbers ''  says,  J 

very  learnedly, 

A»  out  of 'nroTvneood  beei  nuck  honey, 
Aafrom  poor  clients  ImeyenJiTk  money. 
As  parsley  from  a  rootled  cony, 
So,  though  the  day  be  ne'er  so  ittiMiy, 
If  wives  mil  have  it  rain,  dtmn  then  it  drivet; 
The  calmest  hiuhands  make  the  stormiest  nives. 
Vio.  Tame,'  George ;  but  1  ha'  done  storming   j 

now. 

Geo.  Why,  that's  well  dor 

aside  this  fashion  oi  your  1 


tastical  in  wearing  i 
this  longing  has  made  you 
^od  thing  that  you  might  ha 
*    e  comes  the  duke. 


itnouT ;  be  not  so  fan-   J 
omore,  long  no  more:   i 
;ome  short  of  many  a 
e  had  from  my  n 


Enter  Dulte,  Fluello,  Pioratto,  and  Sinezi. 

Vio.  O,  I  beseech  you,  pardon  my  offence. 
In  that  I  durst  abuse  your  grace's  warrant ! 
Deliver  forth  my  husband,  good  my  lord. 

Duke.  Who  is  her  husband  ? 

Flv.  Candido,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Where  is  he? 

Vio.  He's  among  the  lunatics. 
He  was  a  man  made  up  without  a  gnll ; 
Nothing  could  move  him,  nothing  could  convert 
His  meek  blood  into  fury  ;  yet,  like 
I  oAen  beat  at  the  most  constant  rock 
or  his  unshaken  patience,  and  did  long 


Duke.  Did  you  ao? 

Vio.  And  for  ihat  purpose 
Had  warrant  from  your  grace  to  carry  bim 
To  Bethlera  Monastery,  whence  they  will  not  free 

Witliout  your  grace's  hand,  that  sent  him  in, 

DvKE.  You  have  long'd  fair;  'tis  you  are  mad,  I 
fear; 
Ii'b  fit  (o  fetch  him  thence,  and  keep  you  there. 
Ifbe  l>e  mad,  why  would  you  have  htm  forth? 

Geo,  And"  please  your  grace,  he's  not  stark 
mad,  but  only  talks  like  a  young  gentleman,  some- 
what fantastically  ;  that's  all :  there's  a  thousand 
about  your  court,  city,  and  country,  madder  than 


DtjKE.  Provide  a  warrant,  you  shall  have  our 

Geo.  Here's  a  warrant  ready  drawn,  my  lord. 
Duke."  Get  pen  and  ink,  get  pen  and  ink. 

[Exit  Geouoe. 
Enter  Castruchio. 
Cas.  Where  is  my  lord  the  duke  1 
Duke.  How  now?  more  madmen  7 
Cas.  I  have  strange  news,  my  lord. 
Dt-KE.  Ofwhat?  ofwhom? 

Cas.  Of  Infelice  and  a  marriage.  i 

Dt;KE.  Ha!  where?  with  whom? 
Cas.  Hippolito. 

Re-enter  Georoe  with  pen  and  ink. 
Geo.  Here,  my  lord. 

Dqke.  Hence  with  that  woman  !  void  the  room  ! 
Flu.  Away !  the  duke's  vexed. 


•  iia*>l 


:.  if. 


le  eds.    First  ed.  "  Cut." 
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.  Whoop  ! 


,  the  duke's 
Exeunt  Viola  and  Geo 

DuKB.  Who  told  me'lhat  Hippolito  was  dead?    

Cas.  He  that  can  make  any  man  dead,  the  doc- 
tor. But,  my  lord,  he's  aa  full  of  life  as  wildHre, 
and  as  quick  :  Hippolito,  the  doctor,  and  one  more, 
rid  hence  this  evening ;  the  inn  at  which  they  light 
is  Bethleni  MoDastery ;  Infelice  cornea  from  Ber- 
gamo, and  meets  them  there.  Hippolito  is  mad, 
for  he  means  this  day  to  be  married :  the  afternoon 
is  the  hour,  and  friar  Anselmo  is  the  kntttf 

Duke.  From  Bergamo!  is't  possible?  itcannotbi 
It  cannot  be. 

Cas,  I  will  not  swear,  my  lord  ; 
But  this  intelligence  I  took  from  one 
Whose  brains  work"  in  the  plot. 

DcKE.  What's  he! 

Cas.  Maiheo. 

Flu.  Matheo  knows  all. 

Pio.  He's  Hippolito's  bosom. 

DvKE.  How  far  stands  Bethlem  hence  ? 


,[Sixo 


Liiles 


Flu.,  ^c' 

Duke.  Is'tsofi'  not  married  till  the  aftemooi 
Stay,  stay,  let's  work  out  some  pre 
This  is  most  strange  ;  can  none  but  madmen  sert 
To  dress  their  wedding-dinner  ?    All  of  you 
Get  presently  to  horse,  disguise  yourselves 
Like  country  gentlemen, 
Or  riding  citizens,  or  so  ;  and  take 
Each  man  a  several  path,  but  let  us  meet 
At  Bethlem  Monastery,  some  space  of  time 

°  iDDT*]  So  Bcversl  eda.    First  ed.  "  workei." 
"  Coi.,  Fhi.,  Ac]  Old  eda.  "  Omna.." 
'  />'(  (0.  Sic]  Su  seTersl  eds.     First  ed. 

"  ill  euen  (0,  net  maiird  tilt  Hit  qflinttau  you  uj." 


Being  spent  betwi 


a  the  a 


ival  each  of  other. 


e  lunatics. 

Ii         To  horse ;  away  !  he  secret,  on  your  lives  : 
|i  Love  iDust  be  punish'd  that  unjustly  thrives. 

[Exeunt  alt  except  Plcbllo. 
Fi.tr.  Be  secret,  on  your  lives?  Castruchio, 
I         You're  but  a  scurvy  spaniel.     Honest  lord  '. 
I<         Good  lady !  zounds,  their  love  is  just,  'tis  good  ; 
I  And  I'll  prevent  you,  though  I  swim  in  blood. 

^^  ■    [E^il. 


SCENE  II. 


An  Apartment 
Xnter  AMaELUi 

Hip.  Nay,  nay,  resolve,'"  good  father, 


Bethlem  Monastery. 

Matheo,  and  Infelice. 


act  both  lull  of  danger 
And  fill!  of  happiness;  for  1  behold 
Your  Other's  frowns,  his  threats,  nay,  perhaps  death 
To  him  that  dare  do  this :  yet,  noble  lord, 
Such  comfortable  beams  break  through  these  clouds 
By  this  blest  marriage,  that,  your  honour'd  word 
Being  pawn'd  in  my  defence,  I  will  tie  fast 
The  holy  wedding  knot. 

Htr.  Tush,  fear  not  the  duke. 

Aw.  O  son, 
Wisely  to  fear  is  to  be  free  from  fear. 

Hip.  Vdu  have  our  words,  and  you  shall  have 
our  lives, 
To  guard  you  safe  from  all  ensuing  danger. 

Mat.  Ay,  ay,  chop  'em  up  and  away. 

As.  Stay  :  when  is't  fit  for  nie,  safest  for  you, 
To  entertain  this  business  ? 

Hip.  Not  till  the  evening. 


sBtitfy — coate  a  t. 


lOS  rnr.  honest  whore. 

An.  Be't  bo  :  there  is  a  chnpel  stands  hard  by, 
Upon  the  west  end  of  the  nbbey-wall ; 
Thither  convey  yourselves  ;  and  when  the  sun 
Hath  turn'd  his  back  upon  this  upper  world, 
I'll  marry  you  ;  that  done,  no  thundering  voice 
Can  break  the  sacri.>d  bond  :  yet,  lady,  here 
You  are  most  safe. 

Inf.  Father,  your  love's  most  dear. 

Mat.  Ay,  well  said ;    lock  us  into  s 
room  by  ourselves,  that  we  may  be  mad  for  i 

Hip.  O  ^ood  Matheo,  no  !  let's  make  no  noise. 

Mat.  How  ?  no  noise  ?  do  you  know  where  you 
are  ?  'sfoot,  amongst  all  the  madcaps  in  Milan ;  go 
that  to  throw  the  house  out  at  window  will  be  the 
better,  and  no  man  will  suspect  that  we  lurk  here 
to  steal  mutton.!'  The  more  sober  we  are.  the  more 
scurvy  'tis  ;  and  though  the  friar  tell  us  that  here 
we  are  safest,  I'm  not  of  bis  mind  ;  for  if  those  lay 
here  that  had  lost  their  money,  none  would  ever 
look  after  them  :  but  here  are  none  but  those  that 
have  lost  their  wits ;  so  that  if  hue  and  cry  be  made^ 
hither  they'll  oomo  ;  and  my  reason  is,  because  none  J 
goes  to  be  married  till  he  be  stark  mad- 

HiP.  Muffle  yourselves;  yonder'a  Fluello. 


Enter  Fluei 


Mai 


inds! 


Flu.  O  my  lord,  these  cloaks  are  not  for  ihiiJ 
rain  !  the  tempest  is  too  great :  I  come  sweating  lol 
tell  you  of  it,  that  you  may  get  out  of  it. 

Mat.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  What's  the  matter !  you  have  mattered  ilj 
fair  ;  the  duke's  at  hand. 
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All.  The  duke  ! 

Flo.  The  very  duke. 

Hjp.  Then  ail  our  plots 
Are  turn'd  upon  our  heads,  and  we're  blown  up 
With  our  own  underminings.  'Sibot,  how  comes  he  7 
What  viilain  durst  betray  our  being  here  ? 

Flu.  Castruchia  ;  Castrucbio  told  the  duke,  and 
Ma  then  here  told  Castruchio. 

Hip.  Would  you  betray  me  to  Castruchio  ? 

Mat.  'Sfoot,  he  damned  himself  to  the  pit  of  hell 
if  he  spake  on't  again. 

Hip.  So  did  you   swear  to  rae ;    so  were  you 
damn'd. 

Mat.  Pox  on  'em,  and  there  be  no  faith  in  men, 
if  a  man  shall  not  believe  oaths.  He  took  bread 
and  aa]t,i  by  this  light,  that  he  would  never  open 

Hip.  O  God,  O  God  ! 

Am.  Son,  be  not  desperate. 
Have  patience  ;  you  shall  trip  your  enemy  down 
By  his  own  slights.'— How  far  is  tlie  duke  hence  J 

Fld.  He's  but  nen  set  out :  Castruchio,  Pioratto, 
and  Sinezi,  rome  along  with  him  ;  you  have  time 
enough  yet  to  prevent'  them,  if  you  have  but 
courage. 

Asr.  You  shall  steal  secretly  into  the  chapel. 
And  presently  be  married.     If  the  duke 
Abide  here  still,  spite  of  ten  thousand  eyes 
Vou  shall  'scape  hence  like  friars. 

Hip.  O  blest  disguise  I '  O  happy  man  ! 

A».  Talk  not  of  happineas,  till  your  closed  hand 


Bceording  to  i 

OMkA 


ead  a»d  lall]  l 


i.  ■nticmali 
I  leveral  ed 


edi.     First  ed.  "  diiguisde.' 


Have  her  by  th'  forehead  like  the  lock  of  time. 
Be  nor  too  slow  nor  hasty,  now  you  climb 
Up  to  the  tower  of  bliss;  only  be  wary 
And  patient,  that's  all.     If  you  like  my  plot, 
Build  and  despatch ;  if  not,  farewell,  then  not. 

Hip.  O  yes,  we  do  applaud  it !  we'll  dispute 
No  longer,  but  will  hence  and  execute. 
Fluello,  you'll  stay  here ;  let  us  be  gone.  ■ 

The  ground  that  frighted"  lovers  tread  upon 
Is  stuck  with  thorns. 

An.  Come,  then,  away  :  'tia  meet. 
To  escape  those  thorns,  to  put  on  winged  feet. 

[Exeunt  Anselmo,  HirpoLiTO,  and  Infelici 

Mat.  No  words,  pray,'  Fluello,  for't  stands  i 

Flu,  O  sir,  let  that  be  your  lesson  ! 

[Exit  MATBEOt 

Alas,  poor  lovers  I  on  what  hopes  and  fears 
Men  loss  themselves  for  women  !  when  she's  got, 
The  best  has  in  her  that  which  pleaselh  not. 

Enter  the  Duke,  Castruchio,  Piobatto,  and  Sine; 
frojn  different  sides,  mi^d. 

Duke.  Wlio's  there? 

Cas.  My  lord ! 

Duke.  Peace,  send  that  lord  away  ; 
A  lordship  will  spoil  all :  let's  be  all  fellows. 
What's  he  ? 

Cas.  Fluello ;  or  else  Sinezi,  by  his  little  legs. 

Flu.a 

Pio.  [All  friends,  all  friends. 

Sin.  J 

•  frighlfd]  So  several  eds.     First  ed.  "  fraightcd." 

"  pTajj\  So  several  eda.    First  ed.  "  1  pray"— but  qj.  ou| 
we  to  read, 

Mat.  No  woidi,  Fluello,  for't  scandt  di  upon, 
Flu.  O  sir,  I  pray,  let  that  be  your  leuon  I 


I 

p 
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DcKE.  What? 
Is  this  the  place  i 

Pio.  This  is  the  place,  my  lord. 

OcKE.  Dream  you  on  lordships  ? 
lords,  pray. 
You  have  not  seen  these  lovers  yet 

Aj-l.  Not  yet. 

Duke.  Castruchio, 
Is  not  till  afternoon  1 

Cas.  So  'tis  given  i 

Duke.  Nay,  nay, 'i 
their  hours ; 
Lovers  watch  minute 
How  shall  the  interin 

Flu.  Let's  all  go  a 

Cas, 


upon  the  very  point  of  time  ! 


thou  sure  this  wedding  feat 


like  a 

hours  by  us  be  spent  ? 
e  the  madmen. 


Pio.    Mas 
Sin.  J 


Enter  a  Sweeper.* 
.  O,  here  comes  one ;  question  him,  que 


DUEE. 

Flu.  How  now,  honest  fellow  t  dost  thou  belong 
to  the  house  ? 

SwEfp,  Yes,  forsooth,  I  am  one  of  the  imple- 
ments ;  1  sweep  the  madmen's  rooms,  and  fetch 
straw  for  'era,  and  buy  chains  to  lie  'em,  and  rods 
to  whip  'em.  I  was  a  mad  wag  myself  here  once ; 
but  I  tliank  father  Ansclmo,  he  lashed  me  into  my 
right  mind  again. 

Duke.  Anselmo  is  the  friar  must  marry  them  ; 
Question  him  where  he  is. 

■  Enlrr  a  Sweejitr}   Old  eits.  have,   "  £iii*r  Towne  like  a 
tuieper,"  and  pretii  "Tawne"  to  his  speeches, — and  so  in 
Dodiley'i  Old  Playi  I     Tonne  Kss  the  ndme  of  the  actor  who 
■d  thia  part :  there  vere  two  pert'ormeri  so  called, — John 
Tboroas  Towne :  see  Collier's  llitl.  ^  E'lgt.  Dram.  Pott., 

318,  asi. 
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Cas.  And  where  is  father  Anselmo  now  ? 

Sweep.  Marry,  he's  gone  but  e'en  now. 

Duke.  Ay,  well  done. — Tell  me,  whither  is  he 
gone? 

Sweep.  Why,  to  God  a'mighty. 

Flu.  Ha,  ha !  this  fellow  is  a  fool,  talks  idly. 

Pio.  Sirrah,  are  all  the  mad  folks  in  Milan 
brought  hither  ? 

Sweep.  How,  all?  there's  a  wise  question  indeed! 
why,  if  all  the  mad  folks  in  Milan  should  come 
hither,  there  would  not  be  lefl  ten  men  in  the  city. 

Duke.  Few  gentlemen  or  courtiers  here,  ha  ? 

Sweep.  O  yes,  abundance,  abundance !  lands  no 
sooner  fall  into  their  hands  but  straight  they  run 
out  a'  their  wits  :  citizens'  sons  and  heirs  are  free 
of  the  house  by  their  fathers'  copy :  farmers'  sons 
come  hither  like  geese,  in  flocks ;  and  when  they 
ha'  sold  all  their  corn-fields,  here  they  sit  and  pick 
the  straws. 

Sin.  Methinks  you  should  have  women  here  as 
well  as  men. 

Sweep.  O  ay,  a  plague  on  'em,  there's  no  ho  with 
them  ;'  they  are  madder  than  March-hares. 

Flu.  Are  there  no  lawyers  here  amongst  you  ? 

Sweep.  O  no,  not  one ;  never  any  lawyer :  wc 
dare  not  let  a  lawyer  come  in,  for  he'll  make  'em 
mad  faster  than  we  can  recover  'em. 

Duke.  And  how  long  is't  ere  you  recover  any  of 
these  ? 

Sweep.  Why,  according  to  the  quantity  of  the 
moon  that's  got  into  'em.  An  alderman's  son  will 
be  mad  a  great  while,  a  very  great  while,  especially 
if  his  friends  led  him  well ;  a  whore  will  hardly 

'  1here*t  no  ho  with  them]  "  i.  c.  there  are  no  bounds  or  re- 
strainu  with  them.''  Reed. — They  are  not  to  be  reitrained 
by  a  call,  or  ho  !    The  expreision  is  common. 
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e  to  her  wits  again  ;  a  puritan,  there's  no  hope 
of  liitn,  unless  he  may  pull  down  the  steeple,  and 
hang  himself  i'  th'  bell-ropes. 

Flu.  I  perceive  all  sorts  of  fiah  come  to  your  net. 
Sweep,  Yes,  in  truth,  we  have  blocks'  for  all 
heails  ;  we  have  good  store  of  wild  oats  here  :  for 
the  TOurtier  is  mad  at  the  citizen,  the  citizen  is 
Ruu]  at  tiie  countryman,'  the  shoemaker  is  mad  at 
the  cobbler,  the  cobbler  at  the  carman,  the  punk  is 
mad  that  the  merchant's  wife  is  no  whore,  the 
tnerchani'a  wife  is  mad  iliat  the  punk  is  so  common 
a  whore.  God's-so,  here's  &ther  Anselmo  !  pray, 
say  nothing  thai  I  letl  tales  out  of  the  school. 

Re-enter  Anselmo  and  Senmnti. 

All.  God  bless  you,  father  I 

Ar.  Thank  you,  geuilemen. 

Cas.  Pray,  may  we  see  some  of  those  wretched 
souls 
That  here  are  in  your  keeping  ? 

An.   Yes,  you  shall  J 
But,  gentlemen,  I  must  disarm  you  then  : 
There  ^re  of  madmen,  as  there  are  of  tame, 
AH  humour'd  not  alike  :  we  have  here  some 
So  apish  and  fantastic,  play  with  a  feather  ; 
And,  though  'twould  grieve  a  soul   to  see  God's 

So  blemish'd  and  defac'd,  yet  do  they  act 
Sach  antic  and  such  pretty  lunacies. 
That,  spite  of  sorrow,  they  will  make  you  smile : 
Others  again  we  have  like  hungry  lions, 
Fierce  as  wild  bulls,  untameable  as  flies; 

'  iktiri]  i.  r.  ball — anolunfreijUcnlseaieori1ie»ord:pra- 
pstly,  (h«  moulda  on  which  the  crowns  of  hau  were  formed. 
]  So  leretol  eda.     Firil  ed.  ■'  countrynlen." 
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And  these  have  oftentimes  from  strangers'  sides 
Snatch*d  rapiers  suddenly,  and  done  much  harm ; 
Whom  if  you*l]  see,  you  must  be  weaponless. 

All.  With  all  our  hearts. 

{^Giving  tlieir  weapons  to  Anselmo. 

An.  Here,  take  these  weapons  in. — 

[Exit  Servant  with  weapont. 
Stand  off  a  little,  pray;  so,  so,  'tis  well, 
ril  shew  you  here  a  man  that  was  sometimes 
A  very  grave  and  wealthy  citizen ; 
Has  serv'd  a  prenticeship  to  this  misfortune, 
Been  here  seven  years,  and  dwelt  in  Bergamo. 

Duke.  How  fell  he  from  his  wits  ? 

An.  By  loss  at  sea. 
ril  stand  aside,  question  him  you  alone  ; 
For  if  he  spy  me,  he*ll  not  speak  a  word. 
Unless  he*s  throughly  vex*d. 

Opens  a  door  and  then  retires :  enter  First  Madman 

wrapt  in  a  net,* 

Flu.  Alas,  poor  soul ! 

Cas.  a  very  old  man. 

Duke.  God  speed,  father! 

First  Mad.  God  speed  the  plough !  thOu  shalt 
not  speed  me. 

Pio.  We  see  you,  old  man,  for  all  you  dance  in 
a  net. 

First  Mad.  True,  but  thou  wilt  dance  in  a  halter, 
and  I  shall  not  see  thee. 

An.  O,  do  not  vex  him,  pray ! 

Cas.  Are  you  a  fisherman,  father  ? 


»  Operis  a  door^  &c.]  Old  eds.  have,  "  Discouers  an  old 
wrapt  in  a  net"  but  prefix  *'  First  Madman**  to  his  speechei. 
That  he  comes  out,  and  is  not  merely  shewn  in  his  cell,  is 
evident  from  what  Anselmo  afterwards  says  to  the  servant, — 
*'  Take  him  in  there." 
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FiBST  AUd.  No,  I'm  neither  fish  nor  flesh. 

Flu.  What  do  you  with  that  net,  then? 

First  Mad.  Dost  not  see,  fool,  there's  a  fresh 
salmon  in't  i  If  you  step  one  foot  further,  you'll  be 
over  shoes,  for  you  see  I'm  over  head  and  ears'  in 
the  salt  water :  and  if  you  fall  into  this  whirlpool 
where  I  am,  you're  drowned,  you're  a  drowned 
rai ! — I  am  fishing  here  for  five  ships,  but  1  cannot 
have  &  good  draught,  for  my  net  breaks  still,  and 
breaks  ;  but  I'll  break  some  of  your  necks,  and'  I 
catch  you  in  my  clulches.  Stay,  stay,  stay,  stay, 
stay  :  where's  (he  wind,  wherc's  the  wind,  where's 
the  wind,  where's  the  wind  ?  Out,  you  gulls,  you 
l^secBps,  you  gudgeon -eaters !  do  you  look  for 
the  wind  in  the  heavens  ''.  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  no,  no! 
look  there,  look  there,  look  there!  the  wind  is 
always  at  that  door :  bark,  how  it  blows  !  puif,  puff, 
puff: 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

First  Mad.  Do  you  laugh  at  God's  creatures? 
do  you  mock  old  age,  you  rogues  ?  is  this  grey 
beard  and  head  counterfeit,  that  you  cry  ha,  ha,  ha  1 
— Sirrah,  art  not  thou  my  eldest  son ! 

Pro.  Yes  indeed,  father. 

FiBsT  Mad.  Then  thou'rt  a  fool ;  for  my  eldest 
son  bad  a  polt  foot,'  crooked  legs,  a  verjuice  face, 
and  a  pear-coloured'  heard  :  I  made  him  a  scholar, 
and  be  made  himself  a  fool. — Sirrah,  thou  there! 
hold  out  thy  hand. 

Duke.  My  hand  7  well,  here  'tis. 

FiKBT  Mad.  Look,  look,  look,  look  I  has  he  not 
long  nails  and  short  hair  >. 

•  earf]  So  eJ.  1635.    Olher  pda.  "  ear."  •  and]  I  e.  if. 
'  a  ptU/ool]  "  Seems  to  be  Ihe  lanie  we  now  call  a  iflag 

.^al."  Reen.    Rather,  ■  dub- rooi. 

•  pmr-tWoured]  i.  e.  red. 
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Flu.  Yes,  monstrous  short  hair  and  abominable 
long  nails. 

First  Mad.  Ten-penny  nails,  are  they  not  t 

Flu.  Yes,  ten-penny  nails. 

First  Mad.  Such  nails  had  my  second  boy. — 
Kneel  down,  thou  varlet,  and  ask  thy  father's  blessing. 
Such  nails  had  my  middlemost  son,  and  I  made 
him  a  promoter ;  *  and  he  scraped,  and  scraped,  and 
scraped,  till  he  got  the  devil  and  all :  but  he  scraped 
thus,  and  thus,  and  thus,  and  it  went  under  his 
legs,  till  at  length  a  company  of  kites,  taking  him 
for  carrion,  swept  up  all,  all,  all,  all,  all,  all,  all. 
If  you  love  your  lives,  look  to  yourselves !  see,  see, 
see,  see,  the  Turk's  galleys  are  fighting  with  my 
ships  !  bounce  go^  the  guns  !  O — O,  cry  the  men  ! 
rumble^  rumble  go  the  waters !  alas,  there,  'tis  sunk, 
'tis  sunk !  I  am  undone,  I  am  undone  !  you  are  the 
damned  pirates  have  undone  me,  you  are,  by  th' 
lord,  you  are,  you  are !  —  stop  'em — you  are  ! 

An.  Why,  how  now,  sirrah  ?  must  I  fall  to  tame 
you  ? 

First  Mad.  Tame  me  ?  no ;  I'll  be  madder  than 
a  roasted  cat.  See,  see,  I  am  burnt  with  gunpowder ! 
these  are  our  close  fights  ! 

An.  I'll  whip  you,  if  you  grow  unruly  thus. 

First  Mad.  Whip  me  ?  out,  you  toad !  whip  me? 
what  justice  is  this,  to  whip  me  because  I'm  a 
beggar  ?  Alas,  I  am  a  poor  man,  a  very  poor  man ! 
I  am  starved,  and  have  had  no  meat,  by  this  light, 
ever  since  the  great  flood  ;  I  am  a  poor  man. 

An.  Well,  well,  be  quiet,  and  you  shall  have 
meat. 

First  Mad.  Ay,  ay,  pray,  do ;    for,  look  yog, 

*  promoter'}  i.  e.  informer, 
b  go]  Old  eds.  "  goes." 


THE  HONEST  WHORE.  Ill 

here  be  my  guts ;  these  are  my  ribs,  you  may  look 
through  my  ribs ;    see  how  my  guts  come  out ! 
these  are  my  red  guts,  my  very  guts,  O,  O ! 
An*  Take  him  in  there. 

[^Servants  remove  First  Madman, 

Pro/,  &c]^  "'^^^  P"^^"*  *^«^^ 
Cas.  Father,  I  see  you  have  a  busy  charge. 
Ah.  They  must  be  us'd  like  children ;   pleas'd 
with  toys, 
And  anon  whipt  for  their  unruliness. 
Ill  shew  you  now  a  pair  quite  different 
From  him  that's  gone ;  he  was  all  words ;  and  these. 
Unless  you  urge  'em,  seldom  spend  their  speech. 
But  save  their  tongues. 

Opens  another  door ^  from  which  enter  Second  and 

Third  Madmen, 

La,  you ;  this  hithermost 
Fell  from  the  happy  quietness  of  mind 
About  a  maiden  that  he  lov'd,  and  died  : 
He  followed  her  to  church,  being  full  of  tears, 
And  as  her  body  went  into  the  ground. 
He  fell  stark  mad.     That  is  a  married  man, 
Was  jealous  of  a  fair,  but,  as  some  say, 
A  very  virtuous  wife  ;  and  that  spoiPd  him. 

Third  Mad.  All  these  are  whoremongers,  and  lay 
with  my  wife :  whore,  whore,  whore,  whore,  whore ! 

Flu.  Observe  him. 

Third  Mad.  Gaffer  shoemaker,  you  pulled  on  my 
wife's  pumps,  and  then  crept  into  her  pantofles  :  ^ 
lie  there,  lie  there ! — This  was  her  tailor.  You  cut 
out  her  loose-bodied  gown,  and  put  in  a  yard  more 
than  I  allowed  her  :  lie  there,  by  the  shoemaker. 

^  pantofles"]  A  sort  of  slippers. 
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— O  master  doctor,  are  you  here  ?  you  ga^ 
purgation,  and  then  crept  into  my  wife's  chamber 
to  feel  her  pulses ;  and  you  said,  and  she  said,  and 
her  maid  said,  that  they  nent  pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat, 
pit-a-pat :  doctor,  I'll  put  you  anon  into  my  wife's 
urinal.-^Heigh,  come  aloft.  Jack  ! '  This  was  her 
schoolmaster,  and  taught  her  to  play  upon  the  vir- 
ginals ;i  and  aiiU  his  jacks  leapt  up,  up.  You 
pricked  her  out  nothing  but  bawdy  lessons  j  but 
I'll  prick  you  all !  fiddler — doctor— tailor — shoe- 
maker,— shoemaker — fiddler — doctor — tailor  ! — 
BO  !  lie  with  my  wife  again,  now  ! 

Cas.  See  how  he  notes  the  other  now  he  feeds,  g 

Third  Mad.  Give  me  some  porridge. 

Sec.  Mad.   I'll  give  thee  none. 

Third  Mad.  Give  me  some  porridge. 

Sec.  Mad.  I'll  not  give  thee  a  bit. 

Third  Mad.  Give  me  that  flap-dragon.* 

Sec.  Mad.  I'll  not  give  thee  a  spoonful :  thq| 
lieat,  it's  no  dragon  ;  'tis  a  parrot  that  I  bought  fi 
my  sweetheart,  and  I'll  keep  it. 

Third  Mad.  Here's  an  almond  for  parrot.' 

Sec.  Mad.  Hang  thyself! 

=  cntue  alifi,  /ae*]  The  eiclamstion  of «  master  to  ■: 
that  had  been  taught  lo  tumble  and  play  tricks. 

'  vlrgi»ali  I  and  ilill  his  jacki,  &C.]  The  virginals  waa  m 
iastrumeni  at  the  apinuel  kind  :  for  a  correct  ileacripcion  o 
it,  tec  NflTo'a  Gloti.  in  ».  —  In  »  nolo  on  the  Second  Pari  of 
thii  drama  Sleeveni  cites  fiom  Baron,  "  In  a  virgiaal  as  soon 
as  ever  the  jack  Islletb  and  touchelh  the  string,  the  sound 
seth," 

-,  vol.  L  p.  6B. 
vparrel'i  "The  d(tc  of  a  pamphlei  [by  Nash], 
called,  •AnAlniBUrlfnr  a  Pnml,  or  Culhbtrl  Currg-knaKai  Alwui.' 
B.  L.,  no  dale,  it  here  alluded  to."  Keeo. — There  i>  no  such 
atluBion.  The  expreiaion,  "  an  almond  for  parrot,"  is  old 
(ii  occurs  in  Skelion),  and  by  no  meana  uncommon.  See  my 
nole  on  Webster's  IForka,  vol.  iii.  p.  122. 


■p'drijgoH]  Se 
almmd/fir  pt 


J 


Tmihd  Mad.  Here's  a  rope  for  parrot.' 

Sec.  Mad.  Eat  it,  for  I'U  eat  Ma. 

Thirr  Mad.  I'll  shoot  at  tbee,  aod^  thou't 


Mad.  Wu't  thou? 
KD  Mad.  I'll  run  a  tilt  at  thee,  and  thou't  giv 


murder, 


Mad.  Wu't  thou  !  do,  and  thoi 
ID  Mad.  Bounce! 
Sec.  Mad.  O— O,  I  am  slain !  tnuri 
murder !  I  am  slain  ;  my  brnins  are  beaten  o 
An.  How  now,  you  Tillaina  ! — Bring  me  whips— 

I'll  whip  you. 
Sec.  Mad.  1  am  dead  1  I  am  slain !  ring  out  the 
bell,  for  I  am  dead. 
Duke.  Hon  will  you  do  now,  sirrah?   you  ha' 

kill'd  him. 
Third  Mad.  I'll  anawer't  at  sessions.  He  was 
eating  of  almond -butter,  and  I  longed  for't :  the 
child  had  never  been  delivered  out  of  ray  belly,  if  I 
had  not  kUled  him.  I'll  aoswer't  at  sessions,  so  my 
nife  may  be  burnt  i'  th'  hand  too. 

An.  'Take  'em  in  both ;  bury  him,  for  he's  dead. 
Sec.  Mad.   Ay,  indeed,  I  am  dead;   put  me,  I 
pray,  into  a  good  pit-hole. 

TBiBD  Mad.  I'll  answer't  at  sessions. 

{^Sertantt  remove  Second  and  Third  Madmen. 

Enter  Bellapkont. 

huswife?  whither  gad  you ? 

a  rape /or  parroll  Anollier  proverbial  expression.    Taylor. 
I  itie  HtMt-poel.  ho*  dh  epigtstn  beglnuiag, 

■•  Why  doih  ibc  PnrrBt  cry  »  Rope,  a  Rope  7 
Became  hee'a  cag'd  in  prison  uut  of  hope." 

Epigrami,  p.  26S —  H'arkei,  1  BflO. 
a*^  i.  c,  it 
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Bel.  a  nutting,  forsooth. — How  do  you,  gaffer  ? 
— ^how  do  you,  gaffer  ? — there's  a  French  curtsey 
for  you  too. 

Flu.  Tis  Bellafront ! 

Pio.  Tis  the  punk,  by  th'  lord  ! 

Duke.  Father,  what's  she,  I  pray  ? 

An.  As  yet  I  know  not : 
She  came  in  but^  this  day  ;  talks  little  idly, 
And  therefore  has  the  freedom  of  the  house. 

Bel.  Do  not  you  know  me? — nor  you? — nor 
you? — nor  you  ? 

All.  No,  indeed. 

Bel.  Then  you  are  an  ass — and  you  are  an  ass 
—  and  you  are  an  ass  ;  for  I  know  you. 

An.  Why,  what  are  they  ?  come,  tell  me,  what 
are  they  ? 

Bel.  They're  fish-wives :  will  you  buy  any  gud- 
geons ?  God*s-santy,^  yonder  come  friars  !  I  know 
them  too. — 

Re-enter  Hippo  lito,  Matheo,  andlviELicEfdisguised 

as  friars. 
How  do  you,  friar  ? 

An.   Nay,   nay,  away  ;    you  must  not   trouble 
friars. — 
The  duke  is  here,  speak  nothing. 

Bel.  Nay,  indeed,  you  shall  not  go ;  we'll  run  at 
barley-break*  first,  and  you  shall  be  in  hell. 

«  in  but'}  So  several  eds.  First  ed.  "  but  in." 
*•  God's-santy]  "  See  a  note  on  Tfte  Merchant  qf  Fgnice,  vol. 
iii.  p.  157,  edit.  1778,  [where  Steevcns  says,  '  Perhaps  it  was 
once  customary  to  swear  by  the  sante,  i.  e.  health,  of  the 
Supreme  Being/  &c.]  Perhaps,  however,  Gotfs-santy  is  only 
a  corruption  of  God's  sanctity,  or  God's  saints."     Steevems. 

'  barley -break"}  Or  the  last  couple  in  hell, — was  a  game  played 
by  six  people,  three  of  each  sex,  who  were  coupled  by  lot : 
see  GifTord's  description  of  it, — note  on  Massinger's  Works, 
vol.  i.  p.  104,  ed.  1813. 


>T.  My  punk  tum'd  mad  whore,  as  all  her  fel- 

IF.  Speak  nothing ;  but  steal  hence  when  you 
gpy  time. 

Aif.  I'll  lock  you  up,  if  you're  unruly  :  fie  ! 

Bel.  Fie  !  marry,  foh  I  they  shall  not  go,  indeed, 
till  1  ha'  told  'em  their  fortunes. 

Dure.  Good  father,  give  her  leave. 

Bel.  Ay,  pray,  good  father,  and  I'll  give  you  my 
blessing. 

As.  Well,  then,  be  brief;  but  if  you're  thus  un- 
ruly. 
Ill  have  you  lock'd  up  fast. 

Pio.  Come,  to  their  fortunes. 

Bel.  Let  me  see  ;  one,  two,  three,  and  four.    I'll 
begin  with  the  little  friar'  first.   Here's  a  fine  hand 
indeed  !  I  never  saw  friar  have  auch  a  dainty  liand  : 
here's  a  hand  for  a  lady !    Here's  your  fortune : 
You  love  a  friar  better  than  a  nun  ; 
Yet  lonfE  you'll  love  no  friar  nor  no  friar's  son. 
Bow  a  little  : 

The  line  of  life  is  out ;  yet,  I'm  afraid. 
For  all  you're  holy,  you'll  not  die  a  maid. 
God  give  you  joy ! — ■ 
Now  to  you,  friar  Tuck.^  t 

ftlAT.  God  send  me  good  luck  1 

Bel.  You  love  one,  and  one  loves  you  ; 
Yoti're  a  false  knave,  and  she's  a  Jew- 
Here  is  a  dial  that  false  ever  goes 

Mat.  O,  your  wit  drops, 

Bel.  Troth,  so  does  your  nose.— 
Nay,  let's  shake  hands  with  you  too  ;  pray,  open  ; 
here's  a  fine  hand  ! 


•  ttaU/riat]  i.  e.,  of  course,  Infe 
EoH. "  firrh  finger  I " 

r  7ui]  The  famous  cbapUin  of  Robin  Hood. 


Dodtlcy'B  Old 


I  ijnar  iiuiij  ID< 
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Ho,  friar,  ho !  God  be  here ! 

So  he  had  need ;  you'll  keep  good  cheer. 

Here's  a  free  table,''  but  a  frozen  breast. 

For  you'll  starve  those  that  love  you  best : 

Yet  you've  good  fortune,  for  if  I'm  no  liar, 

Then  you're  no  friar,  nor  you,  nor  you,  no  friar. 

Haha,  haha !  iDUcovers  them. 

Duke.  Are  holy  habits  cloaks  for  villany  ? 
Draw  all  your  weapons  ! 

Hip.  Do  ;  draw  all  your  weapons ! 

Duke.  Where  are  your  weapons  ?  draw ! 

p    '  o     [  The  friar  has  gull'd  us  of  'em. 

Mat.  O  rare  trick ! 
You  ha'  learnt  one  mad  point  of  arithmetic. 

Hip.  Why  swells  your  spleen  so  high  ?  against 
what  bosom 
Would  you  your  weapons  draw  ?  her's  ?  'tis  your 

daughter's ; 
Mine  ?  'tis  your  son's. 
Duke.  Son? 

Mat.  Son,  by  yonder  sun  ! 
Hip.  You  cannot  shed  blood  here  but  'tis  your 
own ; 
To  spill  your  own  blood  were  damnation. 
Lay  smooth  that  wrinkled  brow,  and  I  will  throw 
Myself  beneath  your  feet : 
Let  it  be  rugged  still  and  flinted  o'er, 
What  can  come  forth  but  sparkles,  that  will  bum 
Yourself  and  us  ?    She's  mine ;   my  claim's  most 

good; 
She's  mine  by  marriage,  though  she's  yours  by 
blood. 

^  table]  A  quibble.     Table  meant  the  palm  of  the  hand. 
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Ajf.  [tnwWn^]  I  have  a  hand,'  dear  lord,  deep  in 
thU  act, 
For  I  foresaw  this  Btorm,  yet  willingly 
Put  forth  to  meet  iL     Oft  have  I  seen  a  father 
Washing  the  wounds  of  his  dear  son  in  tears, 
A  son  to  curse  the  sword  that  struck  his  father, 
Both  slain  i'  th'  quarrel  of  your  families. 
Those  scars  are  now  la'en  off;  and  I  beseech  you 
To  seal  our  iinrdon  !    All  was  to  this  end, 

turn  the  ancient  hates  of  your  two  houses 
To  fresh  green  friendship,  that  your  loves  might  look 
Like  the  spring's  forehead,  comfortably  sweet. 
And  your  vex'd  souls  in  peaceful  union  meet. 
Their  blood  will  now  be  yours,  youra 
And  happiness  shall  crown  your  siIve 

Flu.  You  see,  my  lord,  there's  no' 

Duke.  You  beseech  fail 
To  bridle  me. — Rise,  friar  ;  you  may  be  glad 
You  can  make  mad  men  tame,  and  tame  men  mad. 
Since  fate  hath  conquer'd,  I  must  rest  content ; 
To  strive  now  would  but  add  new  punishment. 
I  yield  unto  your  happiness ;  be  blest ; 
Our  families  shall  henceforth  breathe  in  rest. 
All.  O  happy  change  ! 
Duke.  Yours  now  is  n 
I  throw  upon  your  joys  n  _ 

Bel.  Am  not  I  a  good  girl  for  tinding  the  friar 
n  the  well  1  God's-so,  you  are  a  brave  man  1  will 
tot  you  buy  me  some  augar-plumbs,  because  I  am 
so  good  a  fortune-teller  1 


r  lordship 


will  be  theirs, 
'  no  remedy. 


.in  pi.. 


/  Aooe  a  hand.  &c.]  Given  in  old  eda.  ns 
Ilippolito'i  speech. 

■  ciMifml]  First  tiro  ed».  "  co 
«di.  "conwnt"  \a  first  line  and 


in  of 


botb  lines.    Other 
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Duke.  Would  thou  hadst  wit,  thou  pretty  scaly 
to  ask, 
As  I  have  will  to  give ! 

Bel.  Pretty  soul  ?  a  pretty  soul  is  better  than  a 
pretty  body. — Do  not  you  know  my  pretty  soul? 
I  know  you  :  is  not  your  name  Matheo  ? 

Mat.  Yes,  lamb. 

Bel.  Baa,  lamb !  there  you  lie,  for  I  am  mut- 
tpn.°* — Look,  fine  man  !  he  was  mad  for  me  once, 
and  I  was  mad  for  him  once,  and  he  was  mad  for 
her  once ;  and  were  you  never  mad  ?  yes,  I  warrant. 
I  had  a  fine  jewel  once,  a  very  fine  jewel,  and  that 
naughty  man  stole  it  away  from  me, — a  very  fine 
jewel. 

Duke.  What  jewel,  pretty  maid  ? 

Bel.  Maid  ?  nay,  that's  a  lie.  O,  'twas  a  very 
rich  jewel,  called  a  maidenhead  !  and  had  not  you 
it,  leerer  ? 

Mat.  Out,  you  mad  ass,  away ! 

Duke.  Had  he  thy  maidenhead  ? 
He  shall  make  thee*  amends,  and  marry  thee. 

Bel.  Shall  he  ?  O  brave  Arthur  of  Bradley 
then !  ° 

Duke.  And  if  he  bear  the  mind  of  a  gentleman, 
I  know  he  will. 

Mat.  I  think  I  rifled  her  of  some  such  paltry 
jewel. 

Duke.  Did  you  ?  then  marry  her ;  you  see  the 
wrong 
Has  led  her  spirits  into  a  lunacy. 

Mat.  How  ?  marry  her,  my  lord  ?  'sfoot,  marry 
a  mad  woman !  let  a  man  get  the  tamest  wife  he 

"  mutton]  See  note,  p.  102. 

°  O  brave  Arthur  of  Bradley]  "  An  allusion  to  the  old  ballad 
of  that  name,  which  is  printed  in  '  An  antidote  against  me- 
lancholy, made  up  in  pills,  1661.'  "-—Reed. 


r 
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eui  come  by,  flhe'll  be  mail  enough  afWrward,  do 
what  he  can. 

DuKK.  Nay,  then,  father  Anaelmo  here  Ghall  do 
his  best 
To  bring  her  to  her  wits  :  and  will  you  then  ? 

Mat.  I  cannot  lelJ :  I  may  choose. 

Duke.  Nay,  then,  law  shall  compel:  I  (ell  you, 


So  much  her  hard  fate  n 

breathe 


le,  you  should  r 


Under  this  air,  unless  you  married  her. 

Mat.  Well,  then,  when  her  wits  stand  in  their 
right  place,  I'll  marry  her. 

Bel.    I  thank  your  grace. — Matheo,  thou  art 

I  am  not  mad,  but  put  on  this  disguise 

Only  for  you,  my  lord  ;  for  you  can  teU 

Much  wonder  of  mc  :  but  you  are  gone ;  farewell. 

Matheo,  thou  didst  first  turn  my  soul  black. 

Now  make  it  white  again.     I  do  protest, 

I'm  pure  as  fire  now,  chaste  as  Cynthia's  breast. 

Hip.  I  durst  be  sworn,  Matheo,  she's  indeed. 

Mat.  Cony-catch'd  !°  guU'd  !  must  I  sail  in  your 
fly -bo  at 
Because  I  tielp'd  to  rear  your  mainmast  first  1 
Plague  'found''  you  for't !     'Tis  well ; 
The  cuckold's  stamp  goes  current  in  all  nations ; 
Some  men  have  horns  given  them  at  their  creations ; 
If  I  be  one  of  those,  why,  so,  it's  better 
Ta  take  a  common  wench,  and  make  her  good. 
Than  one  that  simpers,  and  at  first  will  scarce 
Be  tempted  forth  over  the  threshold  door, 
Yet  in  one  se'nnight,  zounds,  turns  arrant  whore. 


„  calcVrf]  See  note,  p.  16. 
'/oiaid']  i.  e.  cDDfound. 
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Come,  wench,  thou  shalt  be  mine;   give  me  thy 

goll8,P 
We'll  talk  of  legs  hereafter. — See,  my  loni  ! 
God  give  us  joy ! 

All.  God  give  you  joy  I 

Enter  Viola  and  George. 

Geo.  Come,  mistress,  we  are  in  Bedlam  now ; 
mass,  and  see,  we  come  in  pudding-time,  for  here's 
the  duke. 

Vio.  My  husband,  good  my  lord ! 

Duke.  Have  I  thy  husband  ? 

Cas.  It's  Candido,  my  lord ;  he's  here  among  the 
lunatics. — Father  Anselmo,  pray,  fetch  him  forth. 
[£xef  Anselmo.] — This  mad  woman  is  his  wife;  and 
though  she  were  not  with  child,  yet  did  she  long 
most  spitefully  to  have  her  husband  mad ;  and  be- 
cause she  would  be  sure  he  should  turn  Jew,  she 
placed  him  here  in  Bethlem.     Yonder  he  comes  ! 

Re-enter  Anselmo  with  Candido. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  signor  :  are  you  mad  ? 

Can.  You  are  not  mad. 

Duke.  Why,  I  know  that. 

Can.  Then  may  you  know  I  am  not  mad,  that 
know 
You  are  not  mad,  and  that  you  are  the  duke. 
None  is  mad  here  but  one. — How  do  you,  wife  ? 
What  do  you  long  for  now  ? — Pardon,  my  lord  ; 
She  had  lost  her  child's  nose  else  :  I  did  cut  out 
Pennyworths  of  lawn,  the  lawn  was  yet  mine  own  ; 
A  carpet  was  my*>  gown,  yet  'twas  mine  own  ; 
I  wore  my  man's  coat,  yet  the  cloth  mine  own  ; 
Had  a  crack'd  crown,  the  crown  was  yet  mine  own : 

P  golUl  See  note,  p.  23. 

1  was  my]  So  several  eds.    First  ed.  **  was  yet  my" 
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She  says  for  this  I'm  mad  :  were  lier  words  true, 
1  should  be  mad  indeed.     O  foolish  skill  !^ 
Is  patience  madness  ?  I'll  be  a  madman  still. 

Vio.  Forgive  me,  and  I'll  vex  your  spirit  no  more. 

\_Kneels, 

Duke.  Come,  come,  we'll  have  you  friends ;  join 
hearts,  join  hands. 

Can.  See,  my  lord,'  we  are  even. — 
Nay,  rise ;  for  ill  deeds  kneel  unto  none  but  heaven. 

DuK£.  Signor,  methinks  patience  has  laid  on  you 
Such  heavy  weight,  that  you  should  loathe  it 

Can.  Loathe  it  ? 

Duke.  For  he  whose  breast  is  tender,  blood  so 
cool 
That  DO  wrongs  heat  it,  is  a  patient  fool : 
Wbat  comfort  do  you  find  in  being  so  calm  ? 

Can.   That  which  green  wounds  receive  from 
sovereign  balm. 
Patience,  my  lord !  why,  'tis  the  soul  of  peace  ; 
Of  all  the  virtues  'tis  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  makes  men  look  like  gods.     The  best  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him  was  a  sufferer, 
A  soft,  meek,  patient,  humble,  tranquil  spirit, 
The  first  true  gentleman  that  ever  breath 'd. 
The  stock  of  patience,  then,  cannot  be  poor ; 
All  it  desires  it  has ;  what  monarch  more  ? 
It  is  the  greatest  enemy  to  law 
That  can  be  ;  for  it  doth  embrace  all  wrongs, 
And  so  chains  up  lawyers'  and  women's  tongues : 
*Tis  the  perpetual  prisoner's  liberty. 
His  walks  and  orchards  :  'tis  the  bond<slave's  free- 
dom, 

<  skill]  i.  e.  reason. 

'  See,  my  lordf  &c.]  An  imperfect  couplet :  see  note,  p.  52. 
VOL.  III.  M 


1S2 

And  makes  him  seer 
Ab  though  he  wore  i 
It  is  the  beggars'  mi 
Although  their  bodii 
O  my  dread  liege  !  i 
Rears  us  aloft,  make 
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proud  of  each  iron  chain, 
more  for  state  than  pain  : 
iic,  and  thus  sings, 
i  beg,  their  souls  are  kings  ; 
is  the  sap  of  bliss, 
and  angels  kisi 


And,  last  of  all,  to  end  a  household  strife. 
It  is  the  honey  'gainst  a  waspish  wife. 

Duke.  Thou  giv'st  it  lively  colours :  who  dare 

He's  mad  whose  words  march  in  so  good  array  ? 
'Twere  sin  all  women  should  such  husbands  have. 
For  every  man  must  then  be  his  wife's  slave : 
Come,  therefore,  you  shall  teach  our  court  to  shine  ; 
So  calm  a  spirit  is  worth  a  golden  mine. 
Wives  with  meek  husbands  that  to  vex  them  long. 
In  Bedlam  must  they  dwell,  else  dwell  they  wrong. 
{^Exeunt  omnei. 
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(PART  SECOND.) 


TV  Semut  Part  q/*  Ikt  Hmtil  Whore,  With  the  Amwri  q/' 
Lb  Patient  Mm,  the  Impatient  O^t .-  the  Honeil  H'here,  fiet- 
leuJed  fry  itrimg  Argmnntt  Is  tarne  Curlitan  againt :  her  braie 
refining  Ikate  ArgumenU.  And  latllg,  Ibt  Camicall  Paetagei  a/ 
<a  Ilaiiim  Bridewttl,  mhtrt  the  Scare  tndi.  Wrillen  by  Tkimiu 
Dekkrr.  London,  Printed  by  Elitabetk  All-de,Jar  Nathaniel 
Bntttr,  A*.  Dam.  1630.  ita. 

No  earlier  impreisicin  than  thst  of  1630  is  knovn  to  exist. 
It  hu  been  reprinted  in  the  aecond  and  ibird  editiuni  of 
Doddey'i  Old  Playi,  voL  iii. ;  and,  ai  there  given,  is  perhapa 
the  moil  wretcliecUy  edited  draaia  in  the  Engliib  language. 

ll  was  licenaed  bj  Sir  George  Bucke,  29lh  April,  IfiOS  : 
■ee  Chalmerg't  Suppt.  ApoL  p,  202  (wiiere  it  is  by  miitalie 
called  "  ibe  ftmvicled,"  inilead  o(  the  "  converted  Couniun, 
or  Honest  Whore").  Al  Middlelon  eertainly  wrote  a  porHon 
of  the  First  Part  of  lhi«  piny  (see  p.  3  of  the  present  vol.), 
■here  ii  every  reason  to  believe  llial  be  was  coDcerned  in  the 
compoaitioD  of  (he  Second  Part. 

Because  the  title-page  makea  no  mention  of  its  baving  been 
repreiented  on  the  stage,  Langl)Bine  very  unnecessarily  con- 
clodea  that  it  nas  never  acted.  "  The  passage,"  be  continues, 
"  between  the  Patient  Man  and  his  Impatient  Wife'i  going 
to  fight  for  the  lireecbes.  ariih  the  happy  Event,  is  expresi 
by  &■.  John  Harrington  in  Verse.  See  his  Epigrams  at  the 
end  of  Orlando  f  nriow,  Booli  I.  Epigr,  10."  Ace.  of  Engl. 
Dram.  Poelt,  p.  123.    The  epigram  in  quealioD  is  aa  follows  : 


A  man  and  nife  tlrouc  earat  who  should  be  masleri. 
And  hauing  chang'd  between  them  lioushold  speeches. 
The  man  in  wrath  brought  forth  a  paire  of  wasters,' 
And  swore  those  2  should  proue  who  ware  tlie  breeches. 
She  that  could  breake  bia  head  yet  giue  him  pUslen. 
Accepts  the  challenge,  yet  withall  buseecliea 
That  shee  (as  weakest)  then  might  strike  the  first. 
And  let  him  ward,  and  after  doe  bia  worst. 
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Sliee  Bouriihing  ai  though  slie  would  not  miue  bim. 
Laid  downe  her  cudgell,  and  with  witty  mocke 
She  (old  him  tor  hii  kindnea  she  oauld  kiiae  him 
That  now  wiui  mnrae  lo  giue  her  neuer  knock  : 
You  sware,  said  ahc,  I  sluuld  the  fim  blow  giue. 
And  I  iHeare  I'le  neuer  Krike  you  while  I  liue. 

Ab  llattring  >tut,  said  he,  ihou  dar'sL  not  G^ht  1 
I  am  no  Isrke,  quoth  she,  iiibd  doe  not  dare  me.'' 
Lei  me  point  time  and  place,  at  'tis  m;  right 
By  law  or  challenge,  and  then  tieuer  spare  me. 
Agreed,  said  he.     Then  rest  (quoth  ahe)  to  night  j 
To-morrow,  at  Cuckotdi  hauen,  I'le  prepare  me. 
Peace,  wife,  laid  he,  wee'lc  cease  all  rage  and  rancor. 
Ere  in  that  Harbor  1  will  ride  at  Ancor." 

iLAlthough  1 1  arington's  Epigrams,"  aaya  the  last  editor  al 
Dodaley'a  Old  Playi.  "were  not  printed  in  an  enlin      -- = 
until  IfilS  (tee  llitMo's  BihI.  Pott.  236),  yet  many  o 
were  writtea  when  iheir  author  (who  died  in  1612)  naa 
young  man.    It  seems  prohnhle  that  the  incident  wax  foundc 
upon  the  epigram  ;  Sot  though  Sir  John  Harington  burrowi 
trom  the  Latin  and  Italian,  he  most  likely  would  n 
from  an  English  play,  especially  when  it  appears  that  his  ori*l 
ginalily  had  been  attacked." 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


o  Tbebazii,  daMr  i/  Milan. 

unl,  hatbaud  la  hftliM. 
OsLtSDO  FsiscostXDO.'/olAn'  to  BilU^ml. 
HjITHEO,  hiLtba«d  to  Brli^enl, 
Cahdidu,  a  liim-draper, 
LoDOvico  SromiA. 

&E*ALI10. 

Carolo. 

foktineli.  ' 


I 

"     bill  1 ' 


Sa.tt¥,<a  Irish  foBlmm. 
Boti,  a  jHiKdtr. 
Umtttiof  BridemeU,  Prf«li 

IlirELICE,  tcife  la  HippiJile 
Bbllafkoht,  mife  to  Math. 
Can  dido's  Sridc. 


Fruftbttlda'i  Ought,  praperly,  lo  be  orillen  Prtitabatda! 
bill  1  have  not  altered  the  orthography  of  the  oJd  ed.,  because 
Uuheu  ufi  Id  him,  "  I'Wfr'iicB  you,"  act  iv.  tc.  t  j  and  when 
Lodovico  (forgelling  to  address  him  by  his  assumed  name 
of  Faclieco)  calls  him  "  Friscabaldo,"  he  replies,  "  FrUking 
AgiinT"  act  iv.  sc.  2. 
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ACT  !.    SCENE  I. 

A  Hall  in  HlPPOttTo's  House. 

II  one  tide  enter  BEaALDo,  Cakolo,  Foktinell.  and 
AstotFO,  mtk  Serving-men  or  Paget  altending : 
on  the  other  tide  enter  LoDovico. 

LoD.  Good  (lay,  gallants. 

All,  Good  morrow,  sweei  Lndovico. 

LoD.  How  dosi  ihou,  Carolo? 

Car.  Faith,  as  physicians  do  in  a  plague ;  see 
the  world  sick,  and  am  well  myseir. 

FoK.  Here's  a  sweet  morning,  gentlemen. 

LoD.  O,  a  morning  to  tempt  Jove  from  his 
-Ganymede :  which  13  hut  to  give  dairy- 
9  green  gowns  as  they  are  going  a-milking. 
"What,  is  thy  lord  stirring  yet? 

AsT,  Yes ;  he  will  not  be  horsed  this  hour,  sure. 

Ber.  My  lady  swears  he  shall,  for  she  longs  to 
fce  at  court. 
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Car.  O,  we  shall  ride  switch  and  spur :  would 
we  were  there  once ! 

Enter  Bryan. 

LoD.  How  now,  is  thy  lord  ready  ? 

Bry.  No,  so  crees  sa'  pne;  my  lady  will  have 
some  little  ting  in  her  pelly  first. 

Car.  O,  then  they'll  to  breakfast. 

LoD.  Footman,  does  my  lord  ride  i'  th'  coach 
with  my  lady,  or  on  horseback  ? 

Bry.  No,  foot,  la,  my  lady  will  have  me  lord 
sheet  wid  her ;  my  lord  will  sheet  in  de  one  side, 
and  my  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side.  [Exit. 

LoD.  My  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side !  did  you 
ever  hear  a  rascal  talk  so  like  a  pagan?  is't  not 
strange  that  a  fellow  of  his  star  should  be  seen 
here  so  long  in  Italy,  yet  speak  so  from  a  Christian  ? 

Enter  Antonio  with  a  book. 

AsT.  An  Irishman  in  Italy !  that  so  strange  ? 
why,  the  nation  have  running  heads.^ 

LoD.  Nay,  Carolo,  this  is  more  strange;  I  ha* 
been  in  France,  there's  few  of  them ;  marry,  Eng- 
land they  count  a  warm  chimney-corner,  and  there 
they  swarm  like  crickets  to  the  crevice  of  a  brew- 
house  ;  but,  sir,  in  England  I  have  noted  one  thing. 

B  ^     D    el  What's  that,  what's  that  of  England  ! 

LoD.  Marry  this,  sir ; — what's  he  yonder  ? 
Ber.  a  poor  fellow  would  speak  with  my  lord. 
LoD.  In  England,  sir — troth  I  ever  laugh  when 
I  think  on't,  to  see  a  whole  nation  should  be  marked 

^  running  fieads"]  Opposite  these  words  is  a  stage-direction 
in  old  ed.  "  Exchange  H'aike** — meaning,  I  presume,  that  they 
were  to  walk  up  and  down  while  they  talked. 

®  ylst.,  Ber.f  4*0.]  Old  ed.  here  and  afterwards,  "  Omnet,** 


S*tfi'  forehead,  as  a  man  may  say,  wllh  one  iron — 
why,  sir,  there  all  costermongers'are  Irishmen, 

Car.  O,  that's  to  shew  their  antiquily,  as  coming 
from  Eve,  who  was  an  apple-niTe,  und  iliey  take 
afler  tlie  mother. 

bHUc.)'^""''' «""''■  ''•■'"'■ 

LoD.  Why,  then,  should  all  your  chimney- 
■weepers  likewise  belrishmeo?  answer  that  now; 
cotne,  your  wit. 

C*B.  Faith,  that's  soon  answered ;  for  saint 
Patrick,^  you  know,  keeps  purgatory ;  he  makes 
(he  fire,  and  his  countrymen  could  do  nothing  if 
ihey  cannot  sweep  the  chimneys. 

B«.,^c.!<'~''"S''°' 

Lon.  Then,  sir,  have  you  many  of  them,  like 
this  fellow,  especially  those  of  his  hair,  footmen  to 
noblemen  and  others,''  and  the  knaves  are  very 
bithful  where  they  love  ;  by  my  faiih,  very  proper 

'  mlrrmongerM}  "  Sellers  of  apple>."     Rked. 

in  the  ■oiiihfm  part  of  the  coiintj'  of  Donegal!,  much  fre- 
queated  by  pilgrims  :  lee  a  long  note  concerning  it,  by  Reed, 
on  HeywHiil's  Fmr  P'l,— Dodsley'i  Old  flay:  vol.  i.  p.  £9, 
last  cd.  i  olio  the  prcfntory  mailer  lo  Oirain  ililti,  in  a  very 
intctatiOK  volume,  ronlaining  Ibal  sad  other  piecei  of  early 
poetry,  etliied  by  Mr.  W.  U.  U.  D.  Turnbull  and  Mr.  D.  Laing, 
Edinb.  IS3T. 

^  Jtvlmen  to  labtrmrn  and  nllitrt]  When  llii(  ptay  waa  mitten 
mtxtj  EDglish  "  Dob] erne n  and  olhen"  liacf  Irish  running 
footmen  in  tlieir  service.  So  in  Cupiifi  Whirling,  ed.  1010, 
"Come,  thou  haat  inch  u  running  wit,  'tis  like  an  Yrialifixit 
hey,"  ng.  G  3  i  in  Braihwsit'i  SlrappaJufir  tht  Diutlt,  161S, 

"  For  see  those  ihin  breech  Iruh  iackiii  runnc,"  p.  ISI  ; 
and  in  Oekker*!  EaglM  llllaitlci  lii  antral  Ijnei  priil  te  dralK 
by  Uu  priTilerf,  Sc,  1632,  "  Tlie  DeuUa  fooli-man  was  ■er; 
mmUe  o(  his  heelet,  for  no  aitd  IrUk-man  eevld  oatrannt  Him," 
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men  many  of  them,  and  as  active  as  the  cloudsy — 
whirr,  hah ! 

LoD.  And  stout,  exceeding  stout ;  why,  I  war- 
rant this  precious  wild  villain,  if  he  were  put  to't, 
would  fight  more  desperately  than  sixteen  Dun- 
kirks.** 

AsT.  The  women,  they  say,  are  very  fair. 

LoD.  No,  no;  our  country  bona-robas,'  O,  are 
the  sugar  est  delicious  rogues ! 

AsT.  O  look,  he  has  a  feeling  of  them  ! 

LoD.  Not  I,  I  protest :  there's  a  saying  when 
they  commend  nations  ;  it  goes,  the  Irishman  for 
his  hand,  [thej  Welshman  for  a  leg,  the  Englishman 
for  a  face,  the  Dutchman  for  [a]  beard. 

FoN.  I'faith,  they  may  make  swabbers^  of  them. 

LoD.  The  Spaniard — let  me  see — for  a  little 
foot,  I  take  it ;  the  Frenchman, — what  a  pox  hath 
he  ?  and  so  of  the  rest.  Are  they  at  breakfast  yet? 
come,  walk. 

AsT.  This  Lodovico  is  a  notable-tongued  fellow. 

FoN.  Discourses  well. 

Ber.  And  a  very  honest  gentleman. 

AsT.  O,  he*s  well  valued  by  my  lord. 

Enter  Bellafront  with  a  petition, 

FoN.  How  now^,  how  now,  what's  she  ? 

Ber.  Let's  make  towards  her. 

Bel.  Will  it  be  long,  sir,  ere  my  lord  come  forth  ? 

sig.  B  4.  It  appears  (see  note  on  A  Fair  Quarrel,  act  iv.  s&  4) 
that  these  Irish  footmen  used  to  carry  "  darts  "  in  their  handa. 

^  Dunkirks]  i.  e.  privateers  of  Dunkirk.  So  Shirley, — 
"  was  ta'en  at  sea  by  Dunkirks" — Works,  vol.  ii.  p.  428. 

^  hona-rohas']  See  note,  vol.  i.  p.  258. 

^  su}abhers']  i.  e.  sweepers. 


AsT.  Would  you  speak  wiih  my  lord  ? 

LoD.  How  now,  wbat's  this  ?'  a  nurse's  bill  ; 
tiaih  any  here  got  thee  with  child,  and  now  will 
not  keep  it  I 

Bel.  No,  sir,  my  business  is  unto  my  lord. 

LoD.  He's  about  his  own  wire['9]'now  ;  he'll 
hardly  despatch  two  causes  in  a  morning. 

AiT.  No  matter  what  be  says,  fair  lady ;  he's  a 
knight,  there's  no  hold  to  be  taki'n  at  his  words. 

FoN.  My  lord  will  pass  this  way  presently. 

BsR.  A  pretty,  plump  rogue. 

Abt.  a  good  lusty,  bouncing  baggage. 

Ber.  Do  you  know  her  7 

LoD.  A  pox  on  her,  I  was  sure  her  name  was  in 
my  lab!  e-book'  once;  I  know  not  of  what  cut  her 
die  is  now,  but  she  has  been  more  common  than 
(obacco  :  ihis  is  she  that  had  the  name  of  the 
Honest  Whore. 

^i*J '■"■'■••■»' 

LoD.  This  is  the  blackamoor  that  by  washing 
was  turned  white  ;    this  is  the  birding-piece  new 
scoured  ;  this  is  she  that,  if  any  of  her  religion  can 
be  saved,  was  saved  by  my  lord  Hippolito. 
AsT.  She  has  been  a  goodly  creature, 
Lar>.    She   has   been  !    that's    the   epitaph   of  all 
whores.     I'm  well  acquainted  with  the  poor  gen- 
tleman her  husband  ;  lord,  what  fortunes  that  man 
li&o  overreached  !     She  knows  not  me,  yet  I  have 
been  in  her  company ;  I  scarce  know  her,  for  the 
beauty  of  her  cheek  hath,  like  the  moon,  sufl'ered 
strange  eclipses  since  I  beheld  it:  but  women  are 
\  like  medlars,  no  sooner  ripe  but  rotten  : 

>  tatlt-booli]  L  e.  memoranduin-liouk. 
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A  woman  last  was  made,  but  is  spent  first ; 
Yet  man  is  oft  prov'd  in  performance  worst. 

Enter  HirFOLiro,  Infelice,  and  two  Waitiiig- 
nomen. 

Hip.  We  ha'  wasted  half  this  morning. — Monon, 
Lodovico. 

Lor>.  Morrow,  madam. 

Hip.  Let's  away  to  horse. 

,     '    n     [Ay,  ay,  to  horse,  to  horse. 

Bel.  I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  let  your  eye 
Read  o'er  this  wretched  paper ! 

Hip.  I'm  in  haste; 
Pray  thee,  good  woman,  take  some  apter  time. 

Inf.  Good  woman,  do. 

Bel.  O  'las,  it  does  concern 
A  poor  man's  life  ! 

Hip.  Life,  aweetheart? — Seal  yourself; 
I'll  but  read  this  and  come. 

LoD.  What  stockings  have  you  pui  on  this  morn- 
ing, madam  7  if  they  be  not  yellow,^  change  ihem  i 
that  paper  is  a  letter  from  some  wench  lo  youi 
husband. 

IsF,  O  sir,  that  cannot  make  me  jealous. 

[Exnmt  all  except  Hippoliio,  Bellafeost, 

Hip.  Your  busiDesa,  sir !  to  me  ? 


■■  if  thru  lit  pol  gellmc,  Sic,'\  Lodovji 
jrou  10  be  jealoui  -.  "  Since  CItiieiM  wiuea  filled  their  buibaodi 
with  ytUmc  hoti,  ii  no!  nilliia  the  memory  of  man."  Dekker'B 
OirUi  ^Imanaekr.  1618,  p.  7.  The  word  "  yellows"  «as  tre- 
qiwnlly  uied  for  jenlcuiy. 
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An.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Hip.  Presently,  sir. — Are  you  Matheo's  wife  ? 
Bel.  That  most  unfortunate  woman. 
Hip.  I  am  sorry 
These  storms  are  fallen  on  him  ;  I  love  M atheo, 
And  any  good  shall  do  him  ;  he  and  I 
Have  seaf'd  two  bonds  of  friendship,  which  are 

strong 
In  me,  however  fortune  does  him  wrong. 
He  speaks  here  he's  condemned :  is't  so  ? 
Bel.  Too  true. 

Hip.  What  was  he  whom  he  kill'd  ?  O,  his  name's 
here, 
Old  Giacomo,  son  to  the  Florentine ; 
Giacomo,  a  dog,  that,  to  meet  profit, 
Would  to  the  very  eyelids  wade  in  blood 
Of  his  own  children.     Tell  Matheo, 
The  duke  my  father  hardly  shall  deny 
His  signed  pardon  ;  it  was  fair  fight,  yes. 
If  rumour's  tongue  go  true  ;  so  writes  he  here. 
To-morrow  morning  I  return  from  court ; 
Pray  be  you   here    then.  —  I'll   have  done,   sir, 

straight. — 
Sut  in  troth  say,  are  you  Matheo's  wife  ? 
You  have  forgot  me. 
Bel.  No,  my  lord. 
Hip.  Your  turner, 
That  made  you  smooth  to  run  an  even  bias ; 
You  know  I  lov'd  you  when  your  very  soul 
^as  full  of  discord  :  art  not  a  good  wench  still  ? 
Bel.  Umh, — when  I  had  lost  my  way  to  heaven, 
you  shew'd  it ; 
I  was  new  bom  that  day. 

Re-enter  Lodovico. 
LoD.  'Sfoot,  my  lord,  your  lady  asks  if  you  have 


^ 


not  left  your  wench  yet  1  when  you  get  in  once, 
you  never  have  done.  Come,  come,  come,  p»y 
yoiir  old  score,  and  send  her  packing ;  come. 

Hip.  Ride  softly  on  before,  I'll  ovenake  you. 

LoD.  Your  lady  swears  she'll  have  do  riding  on 
before  without  ye. 

Hip.  Prithee,  good  Lodovico 

LoD.  My  lord,  pray  hasten.    • 

Hir.  I  come,—  [Exit  Lodovico. 

To-morrow  let  me  see  you ;  fare  you  well ; 
Commend  me  to  Malheo.     Pray,  one  word  more ; 
Does  not  your  father  live  about  the  court? 

Bel.  T  think  he  does;  but  such  rude  spots  of 

Stick  on  my  cheek,  that  he  scarce  knows  my  name. 

HiF.  Orlando  FriHCobaldo  is't  not  7 

Bel.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip.  What  does  he  for  you  ? 

Bel-  All  he  should  :  when  children 
From  duty  start,  parents  from  love  may  swerve  : 
He  nothing  does,  for  nothing  1  deserve. 

Hip.  Shall  I  join  him  unlo  you,  and  restore  you 
To  wonted  grace  1 

Bel.  It  is  impossible. 

Hip.  It  shall  be  put  to  trial :  fare  you  well. 

[_Exit  Bkllafromt. 
The  face  I  would  not  look  on !'  sure  then  'twas  rare, 
When,  in  despite  of  grief,  'tis  still  thus  fair. — 
Now,  sir,  your  business  with  tne. 

Ah.  I  am  bold 
T'  express  my  love  and  duty  to  your  lordship 
In  these  few  leaves. 

Hip.  a  book  ? 

An.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 


1  n./o«/u. 


i(  loek  i>n]  See  p.  Si. 
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HiP'  Are  you  a  scholar? 

An>  Yes,  tny  lord,  a  poor  one. 

Hip.  Sir,  you  honoitr  me  : 

Kings  may  be  scholars'  patrons ;  but,  failh,  tell  me 
To  how  many  hands  besides  hath  this  bird  flown  1 
How  many  partners  share  with  me  ? 

As.  Not  one. 
In  iroili,  not  one :  your  nnme  I  held  more  dear  ; 
I'm  not,  my  lord,  of  that  lovv-  character. 

Hip.  Your  name,  I  pray  ? 

Ak.  Amonio  Georgio. 

Hip.  Of  Milan  ? 

A».  Yes,  ray  lord. 

Hip.  I'll  borrow  leave 
To  read  you  o'er,  and  then  we'll  talk  :  till  then 
Drink  up  this  gold,  good  wits  should  love  good 
wine ;  [Cii'f^  money. 

ITiis  of  your  loves,  the  earnest  that  of  mine. — 

Re-enter  Bryan. 
How  now,  sir,  where's  your  lady  ?  not  gone  yet  ? 

Bat,  I  fert  di  lady  is  run  away  from  dee  a 
mighty  deal  of  ground  ;  she  sent  me  back  for  dine 
own  sweet  face  ;  I  pray  dee  come,  my  lord,  away  ; 
wu't  tow  go  now  1 

Hip.  Is  the  coach  gone?  saddle  my  horse,  thf 

Bbt.  A  pox  a'  de  horse's  nose!  he  is  a  lousy 
rascally  fellow  ;  when  I  came  to  gird  his  belly,  his 
scurvy  guts  rumbled,  di  horse  farted  in  my  face, 
and  dow  Icnowesc  an  Irishman  cannot  abide  a  fart  : 
but  I  have  saddled  de  hobby-horse  ;  dl  fine  hobby 
is  ready  ;  1  pray  dee,  my  good  sweet  lord,  wi't  tow 
1^  now,  and  I  will  run  to  de  devil  before  dee  f 

Hip.  Well,  sir. — I  pray  let's  see  you.  master 
Bcholnr.  [£xif  Antonio. 
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B&i.  Come,  I  pray  dec 


■,  sweet  (aceTM 


An  Apartment  in  the  Duke'*  Palace. 
Enter  Lodotico,  Carolo,  Astolfo,  and  Beralpo. 


LOD. 

Car. 
AsT. 

Godso, 
Iwhat? 

gentle 

mer 

1,  what  do  we 

forgi 

et? 

Beb. 

J 

LoD. 
hursd 

Are   ti' 
ay,  is't 

ol    we 
not?- 

all 

enjoined   as 
,  as  that  day 

this 
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day- 
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Car.  SignoT  Candido,  the  patient  n 

AaT.  Afore  Jove,  true  ;  upon  this  day  he's  mar-  - 

Ber,  I  wonder,  that 
before,  he  dares  v 
eaves  amongst  bees. 

LoD.  O,  'lis  rare  sucking  a  sweet  honeycomb  1 1 
Pray  heaven  his  old  wife  be  buried  deep  enough, 
that  she  rise  not  up  to  call  for  her  dance  '.  the  poor 
fiddlers'    instruments   wotdd   crack    for  it :    she'd 
tickle  them.     At  any  hand,  let's  try  what  mettle  Js 
in  his  new  bride:    if  there  be  none,  we'll  put  in  . 
some.     Troth,  it's  a  very  noble  citizen  ;  I  pity  he  J 
should  marry  ^ain :   I'll  walk  along,  for  it  is  i.l 
good  old  felloe 

Car.  I  warrant  the  wives  of  Milan  would  giro  I 
ar)y  fellow  twenty  thousand  ducats  that  could  but  I 
have  the  face  lo  beg  of  the  duke,  that  all  the  I 
citizens  in  Milan  might  be  bound  to  the  peace  of  J 
patience,  as  the  linen-draper  is.  F 

LoD.  O,  fie  upon't !  'twould  undo  all  us  that  are  \ 
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courtiers ;  we  should  have  no  ho""  with  the  wenches 
then. 

Enter  Hippolito. 
Cara 
AsT.  [My  lord's  come. 

Hip.  How  now,  what  news  ? 

Car.% 

AsT.  [None. 

Bee-J 

LoD.  Your  lady  is  with  the  duke  her  father. 

Hip.  And  we'll  to  them  both  presently. — 

Enter  Orlando  Friscobaldo. 

Who's  that  ? 
Car-^  • 
AsT.  [Signor  Friscobaldo. 

Hip.  Friscobaldo  ?  O,  pray  call  him,  and  leave 
me ;  we  two  have  business. 

Car.  Ho,  signor !  signor  Friscobaldo !  the  lord 
Hippolito. 

[ExeuTU  all  except  Hippolito  and  Friscobaldo. 

Or.  My  noble  lord,  my  lord  Hippolito !  the 
duke's  son !  his  brave  daughter's  brave  husband ! 
how  does  your  honoured  lordship  ?  does  your  no- 
bility remember  so  poor  a  gentleman  as  signor 
Orlando  Friscobaldo,  old  mad  Orlando  ? 

Hip.  O  sir,°  our  friends,  they  ought  to  be  unto 
us  as  our  jewels,  as  dearly  valued  being  locked  up 
and  unseen,  as  when  we  wear  them  in  our  hands. 
I  see,  Friscobaldo,  age  hath  not  command  of  your 


no  ho]  See  note,  p.  106. 
*  O  sir,  &C.J  This  speech  seems  to  have  been  intended  for 
verse,  and  is  most  probably  corrupted. 
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for  all  Time's  sickle  has  gone  orer  yoU| 
you  are  Orlando  still. 

Or.  Why,  my  lord,  are  not  tlic  Relds 
cut  down  and  stript  bare,  and  yei  wear  they 
pied  coats  again  f  though  my  head  be  like  a  leek, 
white,  may  not  my  heart  be  like  the  blade,  green  X 

Hir.  Scarce  can  I  read  the  alories  on  your  brovr 
Which  age  hath  writ  there ;  you  look  youthfid  stilL 

Or.  I  eat  anakes,"  my  lord,  I  eat  snakea :  my 
heart  shall  never  have  a  wrinkle  in  it,  so  long  at  I 
can  cry  hem  with  a  clear  voice. 

Hip.  You  are  the  happier  man,  sir. 

Oa.  Happy  man  ?   I'll  give  you,  ray  lord, 
true  picture  of  a  happy  man  :  I  was  turning  lean 
over   this   morning,   and    found   it ; 
Italian  painter  drew  !t ;  if  I  have  it  in  the  rigl 
colours,  I'll  bestow  it  on  your  lordship. 

Hip.  I  stay  for  it. 

Or.  He  thatP  makes  gold  his  wife,  but  not  hi» 
whore, 
He  that  at  noon-day  walks  by  a  priaon-door. 
He  that  i'  th'  aun  is  neither  beam  nor  mote. 
He  that's  not  mad  after  a  petticoat, 
He  for  whom  poor  men's  curses  dig  no  grave. 
He  that  is  neither  lord's  nor  lawyer's  slave. 
He  that  makes  this  his  sea  and  that  his  shore. 
He  that  in's  cofRn  is  richer  than  before. 
He  that  counts  youth  his  sword  and  age  his  staff, 
He  whose  right  hand  carves  his  own  epitaph, 
He  that  upon  his  death-bed  is  a  swan, 
And  dead  no  crow, — he  is  a  happy  man. 

"  tat  inaio]  A  luppoaed  receipt  for  restoring  youlh. 

'  He  that.  &c.]  ■•  The  turn  of  iMb  ii  the  same  wiih  Ibjo'b 
definitioa  of  ■  deserring  woman :  '  She  thai  wu  ever  Hiir, 
RDd  never  proud,'  &c.  The  luillcr  u  auperior."  Luia, 
Spec.  Iff  Engl.  Dram.  Poeti,  p.  65. 


HI 


Hir>  It's  very  well :  I  thank  you  for  this  picture. 

Oa.  After  this  picture,  my  lord,  do  I  strive  to 
hive  my  face  drawn :  for  I  am  not  covetous,  am 
not  in  debt ;  sit  neither  at  the  duke's  side,  nor  lie 
■I  his  feet ;  wenching  and  I  have  done  ;  no  man  I 
wrong,  no  man  I  fear,  no  man  I  fee ;  1  taku  heed 
how  far  I  walk,  because  I  know  yonder'a  my  home  ; 
I  would  not  die  like  a  rich  man,  to  carry  nothing 
jiway  save  a  winding-aheel,  but  like  a  good  man,  to 
leave  Orlando  behind  me ;  I  sowed  leaves  in  my 
youth,  and  I  reap  now  books  in  my  age  ;  T  fill  this 
hand,  and  empty  this  ;  and  when  the  bell  shall  toll 
for  nie,  if  I  prove  a  swan,  and  go  singing  to  my 
nest,  why,  so  !  if  a  crow,  throw  me  out  for  carrion, 
and  pick  out  mine  eyes.  May  not  old  Friscobaldot 
my  lord,  be  merry  now,  ha  ? 

Hip.  You  may :  would  I  were  partner  in  your 
mirth ! 

Oa.  I  have  a  little,  have  all  things ;  I  have  no- 
thing, I  have  no  wife,  1  have  no  child,  have  no 
chick ;  and  why  should  not  I  be  in  my  jocundare  ? 

Hit.  Is  your  wife  then  departed  ? 

Oa.  She's  an  old  dweller  in  those  high  countries, 
yet  not  from  me — here,  she's  here — hut  before  me : 
when  a  knave  and  a  quean  are  married,  they  com- 
monly walk  like  sergeants  together,  but  a  good 
couple  are  seldom  parted. 

HiF.     You  had   a  daughter    too,   sir,  had  you 


>t? 

Or,  O  my  lord,  this  old  tree  had  one  branch, 
and  but  one  branch,  growing  out  of  it !  it  waa 
joung,  it  was  fair,  it  was  straight ;  I  pruned  it 
■4kily)  dreat  it  carefully,  kept  it  from  the  wind, 
Wd  it  to  the  sun  ;  yet  for  all  my  skill  in  plant- 
Bt  grew  crooked,  it  bore  crabs ;   I  hewed  it 
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down ;   what's  become  of  it,  I  neither  know  nor 
care. 

Hip.  Then  can  I  tell  you  what's  become  of  it ; 
That  branch  is  wither'd. 

Or.  So  'twas  long  ago. 

Hip.  Her  name,  I  think,  was  Bellafront:  she's 
dead. 

Or.  Ha!  dead? 

Hip.  Yes ;  what  of  her  was  left,  not  worth  the 
keeping, 
Even  in  my  sight  was  thrown  into  a  grave. 

Or.  Dead  ?  my  last  and  best  peace  go  with  her ! 
I  see  Death's  a  good  trencherman ;  he  can  eat 
coarse  homely  meat,  as  well  as  the  daintiest. 

Hip.  Why,  Friscobaldo,  was  she  homely  ? 

Or.  O  my  lord,  a  strumpet  is  one  of  the  devil's 
vines !  all  the  sins,  like  so  many  poles,  are  stuck 
upright  out  of  hell  to  be  her  props,  that  she  may 
spread  upon  them ;  and  when  she's  ripe,  every  slave 
has  a  pull  at  her ;  then  must  she  be  prest :  the 
young  beautiful  grape  sets  the  teeth  of  lust  on 
edge ;  yet  to  taste  that  liquorish  wine  is  to  drink  a 
man's  own  damnation.     Is  she  dead  ? 

Hip.  She's  turn'd  to  earth. 

Or.  Would  she  were  turned  to  heaven  !  umh,  is 
she  dead  ?  I  am  glad  the  world  has  lost  one  of  his 
idols :  no  whoremonger  will  at  midnight  beat  at  the 
doors.  In  her  grave  sleep  all  my  shame  and  her 
own,  and  all  my  sorrows  and  all  her  sins  ! 

Hip.  I'm  glad  you're  wax,  not  marble  ;  you  are 
made 
Of  man's  best  temper  ;  there  are  now  good  hopes 
That  all  those  ^  heaps  of  ice  about  your  heart, 

•J  those'\  Old  ed.  *»  these.*' 
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^fliicTi  a  fatlier'a  love  was  frozen  up. 
Are  thaw'd  in  ihese  sweet  showers  fclch'd  from  your 

We're  ne'er  like  angels  (ill  our  passion  dies. 

She  is  not  dead,  but  lives  under  worse  Tare  ; 

I  tbink  she's  poor ;  and,  more  lo  clip  her  wings, 

Her  husband  at  this  hour  lies  in  the  jail 

For  killing  of  a  man.     To  save  his  blood. 

Join  all  your  force  with  mine ;  mine  shall  be  shewn : 

The  getting  of  his  life  preserves  your  o»n. 

On.  In  my  daughter,  you  will  say  :  does  she  live 
dien  7  I  am  sorry  I  wasted  tears  upon  a  harlot ;  but 
the  best  is,  1  have  a  liandkercher  to  drink  them  up ; 
H»p  can  wash  them  all  out  again.     Is  she  poor? 

Hip.  Trust  me,  I  think  she  is. 

Oa.  Then  she's  a  right  strumpet :  I  ne'er  knew 
any  of  their  trade  rich  two  years  together ;  sieves 
can  hold  no  water,  nor  harlots  hoard  up  money ; 
they  have  [too]  many  vents,  too  many  sluices  to  let 
it  out  I  taverns,  tailors,  bawds,  panders,  fiddlers, 
swaggerers,  fools,  and  knaves,  do  all  wait  upon  a 
common  harlot's  trencher  ;  she  is  the  gallipot  to 
which  these  drones  fly,  not  for  love  to  the  pot,  but 
for  the  sweet  Bucket'  within  it,  her  money,  her 
money. 

Hip.  I  almost  dare  pawn  my  word,  her  bosom 
Gives  warmth  to  no  such  snakes.     When  did  you 
■ce  her  7 

Or.  Not  seventeen  summers. 

Htp.  Is  your  hate  so  old  ? 

Or.  Older  ;  it  has  a  nhile  head,  and  shall  never 
die  till  she  be  buried :  her  wrongs  shall  be  my  bed- 
fellow. 
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Or.  No,  let  him  hang,  and  half  her  infamy  de- 
parts out  of  the  world.  I  hate  him  for  her  ;  he 
taught  her  first  to  taste  poison  :  I  hate  her  for  her- 
self, because  she  refused  my  physic. 

Hip.  Nay,  but,  Friscobaldo 

Or.  I  detest  hcr>  I  defy "  both  :  she's  not  minei 
she's 

Hip.  Hear  her  but  speak. 

Or.  I  love  no  mermaids ;  I'll  not  be  caught  with 
a  quail-pipe.^ 

Hip.  You're  now  beyond  all  reason. 

Or.  I  am  then  a  beast.  Sir,  I  had  rather  be  a 
beast,  and  not  dishonour  my  creation,  than  be  a 
doting  father,  and,  like  Time,  be  the  destruction 
of  mine  own  brood. 

Hip.    Is't  dotage   to   relieve   your  child,  being 
poor? 

Or.  Is't  fit  for  an  old  man  to  keep  a  whore  ? 

Hip.  'Tis  charity  too. 

Or.  'Tis  foolery :  relieve  her  ? 
Were  her  cold  limbs  stretch'd  out  upon  a  bier, 
I  would  not  sell  this  dirt  under  my  nails 
To  buy  her  an  hour's  breath ;  nor  give  this  hair, 
Unless  it  were  to  choke  her. 

Hip.    Fare   you   well,   for  I'll   trouble  you  no 
more. 

Or.  And  fare  you  well,  sir.  [^Exit  Hippolito.I — 
Go  thy  ways ;  we  have  few  lords  of  thy  making, 
that  love  wenches  for  their  honesty.  'Las,  my  gfirl, 
art  thou  poor  ?  poverty  dwells  next  door  to  despair, 
there's  but  a  wall  between  them  ;  despair  is  one  of 
hell's  catchpolls  ;  and  lest  that  devil  arrest  her,  I'll 
to  her,  yet  she  shall  not  know  me  ;  she  shall  drink 


•  defy]  i.  e.  renounce. 

*  quail-pipe]  Used  by  fowlers  to  allure  quails. 


lEST  WHORE.  145 

or  my  wealth  as  beggars  do  of  running  waler,  freely, 
yet  never  know  from  what  fountain's  head  il  flows. 
Shall  s  sUIy  bird  pick  her  own  breast  to  nourish 
ber  youDg  ones,  and  can  a  father  see  bis  child 
starre  t  that  were  hard  :  ibe  pelican"  does  it,  and 
■hall  not  I  ?  yes,  I  will  victual  the  camp  for  her, 
but  it  shall  be  by  some  Btratagem.  That  knave 
there  her  husband  will  he  hanged,  I  fear;  I'll  keep 
his  neck  out  of  (he  noose  if  I  can,  he  shall  not 
^^toow  how. 

^^^^L  Enter  tno  Serving'tnen. 

^^^^K now,  knaves?  whither  wander  you  7 
^I^^KUT  Seb.  To  seek  your  worship. 
[  Ob.  Stay;   which  of  you  baa  my  purse!  what 

money  have  you  about  you  ? 
Sec.  Ser.  Some  fifteen  or  sixteen  pounds,  sir. 
Os.  Give  it  me  [talcei  purse];  I  think  I  have 
some  gold  about  me ;   yea,  it's  well.     Leave  my 
lodging  at  court,  and  get  you  home.     Come,  sir, 
though  I  never  turned  any  man  out  of  doors,  yet 
I'll  be  so  bold  as  to  pull  your  coal  over  your  ears. 
Fi&ST  Ser.  What  do  you  mean  to  do,  sir? 

[Orlando  puts  on  the  coal  of  Fir  it  Serving- 
man,  and  gitea  him  m  exchange  his  cloak. 
Ob.  Hold  thy  tongue,  knave:  lake  thou  my 
cloak;  I  hope  !  play  not  the  pahry  merchant  fti 
this  bartering.  Bid  the  steward  of  my  bouse  sleep 
with  open  eyes  in  my  absence,  and  to  look  to  all 
things  :  whatsoever  I  command  by  letters  to  be 
done  by  you,  see  it  done.     So,  does  it  sit  well  ? 

'If  it  were  made  lor  your  worship. 
d  varlets,  you  need  not  be  ashamed 
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to  wear  blue,"  when  your  master  ia  one  of  your 
fellows.     Away!  do  not  see  me. 

Both  Ser.  This  is' excellent. 

\_Exettnl  Serving~meii.  - 

Or.  I  should  put  on  a  worse  suit  too ;  perhaps 
1  wilt.  My  vizard  is  on  ;  now  to  this  masijue. 
Say  I  should  «have  off  this  honour  of  an  old  man, 
or  lie  it  up  shorter  ;  well,  1  will  spoil  a  good  face 
for  once  :  my  beard  being  off,  how  should  I  look  ? 
even  like 

A  winter  cuckoo,  or  unfeather'd  owl ; 
Yet  better  lose  this  hair  than  lose  her  soul.    l^Exit. 


A  Room  in  Candido's  House :  Cahditio,  Ihe  Bride, 
and  QuEsU,  discovered  at  dinner ;  Prenlicei  wait- 
ing on  them. 

Enter  LoDOTico,  Carolo,  and  Astolpo." 

Can.   O  gentlemen,  so  late  ?  you're  very  wel- 

Pray,  ail  down. 

LoD.  Carolo,  didst  e'er 

Asi.  Methinks  it's  a  m 
sight. 

LoD.  What  does  he  i'  th'  middle  look  like  ? 

AsT.  Troth,  like  a  spire-steeple  iu  a  country 
village  over-peering  so  many  thatched  houses. 

■  iButeirMut]  "The  habit  of lervanU  ai  thr  time."  Reed. 

•  Lednvici,,  Carolo,  and  ^iloffo']  Oughl  not  BEriJdo  to  be  of 
the  parly  (see  p.  I3S}I  but  bJB  name  is  nol  prefixed  to  any  of 
the  ipeechei  in  (hii  uene. 

*  capi]  Set  note,  p.  58. 
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LoD.  It's  rather  a  long  pike- staff  against  so  many 
bucklers  without  pikes:'  they  sit  for  all  the  world 
like  a  pair  of  organs,*  and  he's  the  taU  great  roar- 
ing pipe  i*  th'  midst. 

AsT.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Cak.  What's  that  you  laugh  at,  aignora  ? 

LoD.  Troth,  shall  I  tell  you,  and  aloud  HI  tell  it; 
We  laugh  to  see,  yet  laugh  we  not  in  scorn, 
Amongst  so  many  caps  that  long  hat  worn. 

FiBS7  Guest.''  Mine  is  as  tall  a  felt''  ag  any  is  this 
day  in  Milan,  and  therefore  I  love  it,  for  the  block' 
was  cleft  out  for  my  head,  and  fits  me  to  a  hair. 

Cam.  Indeed,  you're  good  observers  ;  it  shews 

But,  gentlemen,  I  pray  neither  contemn 

Nor  yet  deride  a  civil  ornament ; 

1  could  build  so  much  in  the  round  cap's  praise, 

That  'bove"  this  high  roof  I  this  flat  would  raise. 

LoD.  Prithee,  sweet  bridegroom,  do't. 

Can.  So  all  these  guests  will  pardon  me,  I'll  do't. 

Guests.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Can.  Thus,  then,  in  the  cap's  honour. 
To  every  sen.  and  state  both  nature,  time. 
The  country's  laws,  yea,  and  tjie  very  clime, 
X>o  allot  distinct  habits  :  th<     , 
Jets*  up  and  down  in  silk;  the  v 
Afarches  in  buff;  the  clown  plods  on  in  gray : 
Sut  for  these  upper  garments  thus  1  say ; 

T  ^uekltTi  wilhinU  pikei']  "  The  ancient  bueklrri  had  a  pro- 
SXiineot  ipUit,  aad  sauietimes  a  piitat  in  ihc  centre  of  Ihem." 

'  pair  i^»rgttai\  i.  e-  an  organ :  compare  vol.  ii.  p.  316,  and 
vaete. 

*  FirtI  CBMt]  Old  ed.  ••  Lod."  ''  fell]  i.  e.  hat. 
'  btoek]  Le.  mould:  reenote.  p.  107. 

*  •bort]  Old  ed.  '■  loiie"— and  aa  in  Dodaley's  Old  Flayit 

*  Jilt]  i.  e.  itruu. 
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The  seaman  baa  hia  cap,  par'd  tvithout  brim  ; 
The  gallant's  head  is  feaiher'd,  thai  fits  him ; 
The  soldier  has  his  murrion  /  women  ha'  tires  ; 
Beasis  have  their  head-pieces,  and  men  ha'  theirs. 

LoD.  Proceed. 

Can.  Each  degree  has  his  fashion  ;  it's  fit  then 
One  should  be  laid  by  for  the  citizen, 
And  that's  the  cap  which  you  see  swells  not  high, 
For  caps  are  embletna  of  humility. 
It  is  a  citiien's  badge,  and  first  was  worn 
By  th'  Romans ;  for  when  any  bondman's  turn^ 
Came  to  be  made  a  freeman,  thus  'twas  said, 
He  to  the  cap  was  call'd,  that  is,  was  made 
Of  Rome  a  freeman,  but  was  first  close  shorn ; 
And  so  a  citizen's  hair  is  still  short  worn. 

LoD.  That  close  shaving  made  barbers  a  com- 
pany,  and  now  erery  citizen  uses  it, 

Cak.  Of  geometric  figures  the  most  rare 
And  perfect 'st  are  the  circle  and  the  square : 
The  city  and  the  school  much  build  upon 
These  figures,  for  both  love  proportion. 
The  city-cap  is  round,  the  scholar's  square. 
To  shew  that  government  and  learning  are 
The  perfect'st  limbs  i'  th'  body  of  a  state ; 
For  without  them  all's  disproportionate. 
If  the  cap  had  no  honour,  this  might  rear  it, 
The  reverend  fathers  of  the  law  do  wear  it. 
It's  light  for  summer,  and  in  cold  it  sits 
Close  to  the  skull,  a  warm  house  for  the  wits; 
It  shews  the  whole  face  boldly,  'tis  noi  made 
As  if  a  man  to  look  out''  were  afraid ; 

'  nHirrian]  "  A  hpitd-picce,  or  cap  of  steel."    Reed. 

■  for  whtn  any  bondiaaii'i  lum,  SicJ  Here  Reed  hsi  a  Itanud 
note  oQ  "the  ceremony  of  inaiiuiniEsion,".(from  Keimst'i  Ao- 
moB  Jnliq.),  which  1  ihink  ii  uoseceiur;  to  reprint. 

>  0B(]  Olded.  "oo'l." 
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Nor  like  a  draper's  shop  with  broad  dark  shed, 
For  he's  no  citizen  that  hides  his  head. 
Flat  caps  as  proper  are  to  city-gowns, 
As  to  armours  helmets,  or  to  kings  their  crowns. 
Let  then  the  city-cap  by  none  be  scom'd, 
Since  with  it  prmces'  heads  haye  been  adom'd. 
If  more  the  round  cap's  honour  you  would  know, 
How  would  this  long  gown  with  this  steeple^  shew  ? 

All.  Ha,^ha,  ha !  most  yile,  most  ugly. 

Can.  Pray,  signor,  pardon  me,  'twas  done  in  jest. 

BaiDE.  A  cup  of  claret  wine  there  ! 

First  P.  Wine  ?  yes,  forsooth,  wine  for  the  bride. 

Car.  You  ha'  well  set  out  the  cap,  sir. 

LoD.  Nay,  that's  flat. 

Can.<  a  health ! 

LoD.  Since  his  cap's  round,  that  shall  go  round. 
Be  bare, 
For  in  the  cap's  praise  all  of  you  haye  share. 

[They  uncover  their  headsj  and  drink.    As  First 
Prentice  offers  the  mine  to  the  Bride,  she  hits 
him  on  the  lips,  and  breaks  the  glass. 
The  bride's  at  cuffs  ! 

Can.  O,  peace,  I  pray  thee ;  thus^  far  off  I  stand, 
I  spied  the  error  of  my  servants. 
She  call'd  for  claret,  and  you  fill'd  out  sack ; 
That  cup  giye  me,  'tis  for  an  old  man's  back. 
And  not  for  hers.     Indeed,  'twas  but  mistaken ; 
Ask  all  these  else. 

^  this  steeple']  "  Of  such  hats  P.  Stubbes  speaks  in  his  cele- 
brated work,  the  Anatomie  of  Abuses,  1585.  *  Sometimes  they 
use  them  sharp  on  the  croune,  pearking  up  like  the  spere  or 
shaft  of  a  steeple,  standing  a  quarter  of  a  yarde  above  the 
crowne  of  their  heads,  some  more,  some  less,  as  please  the 
phantasies  of  their  unconstant  mindes.'  "     Reed. 

^  Caii,']  Old  ed.  **  Long."  Dodsley  gives  the  exclamation 
to  "  Car." 

J  thus]  Qy.  "  though  ?" 


Ali..  No,  faith,  'twas  but  misiaken. 
FiBBT  P.   Nay,  she  took  it  ri^ht  enoii] 
Can.  Good  Luke,  reach  her  that  glass 
bride,  pledge  me  tbeie. 


Can.  How  now? 
LoD.  Look  what  your 


[Exii.^ 


aiU. 


.  Nothing,  air,  but  about  tilling  a  wrong 
glass, — a  scurvy  trick. 

Can.  I  pray  you,  hold  your  tongue. — My 
there 
Telia  me  she  is  not  well. 

Gdebts.  Step  to  her,  step  to  her. 

LoD.  A  word  with  you  ;  do  ye  hear  ?  this  wend 
your  new  wife,  will  taki 

ding-Ehoes,  unless  you  hang  ber  up  In  hei  weddinj 
garters. 

Can.  How  ?  hang  her  in  her  garti 

LoD.  Will  you  be  a  tame  pigeon  still  ?  shall  your 
back  he  like  a  tortoise-shell,  to  let  carts  go  over 
it,  yet  not  to  break  ?     This  ehe-eal  will  have 
lives  than  your  last  puss  had,  and  will  scratch  worse 
and  mouse  you  worse  :  look  to't. 

Can.  What  would  you  have  me  do,  sir? 

LoD.  What  would  I  have  you  do  1  swear,  swt^ger^'' 
brawl,  fling  ;  for  fighting  it'a  no  matter,  we  ha'  had 
knocking  pusses  enow   already :    you   know  that 
a  woman  was  made  of  the  rib  of  a  man,  and  thst 
rib  was  crooked;  the  moral  of  which  is,  that 
must,  from  his  beginning,  be  crooked  to  his  wife 
Be  you  like  an  orange  to  her ;  let  her  c 
ao  fair,  be  you  sour  as  vinegar.     Will  you  be  ruli 
by  me? 

Can.  In  any  thing  that's  civil,  honest,  and  just. 

Lou.  Have  you  ever  a  prentice's  suit  will  fit  me! 

Can,  I  have  the  very  same  which  myself  wore. 


.r 

at 
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I'll  send  my  man  for't  within  tin's  half  hour, 
hin  thig  two  hours  I'll  be  your  prentice.  The 
dl  not  overcrow  the  cock  j  I'll  sharpen  your 
ipurs. 
Cam.  It  wiU  be  but  some  jest,  sir  1 
LoD.  Only  a  jest :  farewell, — Come,  Carolo. 

\Exeunl  Looovico,  Carolo,  and  Abtolfo. 
Guests.  We'll  take  our  leaves,  sir,  too. 
C*.^.  Pray,  conceit  not  ill 
or  my  wife's  sudden  rising.     This  young  knight, 
Sir  Lodovico,  is  deep  seen  in  physic. 
And  he  tells  me  the  disease  call'd  the  mother' 
Hangs  on  my  wife ;  it  is  a  vehement  heaving 
And  beating  of  the  stomach,  und  that  swelling 
Did  with  the  pain  thereof  cramp  up  her  arm. 
That  hit  his  lips  and  brake  the  glass :  no  harm, 
It  was  no  harm. 
Gt;BSTs.  No,  signor,  none  ai  all. 
Cas.  The   straighleat   arrow   may  fly   wide  by 


ime  dance. 

[£xfunt. 


char 
come,  we'll  closc'this  brawl  up  ii 


ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 
jf  Room  in  Matiieo's  House, 
Enter  Bellafbont  and  Matheo. 
y  my  sweet  husband  !    wcrt  thou  t 
grave, 


thy 


And  art  alive  again  ?  O  welcome,  welcome  I 

Mat.  Dost  know  me  7  my  cloak,  prithee,  lay't 
ap.  Yes,  faith,  ray  winding-sheet  was  taken  out  of 
lavender,  to  be  stuck  with  rosernary  ;^  I  lacked  but 


'  tia  mollitr']  See  n' 


■,  p.  41. 


]  Used  at  funerals  : 
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Bel.  Nay,  see,  tbou'tt  thirsty  Biill  for  poison! 

1  will  not  have  ihee  swagger. 

Mat,  Honest  ape's  face ! 

Sel.  Tis  that  sharpen'd  an  axe  to  cut  thy  throat. 
Good  love,  I  would  not  have  thee  sell  thy  eubstance 
And  time,  worth  all,  in  those  damn'd  shops  of  hell) 
Those  dicing- ho  uses,  that  stand  never  well 
But  when  they  stand  most  ill :  that  four-sijuar'd  sin 
Has  almost  lodg'd  us  in  the  beggar's  inn. 
Besides,  to  speak  which  even  my  soul  does  grieve, 
A  sortP  of  ravens  have  hung  upon  thy  sleeve. 
And  fed  upon  thee;"*  good  Mat,  if  you  please. 
Scorn  to  spread  wing  amongst  so  base  as  these  ; 
By  them  thy  fame  is  speckled  ;  yet  it  shews 
Clear  amongst  them,  so  crows  are  fair  with  crowB. 
Custom  in  sin  gives  sin  a  lovely  dye  ; 
Blackness  in  Moors  is  no  deformity. 

Mat.  Bellafront,  Bellafront,  1  protest  to  thee,  I 
■wear,  as  I  hope  [for]  my  soul,  1  will  turn  over  a 
new  leaf;  the  prison,  I  confess,  has  bit  me ;  the  best 
man  that  sails  in  such  a  ship  may  he  lousy. 

^Kitockitig  within. 

Bel.  One  knocks  at  door. 

Mat.  I'll  be  the  porter:  they  shall  see  a  jail 
cannot  hold  a  brave  spirit ;  I'll  fly  high.        [£xi<. 

Bel.  How  wild  is  his  behaviour  !  O,  1  fear 

K.poiI'd  by  prison  !    he's  half  damn'd  cornea 
there, 
nust  sit  all  storms :  when  a  full  sail 


rl]  i.  c.  aet,  company. 
4  Aad/td  Kjwn  thii,  &c.  J  Old  ed. 
"  And  fed  upon  thee:  good  Mat.  (if  you  pica 


5come  (a  ipread  w 


a  tbe  last  ed,  of  Dodslsy"*  Old  PUtf/i, 


154  THE  SECOND  PART  OF 

His  fortunes  spread,  he  lov*d  me ;  being  now  poor, 
I'll  beg  for  him,  and  no  wife  can  do  more. 

Rc'enter  Matheo  nith  Orlando  disguised  as  a 

serving'tnan. 

Mat.  Come  in,  pray ;  would  you  speak  with  me, 
sir? 

Or.  Is  your  name  signor  Matheo  ? 

Mat.  My  name  is  signor  Matheo. 

Or.  Is  this  gentlewoman  your  wife,  sir  t 

Mat.  This  gentlewoman  is  my  wife,  sir. 

Or.  The  Destinies  spin  a  strong  and  even  thread 
of  both  your  loyes  ! — ^The  mother's  own  face»  I  hi' 
not  forgot  that.  [Aside.'] — I'm  an  old  man^  sir,  and 
am  troubled  with  a  whoreson  salt  rheum,  that  I 
cannot  hold  my  water. — Gentlewoman,  the  last  man 
I  served  was  your  father. 

Bel.  My  father?    any  tongue  that  sounds  his 
name 
Speaks  music  to  me  :  welcome,  good  old  man ! 
How  does  my  father  ?  lives  he  ?  has  he  health  ? 
How  does  my  father  ?  I  so  much  do  shame  him. 
So  much  do  wound  him,  that  I  scarce  dare  name 
him. 

Or.  I  can  speak  no  more.  {jfside. 

Mat.  How  now,  old  lad  T  what,  dost  cry  ? 

Or.  The  rheum  still,  sir,  nothing  else ;  I  should 
be  well  seasoned,  for  mine  eyes  lie  in  brine.  Look 
you,  sir,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

Mat.  What  is't,  my  little  white-pate  ? 

Or.  Troth,  sir,  I  have  a  mind  to  serve  your 
worship. 

first  made  the  alteration  which  I  have  adopted :  ai  Bellafront, 
he  observes,  here  uses  the  contraction  Mat,  bo  her  huibind 
presently  calls  her  Front, 


.  To  serve  me  ?  troth,  my  friend,  my  for- 
tunes are,  aa  a  man  may  aay 

Oft.  Nay,  look  you,  sir.  I  know,  when  all  sins 
are  old  in  us,  and  ^^o  upou  crutches,  that  covetous- 
ness  does  but  then  lie  in  her  cradle  ;  'tiH  not  so 
with  me.  Lechery  loves  to  dwell  in  the  fairest 
lodging,  and  covetouencss  in  the  oldest  buildings 
that  are  ready  to  fall ;  but  my  white  head,  sir,  is 
no  inn  for  such  a  gossip.  If  a  serving-man  at  my 
years  be  not  stored  with  biscuit  enough,  that  has 
niled  about  the  world,  to  serve  hitn  the  voyaj^e 
out  of  htH  life,  and  to  bring  him  east-home,  ill 
pity  but  all  his  days  should  be  fasting  days.  I  care 
not  so  much  for  wages,  for  I  have  scraped  a  hand- 
fuU  of  gold  together ;  I  have  a  little  money,  sir, 
which  I  would  put  into  your  worship's  bands,  not 

so  much  to  make  it  more 

Mat.  No,  no.  you  say  well,  thou  sayat  well ;  but  I 
must  tell  you — how  much  is  the  money,  sayat  thouT 
Ok.  About  twenty  pound,  sir. 
hlsT.  Twenty  pound  '!  let  me  see,  that  shall  bring 

ibee  in,  after  ten  per  ccnlum  per  annum 

Ok.  No,  do,  no,  sir,  no,  I  cannot  abide  to  have 
money  engender  ;  6e  upon  this  silver  lechery,  fie  ! 
if  I  may  have  meat  to  my  mouth,  and  rags  to  my 
luck,  and  a  flock-bed  to  snort  upon,  when  I  die  the 
longer  liver  take  all. 

Mat.  a  good  old  boy,  iTaith !  Ifihou  servest 
xne,  thou  shalt  eat  as  1  eat,  drink  as  I  drink,  lie  as 
X  tie,  and  ride  as  1  ride. 

Ok.  That's  if  you  have  money  to  hire  horses, 

[Aiide. 
Mat.   Front,  what   dost  thou  think  on'i?  this 
^ood  old  lad  here  shall  serve  me. 

Bel.  Alas,  Matheo,  wilt  thou  load  a  back 
Tbatis  already  broke  f 


Mat.  Peace,  pox  o 


,  peace !  there's  a  trick 


;  I  fly  high  ;  it  shall  be  so,  Front,  as  I  tell  you. 

— Give  me  thy  hand,  thou  shalt  serve  me,  j'faith ; 

welcome  :  as  for  your  money ■ 

Oft.  Nay,  look  you,  sir,  I  have  it  here.  fl 

Mat.  Pish,  keep  it  thyself,  man,  and  then  thou'lM 

Oft.  Safe?  and' 'twere  ten  thousand  ducats,  your 
worship  should  be  my  cash-keeper ;  I  have  heard 
what  your  worship  is,  an  excellent  dunghill  cock 
to  scatter  all  abroad  ;  but  I'll  venture  twenty  pounds 
on's  head.  [Git'ei  money 'to  Matheo. 

Mat.  And  didst  thou  serve  my  worahipiiil 
father-in-law,  aignor  Orlando  Friscobaldo,  that 
madman,  once  7 

Ok.  I  served  him  so  long  till  he  turned  me  out 
of  doors. 

Mat.  It's  a  notable  chuff:  I  ha'  not  seen  him_ 
many  a  day. 

Or.  No  matter  and  you  ne'er  aee  him  : 
arrant  grandee,  a  churl,  and  as  damned   &   cnbj 

Bel.  Thou  villain,  curb  thy  tongue !  thou  e 

To  sell  thy  master's  name  to  slander  [hue. 

Mat.   Away,   asa!    he  speaks  but  truth; 
father  is  a 

Bel.  Gentleman. 

Mat.  And  an  old  knave  ;  there's  more  deceit  il 
him  than  in  sixteen  pothecaries  :  it's  a  devil ; 
may  est  beg,  starve,  hang,  damn  ;  does  he  send 
so  much  as  a  cheese  ? 

Or.  Or  so  much  as  a  gammon  of  bacon?  hefl 
give  it  his  dogs  first. 

'  md]  i.  e.  if. 
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Mat.  a  jail,'  a  jail ! 


Ob.  AJe> 


,  a  Jei 


Oa.  An  EngliBh  maatilT,  sir  ! 

Mat,  Po»  rot  out  hiB  old  slinking  garbage  ! 

Bel.  Art  not  aaham'tl  to  strike  an  absent  man 

thus  ? 

Art  not  ashani'd  to  let  this  vild'  dog  bark. 
And  Lite  my  lather  thus?  I'll  not  endure  it. — 
Out  of  tny  doors,  base  slave  ! 

Mat.  Your  doors?  a  vengeance!  I  shall  live  to 
cut  that  old  rogue's  throat,  for  all  you  take  his  part 
thus. 

0&.  He  shall  live  to  see  thee  hanged  first. 

Enter  Hifpolito. 
.  God's-BO,  my  lord,  your  lordship  is  most 
welcome ! 
I'm  proud  of  this,  my  lord. 

H[p.  Was  bold  to  see  you. 
la  that  your  wife? 
Mat.  Yes.  sir. 

Hip.  I'll  borrow  lier  lip.       [^Kis»es  Bellafroht. 
Mat.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord> 
Or.  Who'athis.l  pray,  sir? 
Mat.  My  lord  Hippolito.     What's  thy  name  t 
Ok.  Pacheco. 

Mat.  Pacheco  ?  fine  name  :  thou  seest,  Pacheco, 
I  keep  company  with  no  scoundrels  nor  base  fel- 

Hip.  Came  not  my  footman  to  you  7 


•jaif]   Old  ed.   "  JByle."— Qy.  -javen-' 
*  e{U]  i.  e.  vile  :  compare  vol.  jj.  p.  393,  a 
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Bel.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip.  I  sent  by  him  a  diamond  and  a  letter ; 
Did  you  receive  them  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  my  lord,  I  did. 

Hip.  Read  you  the  letter  ? 

BeXi.  0*er  and  o'er  'tis  read. 

Hip.  And,  faith,  your  answer  ? 

Bel.  Now  the  time's  not  fit ; 
You  see  my  husband's  here. 

Hip.  I'll  now  then  leave  you. 
And  choose  mine  hour :  but,  ere  I  part  away, 
Hark  you,  remember  I  must  have  no  nay. — 
Matheo,  I  will  leave  you. 

Mat.  a  glass  of  wine  ? 

Hip.  Not  now ;  I'll  visit  you  at  other  times. 
You're  come  off  well,  then  ? 

Mat.  Excellent  well,  I  thank  your  lordship:  I 
owe  you  my  life,  my  lord,  and  will  pay  my  best 
blood  in  any  service  of  yours. 

Hip.  ril  take  no  such  dear  payment.    Hark  you, 
Matheo ; 
I  know  the  prison  is  a  gulf;  if  money 
Run  low  with  you,  my  purse  is  yours,  call  for  it. 

Mat.  Faith,  my  lord,  I  thank  my  stars  they 
send  me  down  some;  I  cannot  sink  so  long  as 
these  bladders  hold. 

Hip.  I  will  not  see  your  fortunes  ebb ;  pray,  try  : 
To  starve  in  full  barns  were  fond'  modesty. 

Mat.  Open  the  door,  sirrah. 

Hip.  Drink  this ; 
And  anon,  I  pray  thee,  give  thy  mistress  this. 

[^Gives  to  Friscobaldo,  who  opens  the  doof^ 
first  money,  then  a  purse,  and  exit. 

• 
*  fond]  i.  e.  foolish. 
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Oft.    O  noble  spirit.'   If  no  worse  guests  here 
diveU, 
My  blue  coat'  sits  on  my  old  shoulders  well. 

Mat.  The  only  royal  fcjloiv !  he's  bountenus  as 
the  Indies.    What's  that  lie  said  to  ihee,  Bellafronl  1 

Bel.  Nothing. 

Mat.  I  prithee,  good  girl 

Bel.  Why,  I  tell  you,  nothing. 

Mat.  Nothing?  it'swell:  tricks  I  that  I  must  be 
beholden  to  a  scald,  hot-Ii^ered,  goatish  gallant,  to 
stand  with  my  cap  in  my  hand  and  vail  bonnet, 
when  1  ha'  spread  as  lof\y  sails  as  himself  I  would 
I  had  been  hanged  !  nothing  1 — Pacheco,  brush  my 
cloak. 

Or.  Where  ia't,  sir? 

Mat.  Come,"  we'll  fly  high. 
Nothing  ?  there  is  a  whore  still  in  thine  eye.  [Exit. 

0%.  My  twenty  pounds  fly'  high.     O  wretched* 

This  varlet'a  able  to  make  Lucrece  common.  \_Aside. 
How  now,  mistress  ?  has  my  master  dyed  you  into 
this  Bad  colour  ? 

Bel.  Fellow,  begone,  I  pray  thee ;  if  thy  tongue 
Itch  after  talk  so  much,  seek  out  thy  master, 
Thou'rt  a  fit  instrument  for  liim. 

Ob.  Zounds,  I  hope  he  will  not  piny  upon  me! 

Bel.  Play  on  thee  ?  no,  you  two  will  fly  together. 
Because  you're  roving  arrows  of  one  feather. 
Would  thou  wouldst  leave  my  house,  thou  ne'er 

shall  please  me  ! 
Weave  thy  nets"  ne'er  so  high, 
Thou  shalt  be  but  a  spider  in  mine  eye. 

'  blue  eoat}  See  note,  p.  K6. 

■  Comi,  Sec]  An  imperfect  <oupUt :  tte  note,  p.  S2. 

'  A]  Old  ad.  ■'  flyes." 

"  H'tiuH  Ihif  Bill]  Anglhei  imperfect  couplet. 
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Thou'rt  rank  with  poison  :  poison  temper'd  wel) 
la  food  for  health,  but  thy  black  tongue  doth  swell 
With  venom  to  hurt  him  ihat  gave  thee  bread  : 
To  wrong  men  absent  is  to  spurn  the  dead  ; 
And  so  did'st  thou  thy  master  and  my  father. 

On.  You  have  email  reason  to  take  his  part,  for  ] 
1  have  heard  him  say  five  hundred  times  you  were  I 
as  arrant  a  whore  as  ever  stiffened  tiffany  neck-  i 
cloths  in  water-starch  upon  a  Saturday  i'  th'  after^  | 

Bel.  Let  him  say  worse:  when,  for  the  earth's  J 
offence. 

Hot  vengeance  through  the  marble  clouds  is  driven,  | 
Is't  fit  earth  shoot  again  those  dans  at  heaven  I 

Ob.  And  tto  if  your  father  call  you  whore,  you' 
not  call  him  old  knave. — Friscobaldo,  she  carriei  4 
thy  mind  up  and  down;   she's  thine  own  flesh,. f 
'blood,  and  bone,    {Atide.^ — Troth,  mistress,  to  tell  I 
you  true,  the  fireworks  that  ran  from  me  upon  lino  ' 
.igainst  my  good  old  master  your  father  were  but 
to  try  how  my  young  master  your  husband  loved 
such  squibs  :  but  it's  well  known  I  love  your  father 
as  myself;   I'll  ride  for  him  at  midnight,  run  for  ■ 
you  by«wUlight;  I'll  die  for  him,  drudge  for  you  ;J 
I'll  fly  low,  and  I'll  fly  high,  as  my  master  says,  t^l 
do  you  good,  if  you'll  forgive  me.  1 

BtiL.  I  am  not  made  of  marble;  I  forgive  thee. 

Ob.  Nay,  if  you  were  mode  of  marble,  a  good 
stone-cutter  might  cut  you.  I  hope  the  twenty 
pound  I  delivered  to  my  master  is  in  a  sure  hand. 

Bel.  In  a  sure  hand,  I  warrant  thee,  for  spend- 
ing- L 

Oft.  1  see  my  young  master  is  a  madcap  and  «l 
tonus  socitif.    I  love  him  well,  mistress;  yet  as  well^ 
as  I  love  him,  I'll  not  play  the  knave  with  you : 
look  you,  I  could  cheat  you  of  this  purse  full  of  1 
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money ;  but  I  am  an  old  lad,  and  1  scorn  to  cony- 
catch,*  yet  I  ha'  been  dog  at  a  cony  in  my  time. 

[Cir«  purse. 

Bel.  a  purse?  where  hadst  it  7 

0&-  The  gentleman  tliat  went  away  whispered  in 
mine  ear,  and  charged  me  to  give  it  you. 

Bel.  The  lord  Hippolito? 

Or.  Yes,  if  he  be  a  lord,  he  gave  it  me. 

Bel.  'Tis  all  gold. 

Ob.  'Tis  like  so :  it  may  be  he  thinks  you  want 
money,  and  therefore  bestows  his  almn  bravely,  like 
a  lord. 

Bbl.  He  thinks  a  silver  net  can  catch  the  poor  : 
Here's  bait  to  choke  a  nun,  and  turn  her  whore. 
Wilt  thou  be  honest  to  me  ? 

Or.  As  your  nails  to  your  Angers,  which  I  think 
never  deceived  you. 

Bel.  Thou  to  this  lord  shall  go ;  commend  me 
to  him, 
And  tell  him  this :  the  town  has  held  out  long, 
Because  within  'twas  rather  true  than  strong ; 
To  sell  it  now  were  base  :  say,  'tis  no  hold 
Built  of  weak  stuff,  to  be  blown  up  with  gold. 
He  shall  believe  thee  by  this  token,  or  this ; 
If  not,  by  this.  [Gioin^  purse,  ring,  anil  tetters. 

Oh.  Is  this  all? 

Bel.   This  is  all. 

Or.  Mine  own  girl  still !  lAttde. 

Bel.  a  star  may  shoot,  not  fall.  [£xi/j 

Or.  a  star  ?  nay,  thou  art  more  than  the  moon, 
for  thou  hast  neither  changing  quarters,  nor  a  man 
standing  in  thy  circle  with  a  bush  of  thorns.  Is't 
possible  the  lord  Hippolito,  whose  face  is  as  civil 
as  the  outside  of  a  dedicatory  book,  should  be  a 


'  eenn'CalcK]  See  note,  p.  IG. 


102  THE  SECOND  PART  OF 

muttonmonger  ?'  A  poor  man  has  but  one  ewe, 
and  this  grandee  sheep-biter  leaves  whole  flocks  of 
fat  wethers,  whom  he  may  knock  down,  to  devour 
this,  ril  trust  neither  lord  nor  butcher  with  quick 
flesh  for  this  trick ;  the  cuckoo,  I  see  now,  sings 
all  the  year,  though  every  man  cannot  hear  him; 
but  ril  spoil  his  notes.  Can  neither  love-letters, 
nor  the  deviFs  common  pick-locks,  gold,  nor  pre- 
cious stones,  make  my  girl  draw  up  her  percullis?^ 
Hold  out  still,  wench  ! 

All  are  not  bawds,  I  see  now,  that  keep  doors. 
Nor  all  good  wenches  that  are  mark'd  for  whores. 

SCENE  II. 

Before  Candido's  Shop. 

Enter  Candido,  and  Lodovico  disguised  as  a 

Prentice. 

LoD.  Come,  come,  come,  what  do  ye  lack,'  sir  ? 
what  do  ye  lack,  sir?  what  is't  ye  lack,  sir?  Is 
not  my  worship  well  suited  ?  did  you  ever  see  a 
gentleman  better  disguised  ? 

Can.  Never,  believe  me,  signor. 

LoD.  Yes,  but  when  he  has  been  drunk.*  There 
be  prentices  would  make  mad  gallants,  for  they 
would  spend  all,  and  drink,  and  whore,  and  so 
forth ;  and  I  see  we  gallants  could  make  mad  pren- 
tices. How  does  thy  wife  like  me  ? — nay,  I  must 
not  be  so  saucy,  then  I  spoil  all — pray  you,  how 
does  my  mistress  like  me  ? 

*  muttonmonger]  i.  e.  whoremonger :  see  note,  p.  102. 

y  percullis]  i.  e.  portcullis. 

'  what  do  ye  laclc]  See  note,  p.  24. 

"  drunk']  **  i.  e.  disguised  in  liquor."    Collier. 
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Can.  Well ;  for  she  takes  you  for  a  very  simple 
fellow. 

LoD.  And  they  that  are  taken  for  such  are  com- 
monly the  arrantest  knaves  :  but  to  our  comedy, 
come. 

Can.  I  shall  not  act  it :  chide,  you  say,  and  fret, 
And  grow  impatient !  I  shall  never  do't. 

Led.  'Sblood,  cannot  you  do  as  all  the  world 
does,  counterfeit  ? 

Can.   Were  I   a  painter  that  should  live   by 
drawing 
Nothing  but  pictures  of  an  angry  man, 
I  should  not  earn  my  colours  :  I  cannot  do't. 

LoD.  Remember  you're  a  linen-draper,  and  that 
if  you  give  your  wife  a  yard,  she'll  take  an  ell : 
give  her  not  therefore  a  quarter  of  your  yard,  not 
a  nail. 

Can.  Say  I  should  turn  to  ice,  and  nip  her  love 
Now  'tis  but  in  the  bud  ?^ 

LoD.  Well,  say  she's  nipt. 

Can.  It  will  so  overcharge^  her  heart  with  grief. 
That,  like  a  cannon,  when  her  sighs  go  off, 
She  in  her  duty  either  will  recoil 
Or  break  in  pieces,  and  so  die  :  her  death 
By  my  unkindness  might  be  counted  murder.  • 

LoD.  Die  ?  never,  never.  I  do  not  bid  you  beat 
her,  nor  give  her  black  eyes,  nor  pinch  her  sides  ; 
but  cross  her  humours.  Are  not  bakers'  arms  the 
scales  of  justice,  yet  is  not  their  bread  light  ?  and 
may  not  you,  I  pray,  bridle  her  with  a  sharp  bit, 
yet  ride  her  gently  ? 

Can.  Well,  I  will  try  your  pills  : 
Do  you  your  faithful  service,  and  be  ready 

^  bud]  Old  ed.  "  blood." 
^  «  overcharge]  Old  ed.  "  ouerchange." 
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Still  at  a  pinch  to  help  me  in  this  part, 
Or  else  I  shall  be  out  clean. 

LoD.  Come,  come,  I'll  prompt  you. 

Can.  I'll  call  her  forth  now,  shall  I  ? 

LoD.  Do,  do,  bravely. 

Can.  Luke,  1  pray,  bid  your  mistress  to  come 

LoD.  Luke,  I  pray,"  bid  your  mistress  to  come 
hither ! 

Can.  Sirrah)  bid  my  wife  come  to  me  :  why, 
when?' 

First  P.^  [wi/Ain]  Presently,  sir,  she  comes. 

LoD.  La,  you,  there's  the  echo  I  she  comes. 

Enter  Bride. 

Bride.  What  is  your  pleasure  with  me  t 

Can.  Marry,  wife, 
I  have  intent ;  and,  you  see,  this  stripling  here. 
He  hears  good  will  and  liking  to  my  trade. 
And  means  to  deal  in  linen. 

LoD.  Yes  indeed,  sir,  1  would  deal  in  linen,  if 
my  mistress  like  me  ho  well  as  I  like  her. 

Can.  I  hope  to  find  him  honest ;  pray,  good  wife. 
Look  that  his  bed  and  chamber  be  made  ready. 

Bkide.  You're  best  to  let  him  hire  me  for  his 
maid: 
I  look  to  his  bed  !  look  lo't  yourself, 

Can,  Even  so  I 
I  swear  to  you  a  great  oath  - — — 

LoD.  Swear  ?  cry  zounds  ! 

*  Lod.  Lake,  I  pray,  8:c.]  Lodoiicu  repeats  in  scam  the 
gentle  language  used  by  Cundido. 

■  why,  whtn]  A  frequent  expreision  of  impatience.  See 
note,  vol.  i.p,  .'i60. 

•  FW'tP.i  Olded.  "tuke"— which  i«  the  First  Prentice's 
name:  tee  p.  ISO. 


Can.  I  will  noi, — go  [o,  wife, — I  will  not 

LoD.  That  your  great  oath  t 

C*N.  Swallow  these  gudgeons. 

LoD.  Well  said ! 

BiiDB.  Then  fast,  then  you  may  choose.* 

Can.  You  know  at  (able 

u  play'd,  swagger'd,  broke  glasses,  fie, 
nd  now,  before  my  prentice  here, 
ass  of  me,  thou^what  shall  I  call 


What  tricks  yc 
Fie,  fie,  fie !  a 
You  make  an 

Bride.  Evt 
LoD.  Call  her 
Can.  O  fie,  by  r 
cuckold. — 
Sirrah,  go  look  to  th'  shop. — How  does  this  shew  ? 
Loi>.  Excellent  well. — I'll  go  look  to  the  shop, 
air. — Fine  cambrics,  lawns  ;  what  do  you  lack  1 

[Goes  into  the  shop.^ 
v's  milk  1  ha'  drunk 
in  taste,  I'll  drink  n 


B I    then  she'll  call  i 


And  -iwaa 
Wife,  I'll  I 

Bbide. 
But  at  a  wrestling  I 
Limb'd  like 


o  roore : 


thrown  by  a  little  man. 
Can.  Andsoyou'U  throw  me!— Reach  me,  knaves, 

LoD.  A  yard  for  my  master  ! 

LoDOVico  returns  from  the  shop  ivilh  a  yard-nand, 
andJoUoTved  hij  Prenlicea. 
FiBST  P.  My  master  is  grown  valiant, 
Can.  I'll  teach  you  fencing  tricks. 

■  ThtB  fast,  fhcn  you  may  theote]  Old  ed.  tnikes  thii  the 
Br«iUne  otCandiilo"9  Biiscoh;  and  n in  Dodsley's  OldPlm/iI 
*  ili»p\  S«e  Date,  p.  6i. 
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Prentices.  Rare,  rare  !  a  prize  !  * 

LoD.  What  will  you  do,  sir  ? 

Can.  Marry,  my  good  prentice, 
Nothing  but  breathe  my  wife. 

Bride.  Breathe  me  with  your  yard  ? 

LoD.  No,  he'll  but  measure  you  out,  forsooth. 

Bride.  Since  you'll  needs  fence,  handle  your 
weapon  well. 
For  if  you  take  a  yard,  I'll  take  an  ell. — 
Reach  me  an  ell ! 

Lod.  An  ell  for  my  mistress !  [^rffi^#  mi  ett- 
wand  from  the  shop,'] — Keep  the  laws  of  the  noble 
science,  sir,  and  measure  weapons  with  her :  your 
yard  is  a  plain  heathenish  weapon  ;  'tis  too  short ; 
she  may  give  you  a  handful,  and  yet  youll  not 
reach  her. 

Can.  Yet  I  ha'  the  longer  arm. — Come,  fall  to't 
roundly. 
And  spare  not  me,  wife,  for  I'll  lay't  on  soundly : 
If  o'er  husbands  their  wives  will  needs  be  masters, 
We  men  will  have  a  law  to  win't  at  wasters.^ 

Lod.  'Tis  for  the  breeches,  is't  not? 

Can.  For  the  breeches. 

Bride.  Husband,  I'm  for  you ;  I'll  not  strike  in 
jest. 

Can.  Nor  I. 

Bride.  But  will  you  sign  to  one  request  ? 

Can.  What's  that  ? 

Bride.  Let  me  give  the  first  blow. 

Can.  The  first  blow,  wife  ?— ShaU  I  ?* 

*  a  prize"]  See  note,  p.  86. 

J  wcuters]  i.  e.  <*  cudj^ls."  Reed.  —  See,  at  p.  125,  the 
passage  quoted  from  Harington's  Epigrami, 

^  Shall  I]  **  After  *  shall  V  in  the  old  copy  is  inserted 
'  Prompt  ? '  meaning  that  Lodovico  is  to  prompt  him." 
Collier. 
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LoD.  Let  her  ha't : 
If  she  strike  hard,  in  lo  lier  and  break  her  pate  ! 

Cam.  a  bargain  :  strike  ! 

Bkidb.  Then  guard  you  from  this  blow. 
For  I  play  all  at  legs,  but  'tis  thus  low.        [A'nee/t. 
Behold,  I'm  such  a  cunning  fencer  grown, 
I  keep  my  ground,  yet  down  I  will  be  thrown 
With  the  least  blow  you  give  me  :  1  disdain 
The  wife  that  Js  her  husband's  sovereign. 
She  that  upon  your  pillow  first  did  rest. 
They  say,  the  breeches  wore,  which  I  detest : 
The  tax  which  she  inipos'd  on'  you,  I  abate  you ; 
If  me  you  make  your  master,  I  shall  hate  you. 
The  world  shall  judge  who  ofTers  fairest  play  ; 
You  win  the  breeches,  but  I  win  the  day. 

Can.  Thou  winn'si  the  day  indeed.    Give  me  thy 

I'll  challenge  thee  no  more  :  my  patient  breast 
Play'd  thus  the  rebel  only  for  a  jest : 
Here's  the  rank  rider  that  breaks  colts ;  'tis  he 
Can  tame  the  mad  folks  and  curst  wives.'" 

BaiDE.  Who?  your  man? 

Can.  My  man  T  my  r 


,  though  his  head  be 


But  he's  so  courteous,  he'll  put  off  his  hair. 

LoD.  Nay,  if  your  service  be  so  hot  a  man  cannot 
keep  his  hair  on,  I'll  serve  you  no  longer." 

BtiiOE.  Is  this  your  schoolmaster? 

LoD.  Yea,  faith,  wench,  I  taught  him  to  take  thee 


» liair  which  wan  pan  of  bin  diiguiie. 


t  gliouJd  seem,  Lodovico  lakei  off  the 
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down  :  I  hope  thou  canst  take  him  down  without 

teaching ; 

You  ha'  got  the  conquest,  and  you  both  are  friends.® 

Can.  Bear  witness  else. 

LoD.  My  prenticeship  then  ends. 

Cam.  For  the  good  service  you  to  me  have  done, 
I  give  you  all  your  years. 

LoD.  I  thank  you,  master, 
ril  kiss  my  mistress  now,  that  she  may  say, 
My  man  was  bound  and  free  all  in  one  day. 

[Exewii, 

ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  Hippolito*s  House, 

Enter  Infelice,  and  Orlando  disguised  as  a 

Serving-man. 

Inf.  From  whom,  sayst  thou  ? 

Or.  From  a  poor  gentlewoman,  madam,  whom  I 
serve. 

Inf.  And  what's  your  business  ? 

Or.  This,  madam :  my  poor  mistress  has  a  waste 
piece  of  ground,  which  is  her  own  by  inheritance, 
and  left  to  her  by  her  mother ;  there's  a  lord  now 
that  goes  about,  not  to  take  it  clean  from  her,  but 
to  enclose  it  to  himself,  and  to  join  it  to  a  piece  of 
his  lordship's. 

Inf.  What  would  she  have  me  do  in  this  ? 

Or.  No  more,  madam,  but  what  one  woman 
should  do  for  another  in  such  a  case.  My  hon- 
ourable lord  your  husband  would  do  any  thing  in 
her  behalf,  but  she  had  rather  put  herself  into  your 

^  You*vet  &c.]  Must  stand  as  a  line  by  itself,  becauie  it 
forms  a  couplet  with  the  two  next  speeches. 
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lands,  because  you,  a  woman,  may  do  more  with 
the  duke  your  father. 

Inf.  Where  lies  this  land  ? 

Or.  Within  a  stone's  cast  of  this  place  :  my  mis- 
tress, I  think,  would  be  content  to  let  him  enjoy  it 
afW  her  deceaee,  if  that  would  serve  his  turn,  so 
my  master  would  yield  too  ;  but  she  caimot  abide 
to  hear  that  the  lord  should  meddle  with  h  in  her 
lifetime. 

Ihf.  Is  she  then  married  t  why  slirs  not  her 
husband  in  it? 

Ob.  Her  husband  stirs  in  it  underhand  ;  but 
because  the  other  is  a  great  rich  man,  my  master 
is  loath  to  be  seen  in  it  too  much. 

Inf.  Let  her  in  writing  draw  the  cause  at  large, 
And  I  will  move  the  duke. 

Ob,  'Tis  set  down,  madam,  here  in  black  and 
white  already.  Work  it  so,  raadani,  thai  she  may 
keep  her  own  without  disturbance,  grievance,  mo- 
lestation, or  meddling  of  any  other,  and  she  bestows 
this  purse  of  gold  on  your  ladysliip. 

Inf.  Old  man,  I'll  plead  for  her,  but  take  no 
fees; 
Give  lawyers  ihem,  I  swim  not  in  that  flood  ; 
I'll  touch  no  gold  till  I  have  done  her  tjood. 

Or,  I  would  all  proctors"  clerks  were  of  your 
mind !  I  should  law  more  amongst  them  than  1  do 
then.  Here,  madam,  is  the  survey,  not  only  of  the 
manor  itself,  but  of  the  grange-bouse,  with  every 
meadow,  pasture,  plough-land,  cony-burrow,  fish- 
pond, hedge,  ditch,  and  bush,  that  stands  in  it. 

IGives  a  letter. 

Inf.  My  husband's  name  and  hand  and  scilI  at 

To  a  love-letter!  where  hadst  thou  this  writing  'i 


Qtii: —•^' 
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Or.  From  the  foresaid  party,  madam,  that  would 
keep  the  foresaid  land  out  of  the  foresaid  lord's 
fingers. 

Inf.  My  lord  turned  ranger  now  ! 

Or.  You're  a  good  huntress,  lady;  you  hm' 
found  your  game  already  :  your  lord  would  fain  be 
a  ranger,  but  my  mistress  requests  you  to  let  him 
run  a  course  in  your  own  park ;  if  you'll  not  do't 
for  love,  then  do't  for  money;  she  has  no  white 
money,  but  there's  gold ;  or  else  she  prays  you  to 
ring  himP  by  this  token,  and  so  you  shaU  be  sure 
his  nose  will  not  be  rooting  other  men's  pastures. 

[_Gives  purse  and  ring* 

Inf.  This  very  purse  was  woven  with  mine*  own 
hands ; 
This  diamond,  on  that  very  night  when  he 
Untied  my  virgin  girdle,  gave  I  him : 
And  must  a  common  harlot  share  in  mine  ? 
Old  man,  to  quit  thy  pains,  take  thou  the  gold. 

Or.  Not  I,  madam ;  old  serving-men  want  no 
money. 

Inf.  Cupid  himself  was  sure  his  secretary ; 
These  lines  ^  are  even  the  arrows  Love  let  flies. 
The  very  ink  dropt  out  of  Venus*  eyes. 

Or.  I  do  not  think,  madam,  but  he  fetched  off 
some  poet  or  other  for  those  lines,  for  they  are 
parlous '  hawks  to  fly  at  wenches. 

i>  ring  him']  **  To  prevent  swine  from  doing  mischief,  it  is 
usual  to  put  rings  through  their  nostrils."     Reed. 

^  These  lines,  &c.]  **  Probably,  to  amend  the  grammar,  we 
ought  to  read, 

*  These  lines  are  ev'n  the  arrows  Love  lets  fly, 
The  very  ink  dropt  out  of  Venus*  eye.'  "      Collier. 

No :  I  believe  the  author  wrote  the  couplet  as  given  in  the  tezL 
'  parlous]  A  corruption  of  perilous — i.  e.  dangerously  shrewd. 


.  Here's  honied  poison  !    to  me  he  ne'er  thus 

But  luat  ciui  set  a  double  edge  on  wit. 

Ob.  Nay,  that's  true,  madam  ;  a  wench  will  whet 
sny  thinn,  if  it  be  not  too  dull. 

Inf.  Oaths,  promises,  preferments,  jewels,  gold, 
What  snares  should  break,  if  all  these  cannot  hold  ? 
What  creature  is  thy  tnistress  ? 

Or.  One  of  those  creatures  thai  are  contrary  to 

Inf.  What  manner  of  woman  ? 

Ob.  a  little  tiny  woman,  lower  than  your  lady- 
ship by  head  and  shoulders,  but  as  mad  a  wench  as 
ever  unlaced  a  petticoat :  these  things  should  1 
indeed  have  delivered  to  my  lord  your  husband. 

Inf.  They  are  deliver'd  better  :  why  should  she 
Send  back  these  things  1 

Ob,  'Ware,  "ware!  there's  knave ry, 

Inf.    Strumpets,   like   cheating   gamesters,  will 

At  first ;  these  are  but  baits  to  draw  him  in. 
How  might  I  learn  his  hunting  hours  ? 

Oa.  The  Irish  footman  can  tell  you  all  his 
hunting  hours,  the  park  he  hunts  in,  the  doe  he 
would  strike  ;  that  Irish  shackaiory*  beats  the  bush 
for  him,  and  knows  all ;  he  brought  that  letter  and 
that  ring ;  he  is  the  carrier. 

InF.  Know'st  thou  tvhat  other  gids  have  pass'd 
between  them? 

Or.  Little  saint  Patrick  knows  all. 

Ikf.  Him  I'll  examine  presently. 


'  ihaekalwg]  "  i.  e.  hound.  So  in  Tlie  Want 
tig,  n  '  —  far  Time,  though  he  be  an  old  man,  is  a 
feoiman :  no  ihaeJralorg  comei  neerc  liiin,  if  hee  oi 
itsrt,  hee'i  gone,  and  you  gone  too.'  "    Used. 
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Or.  Not  whilst  I  am  here,  sweet  madam. 
Inf.  Be  gone,  then,  and  what  lies  in  me  com* 
mand.  lExit  Orlando. 

Come  hither,  sirrah ! 

Enter  Brtan. 

How  much  cost  those  satins 
And  cloth  of  silver  which  my  husband  sent  by  you 
To  a  low  gentlewoman  yonder  ? 

Dry.  Faat  satins  ?  faat  silvers  ?  faat  low  gentle- 
folks ?  dow  pratest  dow  knowest  not  what,  i'uiat,  la. 

Inf.  She  there  to  whom  you  carried  letters. 

Bry.  By  dis  hand  and  bod  dow  saist  true,  if  I 
did  so,  O  how?  I  know  not  a  letter  a'  de  book;, 
i*faat,  la. 

Inf.  Did  your  lord  never  send  you  with  a  ring, 
sir, 
Set  with  a  diamond  ? 

Bry.  Never,  sa  crees  sa'  me,  never !  he  may  run* 
at  a  towsand  rings,  i'faat,  and  I  never  hold  his 
stirrup  till  he  leap  into  de  saddle.  By  saixit 
Patrick,  madam,  I  never  touch  my  lord's  diamond, 
nor  ever  had  to  do,  iTaat,  la,  with  any  of  his  pre- 
cious stones. 

Enter  Hippolito. 

Inf.  Are  you  so  close,  you  bawd,  you  pandering 
slave  ?  [^Strikes  km* 

Hip.  How  now  ?  why,  Infelice,  what's  your 
quarrel  ? 

Inf.  Out  of  my  sight,  base  varlet !  get  thee  gone. 

Hip.  Away,  you  rogue ! 

Bry.  Slawnc  loot,  fare  de  well,  fare  de  well.  Ah 
marragh  frofat  hoddah  hreen  !  •  \ExU* 

*  rutif  &c.]  See  note,  vol.  i.  p.  390. 
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Hip.  What,  grown  a  fighter  1  prithee,  what's  the 

1st.  If  you'll  needs  knon,  it  was  ahout  the  clock; 
Hovr    works    the   day,    my    lord,    pray,   by   your 
WBtch  7 
Hip.  Lest  you  cuff  me,  I'll  tell  you  pretenily; 

Ikf.  How,  two?  I'm  scarce  at  one. 
Hip.  One  of  us  then  goes  false. 
Imp.  Then  sure  'tis  you  ; 
Mine  goes  by  heaven's  dial,  the  sun,  and  it  goes 

Hip.    I  think  indeed   mine  runs  somewhat  loo 

Inf.  Set  it  to  mine  at  one  then. 

HiF.  One?  'tis  past: 
'Tis  past  one  by  the  sun. 

Ikf.  Puith,  then,  belike 
Neither  your  clock  nor  mine  docs  truly  strike  ; 
And  since  it  is  uncertain  which  goes  true, 
Better  be  false  at  one  than  false  at  two. 

Hip.  You're  very  pleasant,  madam. 

Inf.  Yet  not  merry. 

Hip.  Why,  Infelice,  what  should  make  you  sad  ? 

Inf.    Nothing,  my  lord,   but   my   false  watch  : 
pray,  lell  me, — 
You  see  my  clock  or  yours  Is  out  of  frame. 
Must  we  upon  the  workman  lay  the  blame. 
Or  on  ourselves"  that  keep  them  ? 

HiF.  Faith,  on  both  : 
He  may  by  knavery  spoil  them,  we  by  sloth. 
But  why  talk  you  all  riddle  thus  ?  1  read 
Strange  comments  in  those  margins  of  your  looks  : 
Your  cheeks  of  late  are,  like  bad-printed  books, 

■  DiirHfwi]  Old  ed.  "  jooTKlHei." 
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So  dimly  charactered,  I  scarce  can  spell 
One  line  of  love  in  them  :  sure  all's  not  well. 

Inf.  All  is  not  well  indeed,  my  dearest  lord : 
Lock  up  thy  gates  of  hearing,  that  no  sound 
Of  what  I  speak  may  enter. 

Hip.  What  means  this  ? 

Inf.  Or  if  ray  own  tongue  must  myself  betray, 
Count  it  a  dream,  or  turn  thine  eyes  away, 
And  think  me  not  thy  wife.  [^Kneels. 

Hip.  Why  do  you  kneel  ? 

Inf.  Earth  is  sin's  cushion :  when  the  sick  soul 
feels 
Herself  growing  poor,  then  she  turns  beggar,  cries 
And  kneels  for  help.     Hippolito — for  husband 
I  dare  not  call  thee — I  have  stol'n  that  jewel 
Of  my  chaste  honour,  which  was  only  thine. 
And  given  it  to  a  slave. 

Hip.  Ha? 

Inf.  On  thy  pillow 
Adultery  and  lust  have  slept :  thy  groom 
Hath  climb'd  the  unlawful  tree,  and  pluck'd  the 

sweets  ; 
A  villain  hath  usurp'd  a  husband's  sheets. 

Hip.  'Sdeath,  who? — a  cuckold! — who? 

Inf.  This  Irish  footman. 

Hip.   Worse  than  damnation !  a  wild  kem,^  a 

A  dog  whom  I'll  scarce  spurn  !     Long'd  you  for 

sham[r]ock  ? 
W^ere  it  my  father's  father,  heart,  I'll  kill  him, 

^  kern]  i.  c,  properly,  an  Irish  foot-soldier — a  low,  savage 
fellow ;  **  the  very  drosse  and  scum  of  the  countrey,"  says 
B.  Iliche,  .  .  .  **  that  live  by  robbing  and  spoyling  the  poor 
countreyman :"  (vide  Boswell's  note  on  Macbeth — MaIone*s 
Shakespeare t  vol.  xi.  p.  16.)  So  too  Bryan  afterwards  talks 
of  going  to  steal  cows  again  in  Ireland,  p.  177. 


^TSthougli  I  lali 
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uAough  I  lake  tiim  on  his  death-beil  gasping 
'Twixt  heaven  and  bell !  a  sbag-hair'd '  cur!    Bold 

strumpet,  I 

Why  hang'al  thou  on  me  ?  think'st  I'll  be  a  bawd 
To  a  whore,  becnuse  she's  noble  1 

Ikf.  1  beg  but  this, 
Set  not  my  shame  out  lo  the  world's  broad  eye, 
Yei  let  thy  vengeance,  like  my  fault,  soar  high. 
So  ii  be  in  darken'd  clouds. 

Hip.  Darken'd  ?  my  horns 
Cannot  be  darken'd,  nor  shall  my  revenge. 
A.  harlot  lo  my  slave  ?  the  act  is  base. 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  not  thy  disgrace* 
Could  not  I  feed  your  appetite  1  O  women, 
You  were  created  angels,  pure  and  fair. 
But  since  the  first  fell,  tempting  devils  you  are  ! 
You  should  be  men's  bhss,  but  you  prove  their 

Were  there  no  women,  men  might  live  like  gods. 
You  ha'  been  too  much  down  already  ;  rise, 
Get  from  my  sight,  and  henceforth  shun  my  bed  ; 
I'll  with  no  strumpet's  breath  be  poisoned. 
As  for  your  Irish  lubrican,^  that  spirit 
Whom  by  preposterous  charms  thy  lust  hath  rais'd 
In  a  wrong  circle,  him  I'll  damn  more  black 
Than  any  tyrant's  soul. 
IiTF,  Hippolito ! 

■  thag-haird^  "Shakespeare  l»»iow»  ihe  Mice  epithet 
on  B  Icern  of  IreUnd,  in  the  Second  Part  of  King  Htnri/  Ft. 
[■c[  iii.  ac.  I]."     Reed. 

■  ihalt  nat  thg  liiigrace'i  Old  ed.  "  shall  thy  disfp'BCC  ;"  but 
•ee  Infelice'a  repeiidon  ot  Ihe  paasage  in  ihe  nexl  page. 

r  lubriem'}  Cmnpare  Druf  too  ; 

I"  By  the  Mandrakc'a  ilreadfull  gronnes, 
By  ihe  Labrican's  sad  moanti,"  &c. 
NinpAJrfiD  (appended  to  Bsillaile  iff  Agincuurt,  &G.), 
p.  127,  ed.  1G27. 
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Hip.  Tell  me,  didst  thou  bait  hooks'  to  draw  him 
to  thee, 
Or  did  he  bewitch  thee  ? 

Inf.  The  slave  did  woo  me. 

Hip.  Two-wooes^  in  that  screech-owl's  language! 
O,  who*d  trust 
Your  cork-heeVd  sex  ?  I  think,  to  sate  your  lost, 
You*d  love  a  horse,  a  bear,  a  croaking  toad* 
So  your  hot  itching  veins  might  have  their  bound* 
Then  the  wild  Irish  dart^  was  thrown  ?  come,  how  ? 
The  manner  of  this  fight  ? 

Inf.  *Twas  thus  :  he  gave  me  this  battery  first — 

o.i 

Mistake — ^believe  me,  all  this  in  beaten  gold  ; 
Yet  I  held  out,  but  at  length  thus^  was  charm'd. 

[^Gives  letter,  purse,  and  ring. 
What,  change  your  diamond,  wench  ?    the  act  la 

base. 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  not  your  disgrace. 
Could  not  I  feed  your  appetite  ?  O  men. 
You  were  created  angels,  pure  and  fair. 
But  since  the  first  fell,  worse  than  devils  you  are  ! 
You 'should  our  shields  be,  but  you  prove  our  rods : 
Were  there  no  men,  women  might  live  like  gods. 
Guilty,  my  lord  ? 

Hip.  Yes,  guilty,  my  good  lady. 

■  hooks']  Old  ed.  "  Hawkes/*  which  in  Dodsley's  Old  Play 
is  carefully  modernised  to  "  hawks  ! " 

*  Two-wooes"]  A  play  on  the  word  which  expresses  the  note 
of  the  owl ; 

**  Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl, 
To'ivho, 
Tu-whit,  to'whof  a  merry  note,"  &c. 

Shakespeare's  Lovers  Labour* s  Lost,  act  v.  sc  2. 

*>  Irish  dart]  An  allusion  to  the  darts  carried  by  the  Irish 
running  footmen :  see  note  on  Jf  Fair  Quarrel,  act  iy.  sc.  4. 

•  thus]  Old  ed.  "  this." 
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Ikt.  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  but  henceforth  shun 

With  no  whore's  leavings  I'll  be  poisoned.      [Exit, 

Hip.  O'erreach'd  so  finely  ?  'tts  the  very  diamond 
And  letter  ivhich  I  sent :  this  sillany 
Some  spider  closely  weaves,  whose  poison'd  bulk^ 
I  mast  let  forth.     Who's  there  without  ? 

Sea.  [mlhin]  My  lord  calls. 

Hip.  Send  mc  the  footmati. 

Ser.   [nrifAin]    Call   the   footman   to   my   lord. — 
Bryan,  Bryan  ! 

Hip.  It  can  be  no  man  else.     That  Irish  Judas, 
Bred  in  a  country  where  no  venom  prospers' 
But  in  the  nation's  blood,  hath  thus  betray'd  me. — 


Slave,  get  you  from  your  service  ! 

Bbt.  Faat  meanest  thou  by  this  now  ? 

Hip.  Question  me  not,  nor  tempt  my  fury,  villain : 
Couldsl  thou  turn  all  the  mountains  in  the  land 
To  hills  of  gold,  and  give '^  me,  here  thou  stay's!  not. 

Bttv.   rt'aat,  I  care  not. 

Hip.  Prate  not,  hut  get  thee  gone  ;  I  shall  send 
else. 

Bur.  Ay,  do,  prcdee  ;  I  had  rather  have  thee  make 
a  scabbard  of  my  guts,  and  let  out  all  de  Irish 
puddings  in  my  poor  belly,  den  to  be  a  false  knave 
to  dee,  i'faat ;  i  will  never  see  dine  own  sweet  face 
more.  A  mawhid  deer  a  gra,  fare  dee  well,  fare 
dee  well;  I  will  go  steal  cows  again  in  Ireland. 

lExit. 

'  fcitt]  "  i.  e.  bojy,"      Reeb. 

*  a  mmtry  where  na  Beaom  proipera]  Saint  Patrick,  sccordiDg 
lo  Ibc  legend,  having  purged  Ireland  From  all  TeDomaut 
Ereacineii  aee  Shirley's  St.  Patrick /or  Inland,  act  T.  sc.  3 — 
Werh,  tol.  i». 
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Hip.   He's   damn'd  that  rais'd  this  whirlwiad^ 
which  hath  blown 
Into  her  eyes  this  jealousy ;  yet  I'll  on, 
I'll  on,  stood  arm*d  devils  staring  in  my  face : 
To  be  pursu'd  in  flight  quickens  the  race. 
Shall  my  blood-streams  by  a  wife's  lust  be  barr'd  ? 
Fond  B  woman,  no ;  iron  grows  by  strokes  more 

hard: 
Lawless  desires  are  seas  scorning  all  bounds. 
Or  sulphur  which,  being  ramm'd  up,  more  con- 
founds ; 
Struggling  with  madmen  madness  nothing  tames. 
Winds  wrestling  with  great  fires  incense  Uie  flames. 

SCENE  11. 

A  Room  in  Matheo's  House. 

Enter  Bellafront,  and  Orlando  disguised  as  a 

Serving-man. 

Bel.  How  now,  what  ails  your  master  ? 

Or.  Has  taken  a  younger  brother's  purge,  for- 
sooth, and  that  works  with  him. 

Bel.  Where  is  his  cloak  and  rapier  ? 

Or.  He  has  given  up  his  cloak,  and  his  rapier  is 
bound  to  the  peace  :  if  you  look  a  little  higher,  you 
may  see  that  another  hath  entered  into  hatband  for 
him  too.  Six  and  four  have  put  him  into  this 
sweat. 

Bel.  Where's  all  his  money  ? 

Or.  'Tis  put  over  by  exchange  :  his  doublet  was 
going  to  be  translated,  but  for  me  :  if  any  man 
would  ha'  lent  but  half  a  ducat  on  his  beard,  the 

c  Fond']  i.  e.  foolish. 


bair  of  it  had  sti 
time  ;  I  Imd  but  < 
glad  to  niggle  oui 
him  tliorough  tlie  i 
I,  nnd  the 


[ft  a  pair  of  breeches''  by  this 
ine  poor  penny,  and  that  I  was 
and  buy  a  holly-wand  to  grace 
treet ;  as  liap  was,  liis  boots  were 
make  people  think  he  bad 


been  riding,  and  I  had  run  by  him. 


Enter  MiTiii 


^^£.     ( 

^^^H  How  does  my  sweet  Matheo  ? 

■^^^piT.  O  rogue,  of  what  devilish  stufT  are  these 
'     (Hee  made  of?  of  the  parings  of  the  devil's  corns 
of  his  toes,  that  they  run  thus  damnably? 

Bel.  I  prithee,  vex  not. 

Mat.  If  any  handicraft's- man  was  ever  suffered 
to  keep  shop  in  bell,  it  will  be  a  dice-maker ;  he's 
able  lo  undo  more  souls  than  the  devil :  I  played 
with  mine  own  dice,  yet  lost.  Ha'  you  any 
money  ? 

Bel.  'Las,  I  ha'  none  I 

Mat.  Must  have  money,  must  have  some;  must 
have  a  cloak,  and  rapier,  and  things  :  will  you  go 
set  your  lime-twigs,  and  get  the  some  birds,  some 
money  ? 

Bel.  What  lime-lwigs  should  [  set? 

Mat.  You  will  not,  then  !  must  have  cash  and 
pictures:  do  ye  hear,  frailty,  shall  I  walk  in  a 
Plymouth  cloak^  that's  to  say,  like  a  rogue,  in  my 

■  iluft  a  pair  of  brecchei]  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  111. 

'  Ikn]  (jy.  "  them  1" 

i  PtymBulh  cloali\  "  '  Tbat  is,'  sAfi  lU^,  in  tiii  Prevrrit, 
1742,  p.  23H,  '  ■  cant,  a  ilaf:  whereof  this  is  tlie  occuioo. 
Huy  a  man  of  good  extraction,  earning  home  frotn  Cur  voy- 
■gei,  may  chance  to  land  bere,  aud,  being  out  of  loiu,  is 
unable  for  the  present  lime  and  place  lo  recruit  himiclr  wilh 
dothe*.  Here  (if  not  friendly  provided)  they  make  the  next 
■rood  their  dmper'i  ihop,  where  a  atafTcut  out  lervea  Ihem 
lor  ■  covering:.  For  we  use  when  we  walk  in  coerpa  lo  carry 
\t  hands,  but  none  when  in  a  cloak.'  "     Reed. 
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hose^  and  doublet,  and  a  crab-tree  cudgel  in  my 
hand,  and  you  swim  in  your  satins?  must  have 
money  ;  come.  {^Taking  off' her  gomn. 

Or.  Is*t  bed-time,  master,  that  you  undo  my 
mistress  ? 

Bel.  Undo  me  ?  yes,  yes,  at  these  riflings  I 
Have  been  too  often. 

Mat.  Help  to  flay,  Pacheco. 

Or.  Flaying  call  you  it? 

Mat.  ril  pawn  you,  by  th'  Lord,  to  your  very 
eyebrows ! 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart ;  since  heaven  will  have 
me  poor. 
As  good  be  drown'd  at  sea  as  drown'd  at  shore. 

Or.  Why,  hear  you,  sir  ?  i'faith,  do  not  make 
away  her  gown. 

Mat.  O,  it's  summer,  it*s  summer ;  your  only 
fashion  for  a  woman  now  is  to  be  light,  to  be  light. 

Or.  Why,  pray,  sir,  employ  some  of  that  money 
you  have  of  mine. 

Mat.  Thine  ?  1*11  starve  first,  1*11  beg  first ;  when 
I  touch  a  penny  of  that,  let  these  fingers*  ends  rot. 

Or.  So  they  may,  for  that*s  past  touching.  I 
saw  my  twenty  pounds  fly  high.  {^Atide. 

Mat.  Knowest  thou  never  a  damned  broker 
about  the  city  ? 

Or.  Damned  broker  ?  yes,  five  hundred. 

Mat.  The  gown  stood  me  in  above  twenty 
ducats ;  borrow  ten  of  it :  cannot  live  without 
silver. 

Or.  ril  make  what  I  can  oft,  sir,  1*11  be  your 
broker, — 
But  not  your  damn'd  broker  :  O  thou  scurvy  knave ! 
What  makes  a  wife  turn  whore  but  such  a  slave  ? 
[Aside,  and  exit  with  Bellafront's  gown* 

J  hoie]  i.  c.  breeches 


THE  HONEST  V 


Mat.  How  now,  little  cliick,  what  ailest?  weep- 
ing for  8  haDdTul  of  tailor's  slireda  ?  pox  on  them  ! 


ether 


not  silks 


's? 


e  not  for  gay  feathers,  I. 

Mat.  What  dost  care  for,  then  !  why  dost  grieve? 

Bel.  Why  do  1  grieve  ?  a  thousand  sorrows  strike 
At  one  poor  heart,  and  yet  it  lives.     Matheo, 
Thou  art  a  gamester;  prithee,  throw  at  all. 
Set  all  upon  one  cast.     We  kneel  and  pray. 
And  struggle  for  life,  yet  must  be  cast  away  : 
Meet  misury  quickly  then,  split  ail,''  sell  all ; 
And  when  thou'st  sold  all,  spend  it ;  but,  1  beseech 

thee. 
Build  not  thy  mind  on  me  to  coin  thee  more : 
To  get  it,  wouldst  thou  have  me  play  the  whore  ? 

Mat.  'Twas  your  profession  before  I  married  vou. 

Bel.  Umh?  'twas  indeed ;  if  all  men  should  be 
branded 
For  sins  long  since  laid  up,  who  could  be  sav'd  ? 
The  cjuarter-day's  at  hand  ;  how  will  you  do 
To  pay  the  rent,  Matheo  1 

Mat.  Whv,  do  as  all  of  our  occupation  do  against 
quarter-days  ;  break  up  house,  remove,  shift  your 
lodgings  ;  pox  a'  your  quarters  ! 

Enltr  LoDovico, 
LoD.  Where's  this  gallant? 

Mat.  Signer  Lodovico?  how  does  my  little  Mirror 
of  Knighthood  ?'  this  is  kindly  done,  i'faith  ;  wel- 
come,  by  my  troth. 

Loo.    And  how  dost,  frolic  ?  —  Save  you,  fair 
lady.— 
Thou  lookest  smug  and  bravely,  noble  Mat. 

"  •flit  att\  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  SIS. 

<  Mirror  a/ Knigklhiml]  The  name  ofa  celebraleil  romaucc, 
tnualited  bom  the  SpuiiilL 

[«0L.  III.  R 


Mat.  Drink  and  fceil,  laugh  and  He  warm. 
LoD.  Is  iliis  thy  wife  1 

Wat,  a  poor  gentlewoman,  sir,  whom  I  make 
use  of  a"  nights. 

LoD.  Pay  custom  to  your  lips,  sweet  Indy. 

Mat.  Borrow  some  shells'"  of  him — some  wine, 
sweetheart. 

LoD.  I'll  send  for't  then,  i'faith. 

Mat.  You  send  for't  f^ — Some  wine,  1  prithee. 

Bel.  I  ha'  no  money. 

Mat.    -Sblood,  nor  I.  — What  wine  love  you, 

LoD.  Here,  or  I'll  not  stay,  I  protest :   trouble 
ihe  gentlewoman  loo  much  ?     [Given  money  to  B 
,   nho  goes   ottt.]      And   what   news  i 
abroad,  Matheo  ? 

Mat.  Troth,  none.    O  signor,  we  ha'  been  n 

Lon.  And  no  doubt  shall  agen  :" 
The  divine  powers  never  shoot  darts  at  men 
Mortal,  to  kill  them. 

Mat.  You  say  true. 

LoD.  Why  should  we  grieve  at  want !  say  t 
world  made  thee 
Her  minion,  that  thy  head  lay  in  her  lap. 
And  that  she  danc'd  thee  on  her  wanton  kneei 
She  could  but  give  thee  a  whole  world,  that's  all, 
And  that  all's  nothing ;  the  world's  greatest  part 
Cannot  (ill  up  one  corner  of  thy  heart. 
Say  the  three  corners  were  all  Rll'd,  alas 
Of  what  art  thou  possess'd  ?  a  thin-blow 

"  ihclli]  A  cant  lerm  for  money:  see  nole,  voL  ii.  p.  fi 
°  agm)  The  old  speliing  ol  again,  and  nerpsiary  hen 
tbe  rhyme.—This  ii  an  imperrecl  couplet  (compare  p.  52,  ■ 
iiole),  for  tbe  preceding  speech  of  Malheo  b  '  ' 
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Such  as  by  boys  ia  poff'd  into  the  air. 

Were  twenty  kingdoniB  thine,  thou'dst  live  in  care  ; 

Tbou  coulilat  not  sleep  the  better,  nor  live  longer. 

Nor  merrier  be,  nor  liealthruller,  nor  stronger. 

If,  then,  thou  wani'at,  thus  make  that  want  thy 

pleasure ; 
No  man  wanu  all  things,  nor  has  all  i 
Mat.  lam  the  most  wretched  felloi 
left-handed  priest  christened  mc,  1  an 
I  am  never  out  of  one  puddle  or  a 
bUing. 

Re-enter  Bellafbont  wi(A  n 
Fill  out  nine  to  my  little  finger.     With  t 

rraith. 

LoD.  Thanks,  good  Matheo.   To  your  o 
self. 

Re-enier  Oklando. 

Or.  All  the  brokers' hearts,  sir,  are  made  of  flint : 

I  can,  with  all  my  knocking,  strike  but  six  sparks 

of  lire  out  of  them  :  here's  six  ducats,  if  you'll  lake 

Mat.  Give  mc  them  \laking  moneyl :  an  evil  con- 
science gnaw  them  all  I  moths  and  plagues  bang 
upon  their  lousy  wardrobes  ! 

LoD.  Is  this  your  man,  Matheo? 

Mat.  An  old  °  serving-man. 

Or.  You  may  give  me  t'otlier  half  too,  sir ;  that's 
the  beggar. 

LoD.  What  hast  there  ?  gold  1 

Mat.  a  sort"  of  rascals  are  in  my  debt  God 
knows  what,  and  they  feed  me  with  bits,  with 
cnims,  a  pox  choke  them  1 


icky; 


[Drinks. 
IDfinks. 
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LoD.  A  word,  Maiheo  ;  be  not  angry  w 
Believe  it,  that  I  know  the  touch  of  time. 
And  can  part  copper,  though'i  be  gilded  o 
From   the  true  gold :    the  sails  which  thou  doi 

spread 
Would  shew  well  if  they  were  not  borrowed. 
The  sound  of  thy  low  fortunes  drew  me  hither : 
1  give  myself  unto  thee,  prithee,  use  me  ; 
I  will  bestow  on  you  a  suit  of  satin. 
And  all  things  else  to  fit  a  gentleman, 
Because  I  lore  you. 

Mat.  Thanks,  good,  noble  knight ! 

LoD.   Call  oD  me  when  you  please : 
farewell. 

Mat.  Hast  angled  ?  hast  cut  iip  this  fresh  salmonr 

Bel.  Wouldfit  have  me  be  so  base  ? 

Mat.  It's  base  to  steal,  it's  base  to  be  a  whore  ; 
Thou'll  be  more  base ;  I'll  make  thee  keep  a  door.P 

Ok.  I  hope  he  will  not  s       '  '  '     "    ' 


II  he? 


;ak  away  with  all  tU 


money. 

Bel.  Thou  seeat  he  does. 

Ob.  Nay,  then,  it's  well.  T  se 
an  upright  last ;  though  my  wits 
are  like  a  withered  pippin,  wholes 
mistress,  1  told  liim  1  had  but  i 
knave  broker,  but  1  had  eight,  an 

Bel.  Thou  shouldst  have  given 

Or.   What,  to  fly  high  ? 

Bel.  Like  waves,  my  misery  di 


t  my  brains  u_ 
he  old,  yet  thej 

lix  ducats  of  tl>^ 
id  kept  these  t< 

L  him  all. 


Or.  Sell  his  wife's  clothes  from  her  back  ! 
my  poulterer's  wife  pull  chickens  alive  1    He 


'  kttp  a  dear]  L  e.  b«  a  bawd. 
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.nCs  all  at  home;   he  dices,  whores, 
irs,  cheats,  borrows,  pawns  :  I'll  give 
line  3  little  more  for  all  this  : 
end  he'll  delude  all  my  hopes, 

a  French  trick  dane'd  on  ihe  ropes. 

(Exit. 

SCENE  III. 


LoDOVico  and  Carolo  oi 
MtsTBESS  HottSELEECIl 


?nc  side,  Bots  and 
i  the  other. 
LoD.  Hist,  hist,  lieutenant  Bots  !  bow  dost,  man? 
Whither  are  you  ambling,  madam  Horse- 
Mis,  H.  About  worldly  proRt,  sir  :  how  do  your 
worships  1 

Bots.  We  want  tools,  gentlemen,  lo  furnish  the 
trade  ;  they  wear  out  day  and  night,  they  wear  out 
till  no  mettle  be  left  in  their  back.  We  hear  of  two 
or  three  new  wenches  are  come  up  with  a  carrier, 
and  your  old  goshawk  here  is  flying  at  them. 
LoD.  And,  faith,  what  flesh  have  you  at  home  ? 
Mis.  H.  Ordinary  dishes  ;  by  my  troth,  sweet 
men,  there's  few  good  i'  ih'  city  :  1  am  as  well  fur- 
nished as  any,  and,  though  I  say  it,  as  well  cus- 
tomed. 

Bots.  We  have  meats  of  all  sorts  of  dressing  ; 
we  have  stewed  meat  for  your  Frenchman,"!  pretty 
light  picking  meat  for  your  Italian,  and  that  which 
:otten  roasted  for  Don  Spaniardo. 
>D.  A  pox  o  ' 
Wei 


9  have  poulterer's 


I  FrtKcknian]  Old.  ed,  *'  Frenchmen." 


bloods,  as  dove,  chicken,  duck,  leal,  woodcock,  «nd' 
so  forth  ;  nnd  butcher's  meal  for  the  cUisen,  yet 
muttonsi  fall  very  bad  iliis  year. 

LoD.  Stay ;  is  not  that  my  patient  linen-draper 
yonder,  and  my  fine  young  smug  mistress  his  wife  f 

Car,  Sirrah''  grannam,  I'll  give  ihee  for  thy  fee 
twenty  crowns,  if  thou  canst  but  procuri 
wearing  of  yon  velvet  cap. 

Mis,  H.  You'd  wear  another  thing  besides  lh« 
cap  :  you're  a  wag,  I 

Both.  Twenty  crowns  1  we'll  share,  and  I'll  baj 
your  puUy  to  draw  her  on. 

LoD.  Do't  presently  ;  we'll  ha'  some  sport. 

Mis.  H.  Wheel  you  about,  aweet  men: 'do  you 
see  ?  I'll  cheapen  wares  of  the  man,  whilst  Bots  is 
doing  with  his  wife. 

LoD.  To't:  if  we  come  into  the  shop,  to  do  yott 
grace,  we'll  call  you  madam.  | 

Bots,  Pox  a'  your  old  face !  give  it  the  badge  olj 
all  scurvy  faces,  a  mask, 

[Mistress  Horseleech  pats  on  a  mask. 

Can.  What  is't  you  lack,"  gentlewoman?  cam- 
bric, or  lawns,  or  fine  hoUands !  pray  draw  near, 
I  can  sell  you  a  pennyworth. 

Bots.  Some  cambric  for  my  old  lady. 

Can.  Cambric  ?  you  shall,  the  purest  thread  in 
Milan.  \ 

Car,'  Save  you,  signor  Candido. 

LoD.  How  does  my  noble  master  ?  how  my  fair 


I 


well»  I 


'  Cor.]  Old  ed.  "  Lod.  and  Cnr.' 
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.  Cry  you  mercy,  raadam ;  though  masked, 
Wgtit  it  should  be  you  by  your  man. — Pray, 
ugnor,  shew  her  the  best,  for  she  commonly  deals 
for  good  ware. 
Can.  Then  this  shall  fit  her. — This  is  for  your 

ladyship. 
BoTB.  A  word,  I  pray;  there  is  a  waiting  gcH'- 
tlewoman  of  my  lady's,  her  name  is  Ruyna,  says 
she's  your  kinswoman,  and  that  you  should  be  one 
of  her  aunts. 

Bbide.  One  ofher  aunts?  troth,  sir,  I  know  her 

BoTS.  If  it  please  you  to  bestow  the  poor  labour 
of  your  legs  at  any  time,  I  nill  be  your  convoy 
thither. 

Bkide.  I  am  a  snail,  sir,  seldom  leave  my  house ; 
Ift  please  her  to  visit  nic,  she  shall  be  welcome. 

BoTS.  Do  you  hear  1  the  naked  troth  is,  my  lady 
hath  a  young  knight,  her  son,  who  lovea  you ; 
you're  made,  if  you  lay  hold  upon't :  this  jewel  he 
setids  you.  [Offers  jewel. 

Bride.    Sir,  I  return  his   love  and  jewel  with 

Let  go  my  hand,  or  I  shall  call  my  husband. 

You  are  an  arrant  knave,  [Exit. 

LoD.  What,  will  she  do? 

BoTs.  Do  ?  they  shall  all  do,  if  Bots  sets  upon 
them  once :  she  was  as  if  she  had  professed  the 
trade,  squeamish  at  first ;  at  last  I  shewed  her  this 
jewel,  said  a  knight  sent  it  her. 

Loo.  Is't  gold  aud  right  atones  7 

BoT9.  Copper,  copper,  I  go  a-fishing  with  these 
baits.     She  nibbled,"  but  would  not  swallow  the 


■  Sht  nibblrd,  &c.  .  .  .  which  I  inDw]  Old  ed.  by  niitsks 
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hook,  because  the  conger-head  her  husband  was 
by :  but  she  bids  the  gentleman  name  any  af):er- 
noon  and  she'll  meet  him  at  her  garden-house/ 
which  I  know. 

LoD.  Is  this  no  lie,  now  ? 

BoTS.  Damn  me  if 

LoD.  O,  prithee,  stay  there. 

BoTS.  The  twenty  crowns,  sir. 

LoD.  Before  he  has  his  work  done  ?  but,  on  my 
knightly  word,  he  shall  pay't  thee. 

Enter  Astolfo^  Bebaldo,  Fontinell,  and  Bbyaf. 

A  ST.  I  thought  thou  hadst  been  gone  into  thine 
own  country. 

Bry.  No,  faat,  la,  I  cannot  go  dis  four  or  tree 
days. 

Ber.  Look  thee,  yonder's  the  shop,  and  that's 
the  man  himself. 

FoN.  Thou  shalt  but  cheapen,  and  do  as  we  told 
thee,  to  put  a  jest  upon  him  to  abuse  his  patience. 

Bry.  rfaat,  I  doubt  my  pate  shall  be  knocked : 
but,  sa  crees  sa'  me,  for  your  shakes  I  will  run  to 
any  linen-draper  in  hell :  come,  predee. 

AsT.^ 

Ber.  [Save  you,  gallants. 

p     *[ O,  well  met ! 

Can.  You*11  give  no  more,  you  say  ?  I  cann 

take  it. 
Mis.  H.  Truly  I'll  give  no  more. 
Can.  It  must  not  fetch  it. 
What  would  you  have,  sweet  gentlemen  ? 

^  garden-house']  See  note,  vol.  i.  p.  162. 
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\_Excuitt  Dots  and  Mistress  Hobselbech. 


MB.  The  garden 


e'll  boll" 


out  your  roguery, 

Cah.  I  will  but  lay  these  parcels  by  ;  tny  men 

Are  all  at  custom-house  unloading  wares  ; 

If  cambric  you  would  deal  in,  there's  the  best, 

All  Milan  cannot  sample  it.  [Shenis  cambric, 

LoD.    Do  you   hear?   one,    two,   three, — 'sfooi, 

there  c&me  in    four  gallants  !    sure  your  wife   is 

slipt  up;  and  the  fourth  man,  I  hold  my  life,  is 

gracing  your  warden- tree.' 

Can,  Ha,  ha,  ha !  you  gentlemen  are  full  of  jest. 

If  she  be  up,  she's  gone  some  wares  to  shew ; 

I  have  above  as  good  wares  as  beloiv. 

Loi>.  Have  you  so  ?  nay,  then 

Cam.  Now,  gentlemen,  is't  cambrics  1 
Bry.  1  prcdee,  now,  let  me  have  de  best  wa[u]re8. 
Can.  What's  that  he  says,  pray,  gentlemen  1 
LoD.  Marry,  he  says  we  arc  like   to  have  the 

beat  wars. 

Can.  The  best  wars  1  all  are  bad,  yet  wars  do 

And,  like  to  surgeons,  let  sick  kingdoms  blood. 

Br».  Faat  a  devil  praiest  tow  so?  a  pox  on  dee  ! 
I  predee,  let  me  see  some  holler  to  make  linen 
•hirts,  for  fear  my  body  be  lousy. 

Can.  Indeed  I  understand  no  word  he  speaks. 

Car.  Marry,  he  says,  that  at  the  siege  in  Hoi- 
There  was  much  bawdry  ua'd  among  the  soldiers. 
Though  tbey  were  lousy, 

Can.  It  may  be  so,  that's  likely ;  true  indeed  ; 
In  every  garden,  sir,  does  grow  that  weed. 


-  iof/]  " 


,  .ifi." 


■«]  i. 


Eeed. 
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Bry.  Pox  on  de  gardens,  and  de  weeds,  and  de 
fooVs  cap  dere,  and  de  clouts !  hear,  doest  make 
a  hobby-horse  of  me  ?  [^Tearing  the  cam6rtc. 

All.  O,  fie  !  he  has  torn  the'  cambric. 

Can.  'Tis  no  matter. 

AsT.  It  frets  me  to  the  soul. 

Can.  So  does't  not  me  : 
My  customers  do  oft  for  remnants  call ; 
These  are  two  remnants  now^  no  loss  at  all. 
But  let  me  tell  you,  were  my  servants  here, 
It  would  ha*  cost  more.     Thank  you,  gentlemen ; 
I  use  you  well,  pray  know  my  shop  agen.^ 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  come,  come,  let's  go,  let's  go. 

^Exeunt. 


ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

A  Room  in  Matheo's  House. 

Enter  Matheo  brave*  and  Bellafront. 

Mat.  How  am  I  suited.  Front?  am  I  not  gal- 
lant, ha  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  sir,  you  are  suited  well. 

Mat.  Exceeding  passing  well,  and  to  the  time. 

Bel.  The  tailor  has  played  his  part  with  you. 

Mat.  And  I  have  played  a  gentleman's  part  with 
my  tailor,  for  I  owe  him  for  the  making  of  it. 

Bel.  And  why  did  you  so,  sir  ? 

Mat.  To  keep  the  fashion :  it's  your  only  fashion 
now  of  your  best  rank  of  gallants  to  make  their 
tailors  wait  for  their  money ;  neither  were  it  wis- 
dom indeed  to  pay  them  upon  the  first  edition  of  a 

*  the]  Old  ed.  "  de."  ^  agen]  See  note,  p.  182. 

*  brave"]  "  i.  e.  fine,  gaudily  dressed."     Reed. 


new  suit ;  for  commonly  the  suit  is  owing  for  when 
the  linings  are  worn  out,  and  there's  no  reason 
then  that  the  tailor  should  be  paid  before  the 
mercer. 

BbLi  Is  this  the  suit  the  knight  bestow'd  upon 
you? 

Mat.  This  ia  the  suit,  and  I  need  not  shnroe  to 
wear  it,  for  belter  men  than  I  would  be  glad  to 
have  suits  bestowed  on  them.  It's  a  generous 
fellow ;  but,  pox  on  him,  we  whose  pericranions 
are  the  very  limbecks  and  stillatories  of  good  nit, 
and  fly  high,  roust  driie  liquor  out  of  stale  gaping 
oysters — shallow  knighl,  poor  squire  Tinacheo  ! 
I'll  make  a  wild  Catalan  of  forty  such  :*  hang  him  ! 
he's  an  ass,  he's  always  sober. 

Bel.  This  is  your  fault  to  wound  your  friends 
still. 

Mat.  No,  failh,  Front,  Lodovieo  is  a  noble  Sla- 
vonian :  it's  more  rare  to  see  him  in  a  woman's 
company  than  for  a  Spaniard  to  go  into  England 
and  10  challenge  the  F.nglish  fencers  there.  [Knock- 
ing withm.]  One  knocks;  see.  [fjiJ  Bellaeront.] 
— La,  Ja,  tot,  la,  fa,  la — [*"ig»] — rustle  in  silks 
and  satins  !  there's  music  in  this,  and  a  taffeta 
petticoat,  it  niake[s]  both  fly  high,  caiso!'' 

Re-enter  Bellafhont  mit/i  Orl*ndo  in  his  onm 

dress,  andfoifr  Servants. 
Bel.  Malheo,  'tis  my  father. 

*  a  n^ld  Calaiaa  iif  forty  ivch]  "  i.  e.  fort;  such  sbsllon' 
k&ig;hu,  &c.  would  go  lo  the  compoiillan  of  ■  deilerom  Ih'uJ. 
See  a  note  on  Tht  Mirry  Wiiti  ^  U'indtar,  [>  I  will  ddI  believe 
(Dch  ■  Cafaion,'  &c.,  act  li.  «c.  1.]"  Reed.  A  Cgfaiancamc  to 
mgoiff  B  (harper,  bpcauEe  the  people  dF  Calaia  (China)  were 
famou*  for  their  thieving. 

^  oafnj  See  note,  voL  t  p.  29S. 
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Mat.  Hal  father?  it's  no  matter,  he  finds  no 
tattered  prodigals  here. 

Or,  Is  not  the  door  good  enough  to  hold  your 
blue  coats  7*^  away,  knaves.  Wear  not  your  clothes 
thread-bare  at  knees  for  me ;  beg  heaven's  bless- 
ing, not  mine.  [Exeunt  Seri-anti.'\ — O,  cry  your 
worship  mercy,  sir :  was  somewhat  bold,  to  talk  to  ' 
this  gentlewoman  your  wife  here. 

Mat.  a  poor  gentlewoman,  air. 

Or.  Stand  not,  sir,  bare  to  me :  1  ha'  read  ofl 
That  serpents  who  creep  low  belch  ranker  poison 
Than'^  winged  dragons  do,  that  fly  aloil. 

Mat.  If  it  offend  you,  sir,  'tis  for  my  pleasure, 

Oa.  Your  pleasure  be't,  sir.     Umh,  is  this  your 
palace  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  and  our  kingdom,  for  'tis  our  content, 

Oit.  It's  a  very  poor  kingdom,  then ;  what,  are 
all  your  subjects  gone  a  sheep-ahcaring  ?  not  a 
maid  ?  not  a  man  ?  not  so  miieh  as  a  cat  7  You 
keep  a  good  house  belike,  just  like  one  of  your 
profession,  every  room  with  bare  walls,  and  a  half- 
headed  bed  to  vault  upon,  as  all  your  bawdy-housea 
are.  Pray,  who  are  your  upholsters?  O,  the  spiden, 
I  see,  they  bestow  hangings  upon  you. 

Mat.  Bawdy-house?  zounds!  sir 

Bel.  0  sweet  Matheo,  peace  ! — Upon  my  knees 
[Kneelt. 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  not  to  arraign  me 
For  sins  which  heaven,  1  hope,  long  since  liath 

Those  flames,  like  lightning- flashes,  are  so  spent. 

The  heat  no  more  remains  than  where  ships  went, 

Or  where  birds  cut  the  air,  the  print  re 

Mat.  Pox  on  him  !  kneel  to  a  dog  ? 


'  bloc  taali]  Bee  Di 


;,  p.  146, 


*  nor.]  Old.  ei  ■■  ThiL" 
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Bel.  She  that's  a  whore 
Lives  gallant,''  fares  well,  is  not,  like  me,  poor  ; 
I  ha'  DOW  as  sma.!!  acquamlance  with  that  sin 
As  if  I  bad  never  known'l,  ihat  never  bin.* 

Or.  No  acquaintance  with  it?  what  maintains 
thee  then?  how  dost  live  then?  has  thy  husband 
any  lands,  any  rents  coming  in,  any  stock  going, 
any  ploughs  joking,  any  ships  sailing  ?  haat  thou 
any  wares  to  tum,  so  much  as  to  get  a  single  penny 
by? 

Yes/  thou  hast  ware  to  sell. 
Knaves  are  thy  chapmen,  and  thy  shop  is  hell. 

Mat,  Do  you  hear,  air  ? 

Oa,  So,  sir,  I  do  hear,  sir,  more  of  you  than  you 
dream  I  do. 

Mat,  You  fly  a  little  too  high,  sir. 

Or.  Why,  sir,  loo  high  f 

Mat.  I  ha'  suffered  your  tongue,  like  a  hard 
cater- tray, K  to  run  all  this  while,  and  ha"  not 
siopt  it. 

'  gallaitt']  i.  e.  id  fine  clothes. 

■  ftm]  Le.been — aforoi  i«hicIifrequBatlyoccur«, and  whicli 
i(  here  ueceHarji  far  ihe  rhyio^. 

'  IVt,  then  hail,  &c.]  Ad  imperfect  couplet :  lee  note, 
p.S2. 

>  bard  caltr-ttaii]  Praperly,  barred,  &c.,  >  sort  of  Idlae 
dice,  frequently  mentioned  by  our  carJy  writers. — "  The  fol- 
lowing pHSBiiKe  fro™  Thi  Art  of  Joggling,  or  Ltgtrdrmaint,  Ly 
S.  R.  4to.  1UI3,  gijt-  c  4,  will  lufiicieatly  explain  the  tcrmi 
abote  used  :  '  First  you  must  know  ■  langrel,  which  is  a  die 
th«t  aimplc  meit  have  seldom  heard  of,  but  oflea  aeene  lo  their 
coat  I  and  thia  i*  *  well-favoured  die,  and  seemelh  good  unit 
square,  yet  it  is  forged  longer  upon  Iht  calcr  and  trea  than  any 
Other  way  ;  and  therefore  it  i«  called  a  langreL  Such  be  also 
call'd  bard  carer  lrta>,  because  comtnonly  the  longer  end  will 
of  hU  owne  away  driwe  donnenarda,  and  turne  up  to  the  eie 
■ice  lincke  deuce  or  ace.  The  principal  use  of  them  is  at 
Novum,  for  ao  longe  a  paire  of  bard  calcr  trtas  be  walking  fa 
the  bourd,  so  long  can  ye  not  cast  Qve  nor  nine,  unlet  it  be 
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Ob.  Well,  sir,  you  talk  like  a  gamester. 

Mat.  If  you  come  to  bark  at  her  because  she's  a 
poor  rogue,  look  you,  here's  a  fine  path,  sir,  and 
there,  tliere['a]  the  door. 

Bel.  Mathen  ! 

Mat,  Your  blue  coats''  stay  for  you,  sir.  I  love 
a  good  honest  roaring  boy,'  and  so 

Or.  That's  the  devil. 

Mai.  Sir,  sir,  I'll  ha*  no  Joves  in  my  house  to 
thunder  a  vaunt :  she  shall  live  and  be  maintained, 
when  you,  hke  a  keg  of  musty  sturgeon,  shall  stink ; 
where?  in  your  coflin  —  how?  be  a  musty  fellow, 
and  lousy. 

Or.  I  know  she  shall  be  maintained,  but  bow? 
she  like  a  quean,  thou  like  a  knave ;  she  like  a 
whore,  thou  like  a  thief. 

Mat.  Thief?  zounds  !  thief? 

Bel.  Good,  dearest  Mat  I  —  Father!—— 

Mat.  Pox  on  you  both  !  Til  not  be  braved ;  new 
satin  scorns  lo  be  put  down  with  bare  bawdy  vel- 
vet.   Thief? 

Ob.  Ay,  thief;  thou'rt  a  murderer,  a  cheater,  a 
whoremonger,  a  pot-hunter,  a  borrower,  a  beggar  — 

Bel.  Dear  father 

Mat.  An  old  ass,  a  dog,  a  churl,  a  chuff,  an 
usurer,  a  villain,  a  moth,  a  mangy  mule  with  an  old 
velvet  footcloth-*  on  his  hack,  sir. 

Bel.  O  me  ! 

Or.  Varlet,  for  this  I'll  hang  thee. 

by  great  chance,  i 

ItOppe,  force  tlieiu  >»  mn},    buu   mu  aK<<iiiB>  lilt 

witllouc  catcT  er  trca  ye  know  thai  five  or  ni 

'  biM  cmMJ  See  note,  p.  140. 
'  Toaritg  toy]  See  note  oa  A  Fair  Qaarrtl,  i 
Hub  vol. 

J  JaalclDlk]  i.  e.  long  liaiuing. 


i 


Mat.  Ha,  ha,  alas  I 

Ob.  Thou  keepest  a  man  of  m 


e  here  under  my 


Mat,  Under  thy  beard. 

Ott.  As  arrant  a  Bmell-amock,  for  an  old  mutton- 
monger,"  as  thyself 

Mat.  No,  as  youraelf. 

Oa.  As  arrant  a  purse-taker  as  ever  cried,  Stand ! 
yet  a  good  fellow,'  1  confess,  and  valiant ;  but  he'll 
bring  thee  to  ih*  gallows  :  you  both  have  robbed  of 
late  two  poor  country  pedlars. 

Mat.  Hoiv'b  this,  how's  this?  dost  thou  fly  high? 
rob  pedlars  ? — Bear  witness.  Front — Rob  pedlars  ? 
my  man  and  I  a  thief? 

Bel.  O  sir,  no  more  1 

Ob.  Ay,  knave,  two  pedlars  ;  hue  and  cry  is 
up,  warrants  are  out,  and  I  shaU  see  thee  climb  a 
ladder. 

Mat.  And  come  down  again  as  well  as  a  brick- 
layer or  a  tiler.  ^  How  the  vengeance  knows  he 
this?  [/f«rfe.]— Ifl  be  hanged,  I'll  tell  the  people 
I  married  old  Friscobaldo's  daughter ;  I'll  friaco 
you  and  your  old  carcass. 

Or.  Tell  what  thou  canst :  if  I  stay  here  longer, 
1  Bhall  be  hanged  too  for  being  in  thy  company : 
therefore,  as  I  found  you,  1  leave  you 

Mat.  Kneel,  and  get  money  of  him. 

Ok.  A  knave  and  a  quean,  a  thief  and  a  strumpet, 
a  couple  of  beggars,  a  brace  of  baggages. 

Mat.  Hang  upon  him  — Ay,  ay,  sir,  fare  you 
well;  we  are  so — Follow  close — We  are  beggars 
— in  aatin — to  him. 


'  gaadfiUmc]  A  cani  tt 
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Bel.  Is  this  your  comfort,  when  so  many  years 
You  ha'  left  me  frozen  to  death  ? 

Or.  Freeze  still,  starve  still ! 

Bel.  Yes,  so  I  shall ;  I  must,  I  must  and  will. 
If,  as  you  say,  I'm  poor,  relieve  me  then. 
Let  me  not  sell  my  body  to  base  men. 
You  call  me  strumpet ;  heaven  knows  I  am  none  ; 
Your  cruelty  may  drive  me  to  be  one : 
Let  not  that  sin  be  yours  ;  let  not  the  shame 
Of  common  whore  live  longer  than  my  name. 
That  cunning  bawd.  Necessity,  night  and  day 
Plots  to  undo  me  ;  drive  that  hag  away, 
Lest  being  at  lowest  ebb,  as  now  I  am, 
I  sink  for  ever. 

Or.  Lowest  ebb !  what  ebb  ? 

Bel.  So  poor,  that,  though  to  tell  it  be  my  shame, 
I  am  not  worth  a  dish  to  hold  my  meat ; 
I  am  yet  poorer,  I  want  bread  to  eat. 

Or.  It's  not  seen  by  your  cheeks. 

Mat.  I  think  she  has  read  an  homily  to  tickle 
to  the  old  rogue.  {^Aside. 

Or.  Want  bread  ?  there's  satin  ;  bake  that. 

Mat.  'Sblood,  make  pasties  of  my  clothes  ? 

Or.  a  fair  new  cloak,  stew  that ;  an  excellent 
gilt  rapier 

Mat.  Will  you  eat  that,  sir  ? 

Or.  I  could  feast  ten  good  fellows  with  those 
hangers."* 

Mat.  The  pox,  you  shall ! 

Or.  I  shall  not,  till  thou  begg'st,  think  thou  art 
poor ; 
And  when  thou  begg'st,  I'll  feed  thee  at  my  door, , 
As  I  feed  dogs,  with  bones  :  till  then  beg,  borrow, 

^  hangers]  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  227. 


Pawn,  steal,  aod  hang  ;  turn  bawd  when  tliou'ri 


Myhea 


whor 


e  would  crack  were  lliey  slrain'd 
\_As'<de,  and  exit. 


t-strings  SI 

Mat.  Tliis  is  your  fnllier,  your  dumneil  — 
fusion  light  upon  all  the  generation  of'yuu !  be  can 
come  bragging  hither  with  four  white  herrings  ac's 
tail  in  blue  coats,"  without  roes  in  their  bellies,  but 
I  may  starve  ere  he  give  me  so  much  as  a  cob." 

Bel.  What  tell  you  me  of  this  ?  alss  ! 

Mat.  Go,  trot  after  your  dud  ;  do  you  capitu- 
late ;  I'll  pawn  not  for  you,  I'll  not  steal  to  hv 
hanged  for  such  an  hypocritical,  close,  common 
harlot :  away,  you  dog  !  Grave,  i'faith  !  udsfoot, 
give  me  some  meat, 

Bei..  Yes,  sir.  [Ej:il. 

Mat.  Goodman  slave,  my  man  too,  is  galloped 
to  the  devil  a'  t'other^  side  :  Pacheco,  I'll  cheoo 
you !  Is  this  your  dad's  day  ?  England,  they  say, 
is  the  only  hell  tor  horses,  and  only  paradise  for 
women  ;  pray,  get  you  to  that  paradise,  because 
you're  called  an  Honest  Whore;  there  they  live 
none  but  honest  whores,  with  a  pox :  marryi  here 
in  our  city  all  [y]our  sex  are  but  footcloth  nags  ;'* 
the  master  no  sooner  lights  but  the  man  leaps  into 
the  saddle. 

Re-enter  Bellafront  jfUIi  meat  and  drink. 
Bel.   Will  you  sit  down,  I  pray,  sir? 

■  Mw  coon]  Sm  note,  p.  146. 

*  a  cob]  ••  A  herring  is  called  a  eob.  See  Nuh'i  l.tulen 
Stuff.  [See  Cifibrd'i  note  on  B.  Joiiran's  tVorki,  vot.  i.  p.  2H.J 
There  ii,  hovever,  a  quibble  here,  for  I  lliink  a  cab  in  Irelund 
signifies  a  coio  or  piece  of  money."  Reeb.  See  also  ToMS 
Joboiaa'a  Did.  in  v. 

f  a'  I'ethir]  Old  ed.  "a'  the  iBlher." 

*  /tvldvth  aagt]  i.  e.  nags  with  long  houiiagi. 
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Mat.  {^sitting  dtmrn]  I  could  tear,  by  th'  Lord,  his 
flesh,  and  eat  his  midriff  in  salt,  as  I  eat  this  !  — 
must  I  choke  Ji — my  father  Friscobatdo,  I  shall  make 
a^itiful  hog-louse  of  you,  Orlando,  if  you  fall  once 
into  my  fingers. — Here's  the  savourest  meat  1  1  ha' 
got  a  stomach  with  chafing. — What  rogue  should 
tell  him  of  those  two  pedlars  ?  a  plague  choke  him 
and  gnaw  him  to  the  bare  bones  ! — Come,  fill. 

Bel.  Thou  swcat'st  with  very  anger  :  good  sweet, 

'Las,  'tis  no  fault  of  mine  ! 

Mat.  Where  didst  buy  this  mutton?  I  never  felt 
better  ribs. 

Bel.  a  neighbour  sent  it  me. 

Ite-enler  Orlando  dUguUed  at  a  lerving-man. 

Mat.  Ha,  neighbour  ?  fob,  my  mouth  stinks  ! — 

You  whore,  do  you  beg  victuals  for  me  1   is  tbia 

aattn  doublet  to  be  bombasted '  with  broken  meat  ? 

ITakes  up  a  3tooL 

Or.  What  will  you  do,  sir  ? 

Mat.  Beat  out  the  brains  of  a  beggarly 

Or.  Beat  out  an  ass's  head  of  your  own, — Away, 
mistress!  [EsH  Bellafront.]  — Zounds,  do  but 
touch  one  hair  of  her,  and  I'll  so  quilt  your  cap 
with  old  iron,  that  your  coxcomb  shall  ache  the 
worse  these  seven  years  for't :  does  she  look  like  a 
roasted  rabbit,  that  you  must  have  the  head  for  the 
brains  ? 

Mat.  Ha,  ha !  go  out  of  my  doors,  you  rogue  ; 
away,  four  marks;*  trudge. 


1  mu,l  I  fWc]  He 

e  .Irink  t 

'  bembatlcd]  "  i.  e.  ■tufled  out 

'  marki}  A  mark  was  I3i.  M. 


perhaps, — why  do  you  nai  give 
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Ok.  Four  marki! ?  no,  sir;  try  twenty  pound  that 
you  ha'  made  fly  liigli,  and  1  am  gone. 

Mat.  Muat  I  be  fed  with  chippin^s  7  you're  best 
get  a  clapdish,'  and  say  you're  proctor  to  some 
spittle  -  house  :  where  hast  thou  been,  Pacheco  ! 
come  hither,  my  little  turkey-cock. 

Ob^  I  cannot  abide,  sir,  to  see  a  woman  wronged, 
not  I. 

Mat.  Sirrah,  here  was  my  father-in-law  to-day. 

On.  Pish,  then  you're  full  of  crowns. 

Mat.  Hang  him .'  be  would  ha'  thrust  crowns 
upon  me  to  have  fallen  in  again,  but  I  scorn  cast 
clothes,  or  anv  man's  gold. 

Or.  But  n^ine.  [^«<fc.]  — How  did  he  brook 
that,  sir  7 

Mat.  O,  swore  like  a  dozen  of  drunken  tinkers  ; 
at  last  growing  foul  in  words,  he  and  four  of  hiti 
men  drew  upon  me,  sir. 

Ob.  In  your  house  ?  would  I  had  been  by ! 

Mat.  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  fell  to  ray  old 
lock,  and  so  thrashed  my  blue  coats"  and  old  crab- 
tree-face  my  father-in-law,  and  then  walked  like  a 
lion  iit  my  grate. 

Ok.  O  noble  master  I 

Mat.  Sirrah,  he  could  tell  me  of  the  robbing  the 
two  pedlars,  and  that  warrants  are  out  for  us  both. 

Oh.  Good  sir,  I  like  not  those  crackers. 

Mat.  Crackhalter,  wn't  set  thy  foot  to  mine  ? 

Or.  How,  sir!  at  drinking  ? 

Mat,  We'll  pull  that  old  crow  my  father ;  rob 
thy  master :  I  know  the  house,  thou  the  servants  ; 
the  purchase'  is  rich,  the  plot  to  get  it  easy:  the 
dog  will  not  part  from  a  bone. 


>  elapdiih]  See  not 
■  *I«  ™(.]  See  n 
'  panbati]  "  Was 
Reed. 


vol.  ii.  p,  169. 
;e,  p.  Ha 
ncienlly  a  coat  word  for  ilolen  goodi." 
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Ob.  Pluck't  out  of  liiB  ihroat  then;  I'll  snarl  for 
one.  if  [his"  can  bite. 

Mat.  Say  no  more,  say  no  more,  old  Cole;" 
meet  me  anon  at  the  sign  of  the  Shipwreck. 

Oi.  Ves,  sir. 

Mat.  And  doat  hear,  man? — the  Shipwreck. 

f_E^il. 

Or.  Thou'rt  at  the  shipwreck  now,  and  like  a 
swimmer 
Bold  but  unexpen  with  those  waves  dost  play. 
Whose  dalliance,  nhorelike,  ia  to  cast  thee  aivay. 

Enler  Htfpolito  and  Bellafrost. 
And  here's  another  vessel,  better  fraught. 
But  as  ill  mann'd  ;  ber  sinking  will  be  wrought. 
If  rescue  come  not :  like  a  man  of  war 
rU  therefore  bravely  out ;  somewhat  I'll  do, 
And  either  save  them  both,  or  perish  loo.       [Exil. 

Hip.  'Tis  my  fate  to  be  bewitched  by  those  eyes. 

Bel.  Fate?  your  folly: 
Why  should  my  face  thus  mad  you  ?    'las,  those 

colours 
Are  wound  up  long  ago  which  beauty  spread ! 
The  flowers  that  once  grew  here  are  withered. 
You  turn'd  my  black  soul  white,  made  it  look  new. 
And  should  I  sin,  it  ne'er  should  be  with  you. 

Hip.  Your  hand  ;  I'll  offer  you  fair  play  ;  when 
first 
We  met  i'  th'  lists  together,  you  remember 
You  were  a  common  rebel ;  with  one  parley 
I  won  you  to  come  in, 

Bel.  Yo.i  did. 


"  Ihui]  L  e.,  I  lUppoBe,  his  sword. 

'  old  Cult'}  Qj.  Is  ihis  an  alliitiDn  I 
of  Old  Ki-g  Cole  f  Ijut  1  rtcoUeci  no  n 
Middleton's  lime. 


Hip.  I'll  try 
If  now  I  can  beat  down  this  chastity 
With  the  same  ordnance  ;  will  you  yield  this  fori. 
If  with  the  power  of  argument  now,  as  then, 
I  gftt  of  you  the  conqucut ;  aa  before 
I  turn'd  you  hone  at,  now  ic 
By  force  of  strong  persuasion  7 

Bel.  Ify 


ly 


eld. 


I  you  c 


Hip.  The  alarum's  struck  up  :  I'n 

Bel.  a  woman  gives  defiance. 

Hip.  Sit.  [^^^  ^o'  themselvct. 

Bel.  Begin : 
Tis  a  brave  battle  to  encounter  sin. 

Hip.  You  men  that  are  to  fight  in  the  same  war 
To  which  I'm  prest,  and  plead  at  the  snine  bar, 
To  win  a  woman,  if  you'd  have  me  speed, 
Send  all  your  wishes  ! 

Bel.  No  doubt  you're  heard  :  proceed. 

Hip.  To  be  a  harlot,  that  you  stand  upon, 
The  very  name's  a  charm  to  make  you  one. 
Harlot[ta]  was  a  dame  of  so  divine 
And  ravishing  touch,*  that  she  was  concubine 
To  an  English  king  :''  her  sweet,  bewitching  eye 
Did  the  king's  heart-strings  in  such  love-knots  tie. 
That  even  the  coyest  was  proud  when  she  could  hear 
Men  say.  Behold,  another  Harlot  there  ! 
And,  alier  her,  all  women  that  were  fair 
Were  harlots  cuU'd,  as  to  this  day  some  are  : 
Besides,  her  dalliance  she  so  well  does  mix, 
That  she's  in  Latin  csll'd  the  merelrix. 


•  Imch'i  See  m 


voL  i.  p.  344. 


_  Te  on  Eagluh  king]  "  ArloHa  {from  whence  the  word  har- 
lat  u  fiuliiifullf  derired)  was  not  the  concubine  of  un  English 
monkrch,  but  miitress  to  Robert,  one  of  ibe  dukes  of  Nor- 
■naody,  and  bUier  to  WUIiam  the  Conqueror.''    Steevenb. 
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Thus  for  the  name  :  for  the  profeaaion  this  ; 
Who  lives  in  bondBge  livea  lac'd  ;  the  chief  bliss 
This  world  below  can  yield  is  liberty  ; 
Atid  who  ilian  whores  with  looser  wings  dare  fly  ? 
As  Juno's  proud  bird  spreads  the  fairest  tail, 
So  does  a  strumpet  hoist  the  loftiest  s. 


She's 


;  her  slaves;    her 


Moves  not  on  wheels  screw'd  up  with  jealousy  : 

She,  hors'd  or  coach' d,  does  merry  journeys  make, 

Free  as  the  sun  in  his  gilt  zodiac ; 

As  bravely  does  she  shine,  as  fast  she's  driven, 

But  stays  not  long  in  any  house  of  heaven, 

Bui  shifts  from  sign  to  sign  her  amorous  prizes, 

More  rich  being  when  she's  down  than  when  she 

rises. 
In  brief,  gentlemen  haunt  them,  soldiers  fight  foi 

Few  men  but  know  them,  few  or  none  abhor  them. 
Thus  for  sport'  sake  speak  I,  as  to  a  woman, 
Whom,  as  the  worst  ground,  1  would  turn  to  com- 

Buty 

Hip.  Dishonour'd  ?  not  a  whit : 
Besides  your  husband  is  to  fall  to  i 
For  one  no  number  is, 

Bel.  Faith,  should  you  take 
One  in  your  bed,  would  you  that  reckoning  make  t 
'Tis  time  you  sound  retreat. 

Hip.  Say,  have  I  won  ? 
Is  the  day  ours  ? 

Bel.  The  battle's  but  half  done. 
None  but  yourself  have  yet  sounded  alarms  ; 
Let  us  strike  too,  else  you  dishonour  arms. 

HtF.  If  you  can  win  the  day,  the  glory's  yours. 


Bei..  To  prove  a  woman  should  nofbe  a  whore, 
When  she  was  made  she  had  one  man,  and  no  more ; 
Yet  she  was  tied  lo  laws  then,  for  even  ihan' 
Tis  said  she  was  not  made  for  men,  but  man. 
Anon,  t'  increase  earth's  brood,  the  law  was  varied, 
Meo  shonld  take  many  wives;  and  though  they 

married 
According  to  that  act,  yet  'tis  not  known 
But  that  those  wives  were  only  tied  lo  one. 
New  parliaraenia  were  since  ;  for  now  one  woman 
la  shar'd  between  three  hundred,  nay,  she's  corn- 
Common  as  spotted  leopards,  whom  for  sporU 
Men  hunt  to  get  the  flesh,  but  care  not  for't: 
So  spread  they  nets  of  gold,  and  tune  their  calls, 
To  enchant  silly  women  to  take  falls  ; 
Swearing  they're  angels,  which  that  they  may  win, 
They'll  hire  the  devil  to  come  with  false  dice  in. 

0  Sirens'  subtle  tunes  1  yourselves  you  flatter, 
And  our  weak  sex  betray :  so  men  love  water  ; 

It  serves  to  wash  their  hands,  but,  being  once  foul. 

The  water  down  is  pour'd,  cast  out  of  doors. 

And  even  of  such  base  use  do  men  make  whores. 

A  harlot,  like  a  hen.  more  sweetness  reaps 

To  pick  men  one  by  one  up  than  in  heaps  : 

Yet  all  feeds  but  confounding.     Say  you  should 

1  serve  but  for  the  time,  and  when  the  day 
or  war  is  done,  am  cashier'd  out  of  pay  : 
If  like  lame  soldiers  I  could  beg,  that's  all. 
And  there's  lust's  rendezvous,  an  hospital. 

Who  then  would  be  a  man's  slave,  a  man's  woman  7 
She's  half-Btarv'd  the  first  day  that  feeds  in  com- 


otdp 


ll 
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Hip.  You«Bhou)d  not  feed  so,  but  with  me  alone.  I 

Bel.  in  drink  poison  by  stealth,  U'l  not  all  onel 
Is'C  not  rank  poison  still  with  you  alone  1 
Nay,  say  you  spied  a  courtesan,  mhoGS  anft  ^ide 
To  touch  you'd  sell  your  birthright,  for  one  kiss 
Berack'd;  she's  won,  you'resBted;  what  follows  this? 
O,  then  you  curse  that  hawd  that  tol'd  you  in, 
The  night;  you  curse  your  lust,  you  loathe  the  sin, 
You  loathe  her  vury  sight,  and  ere  the  day 
Arise,  you  rise  glad  when  you're  stol'n  away. 
Even  then  when  you  arc  drunk  with  all  her  sweets, 
There's  no  true  pleasure  in  a  strumpet's  sheets. 
Wonjf  n,  whom  lust  so  prostitutes  to  sale, 
Like  ^^ncers  upon  ropes,  once  seen,  are  stale. 

Hip.  If  all  the  threads  of  harlots'  lives  are  span    , 
So  coarse  as  you  would  make  them,  tell  me  why 
You  so  long  lov'd  the  trade  ? 

Bel.  Ifall  the  threads 
Of  harlots'  lives  he  fine  as  you  would  make  them, 
Why  do  not  you  persuade  your  wife  turn  whore, 
And  all  dames  else  to  fall  before  that  sin  ? 
Like  an  ill  husband,  though  1  knew  the  same 
To  be  my  undoing,  follow'd  T  that  game. 
O,  when  the  work  of  lust  bad  earn'd  my  bread. 
To  taste  it  how  I  trembled,  lest  each  bit, 
Ere  it  went  down,  should  choke  me  chewing  it ! 
My  bed  seem'd  like  a  cabin  hung  in  hell, 
The  bawd  hell's  porter,  and  the  litiuorish  wine 
The  pander  fetch'd  was  like  an  easy  fine. 
For  which,  mclhought,  I  leas'd  away  my  soul ; 
And  oAentimes  even  in  my  quailing  bowl 
Thus  said  I  to  myself,  I  am  a  whore, 
And  have  drunk  down  thus  much  confusion  more. 


Hip.  It  is 


rule. 


e  trade  ne'er  love  ;  no  more  do  you  ; 
Why  are  you  sharp  'gainst  that  you  once  profeat  t 
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Bei,  Why  dote  you  on  thai  which  you  did  once 

detest ! 
I  cannot,  secin);  she's  woven  of  such  bad  stuff. 
Set  colours  on  a  harlot  base  enougli. 
Nothing  did  make  me,  when  I  lov'd  them  best, 
To  loathe  them  more  than  this  ;  when  in  tbe  street 
A  fair  young  modeat  damsel  I  did  meet, 
She  scem'd  to  all  a  dove,  when  1  pass'd  by, 
And  I  to  all  a  raven  ;  every  eye 
That  follow'd  her,  went  with  a  bashful  glance  ; 
At  me  each  bold  and  jeering  countenance 
Darted  forth  scorn  ;  to  her,  as  if  she  had  been 
Some  tower    unvanquish'd,    would    they   [bonnet] 

vail; 
'Gainst  me  swoln  rumour  hoisted  every  sail ; 
She,  crown'd  with  reverend  praises,  passed  by  them ; 
I,  though  with  face  mask'd,  could  not  'scape  the 

hem  ; 
For,  as  if  heaven  had  set  strange  marks  on  whores 
Because  they  should  be  pointing-stocks  to  man, 
Drest  up  in  civilest  shape  a  courtesan 
Let  her  walk  saint-Iikc,  noteless,  and  unknown. 
Yet  she's  betray'd  by  some  trick  of  her  own. 
Were  harlots  therefore  wise,  they'd  he  sold  dear; 
For  mei^account  ihem  good  but  for  one  year. 
And  then,  like  almanacs  whose  dates  are  gone. 


They  are  thrown  by,  : 

Who'll  therefore  backward  fall, 

forth 
In  seas  so  foul,  for  ventures  no  m 
Lust's  voyage  bath,  if  not  this  coi 
Buy  ne'er  so  cheap,  your  ware  i 

loss. 
What,  shall  I  soun 
Let  the  world  judf 


look'd  upon, 
who  will  laun 
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Bel.  You  ?  nay,  then,  as  cowards  do  ia  fight, 
What  by  blows  cannot,  shall  be  sav'd  by  flight. 

lExit. 

Hip.  Fly  to  earth's  fixed  centre  ;  to  the  caves 
Of  everlasting  horror  I'll  pursue  thee, 
Though   loadetk  with  sins,  even   to  hell's  brazen 

Thus  wisest  men  turn  fools,  doting  on  whores. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

An  Apartment  m  the  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  ike  Duke,  Lodovico,  and  Orlando  ditguited 

;t  a  Serving-nuin :  after  them  In!  " 


AsTOLFO,  Bei 


md  Foi 


On.  I  beseech  your  grace,  though  your  eye  be 
BO  piercing  as  under  a  poor  blue  coat*  to  cull  out  an 
honest  father  from  an  old  serving-man,  yet,  good 
my  lord,  discover  not  the  plot  to  any,  but  only  this 
gentleman  that  is  now  to  be  an  actor  in  our  ensuing 


L 


.  Thou  hast  thy  wish,  Orlando,  pas 

Sforza'  shall  only  go  along  with  thee. 
To  see  that  warrant  serv'd  upon  thy  son. 

Lou.  To  attach  him  upon  felony  for  two  ped- 
lars, is't  not  so  ? 

Ob.  Right,  roy  noble  knight :  tliose  pedlars  were 
two  knaves  of  mine ;  be  fleeced  the  men  before, 

■  Wuec™/]  Sep  note.  p.  t*6. 

'  S/orial  "  A  name  taken  by  Lodovico,  perhaps,  for  the 
occasion,"  laya  the  lul  editor  a!  Dodsley'a  Old  Playi  i  but  it 
ia  evident  that  he  was  called  (tike  the  hero  of  Massio^r'l 
Duke  of  Milam)  Lodovjco  Sforza. 
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and  now  he  purposes  lo  flay  die  master.  He  will 
rob  me  ;  his  teetli  water  to  be  nibbling  at  my  gold  ; 
but  this  shall  hang  him  by  th'  gills  till  I  pull  him 

Duke.  Away;  ply  you  the  business. 

Or.  Thanks  to  your  grace  :  but,  my  good  lord, 
for  my  daughter 

DuER.  You  know  what  1  have  said. 

Or.  And  remember  what  I  have  sworn :  she's 
more  honest,  on  my  soul,  than  one  of  tlie  Turk's 
wenches,  watched  by  a  hundred  eunuchs. 

LoD.  So  she  had  need,  for  the  Turks  make  them 
whores. 

irk  that  makes 


saTm 
e  Chrii 


nl'n 


'[he^to] 


your  grace. 

Ddke.  Infelice. 

Inf.  Here,  sir. 

LoD.  Signer  Friscobaldo 

Ob.  Frisking  again  ?  Pacheco. 

LoD.  Uds  80,  Pacheco  ;  we'll  have  some  sport 
with  this  warrant :  'lis  to  apprehend  all  suspected 
persons  in  the  house :  besides,  there's  one  Bots  a 
pander,  and  one  madam  Horseleech  a  bawd,  that 
have  abused  my  friend ;  those  two  conies  will  we 
ferret  into  the  pursenet,'' 

Or.  Let  me  alone  for  dabbing  them  o'  th'  neck  : 


LoD.  Do 
Matheo's. 
Car. 
AsT.,  ^c. 


ar,  gallants  ?  I 


[Exeunt  Lodovico  and  Orland( 


*  fWMMl]  "  A  net,  ofwliich  ihc  mouth  is  drawn  togeiher 


Duke.  Th'  old  fellow  sings  that  note  thou  didst  J 
before, 
Only  his  tunes  are,  that  she  is  no  whore, 
But  that  she  sent  his  letters  and  his  giSia 
Out  of  a  noble  triumph  o'er  his  lust. 
To  shew  she  trampled  his  assaults  in  dust. 

Inf.  'Tis  a  good  honest  servant,  that  old  man. 

DvKC.  1  doubt  no  less- 

Inf.  And  it  may  be  my  husband, 
Because  when  once  this  woman  was  unntaek'd, 
He  levell'd  all  her  thoughts,  and  made  them  fit. 
Now  he'd  mar  all  again,  to  try  his  wit. 

Ddkb.  It  may  be  so  too,  for  to  turn  a  harlot 
Honest,  it  must  be  by  strong  antidotes  ; 
Tis  rare,  as  to  see  panthers  change  their  spots  : 
And  when  she's  once  a  star  fix'd  and  shines  bright 
Though  'twere  impiety  then  to  dim  her  light. 
Because  we  see  such  tapers  seldom  bum. 
Yet  'tis  the  pride  and  glory  of  some  men 
To  change  her  to  a  blazing  star  agen,' 
And  it  may  be  Hippolito  does  no  more. — 
It  cannot  be  but  you're  acquainted  all 
With  that  same  madness  of  our  sonin-law. 
That  dotes  so  on  a  courtesan. 

All.  Yes,  ray  lord. 

Car.  All  the  city  thinks  he's  a  whoremonger. 

AsT.  Yet  I  warrant  he'll  swear  no  man  marks  | 

Beh.  Tis  like  so  ;  for  when  a  man  goes  a  wench-  I 
ing,  is  as  if  he  had  a  strong  stinking  breath,  every  J 
one  smells  him  out,  yet  he  feels  it  not,  though  it  be  f 


ranke 
Di 


than  ihi 
:e,  I  doubt  thei 

breaths ; 
light  be  all  smelt 


bear  warders, 
you  have  all  those  stinking  I 


Cab.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  think  we  are  all  ai  you 
ha'  been  in  your  youth  when  you  nent  a-maying; 
ne  all  love  to  hear  the  cuckoo  sing  upon  other 

Ddxb.  It's  well  yet  you  confeM; — hut,  girl,  thy  bed 
Shall  not  he  parted  with  a  courtesan :  — 
Tia  strange, 

No  frown  of  mine,  no  frown  of  the  poor  lady. 
My  abus'd  child,  his  wife,  no  care  of  fame. 
Of  honour,  heaven,  or  hell,  no,  not  that  name 
Of  common  strumpet,  can  affright,  or  woo  him 
To  abandon  her  ;  the  harlot  does  undo  him ; 
She  has  bewitch'd  him,  robb'd  him  of  his  shape, 
Tum'd  him  into  a  beast,  his  reason's  lost ; 
You  see  he  looks  wild,  does  he  not  7 

Car.  I  ha'  noted 
New  moons  in's  face,  my  lord,  all  full  of  change. 

Duke.  He's  no  more  like  unto  Hippolito 
Than  dead  men  are  to  living  ;  never  sleeps. 
Or  if  he  do,  it's  dreams ;  and  in  those  dreams 
His  arms  work,  and  then  cries.  Sweet — what's  her 

What's  the  drab's  name  ? 

AsT.  In  troth,  my  lord,  I  know  not; 
1  know  no  drabs,  not  I. 

Duke.  O,  Bellafront 

And  catching  her  fast,  cries,  My  Bellafront! 

Car.  a  drench  that's  able  to  kill  a  horse  cannot 
kill  this  disease  of  smock- smelling,  my  lord,  if  it 
have  once  eaten  deep. 

Duke.  I'll  try  all  physic,  and  this  medicine  first : 
I  have  directed  warrants  strong  and  peremptory 
To  purge  our  city  Milan,  and  to  cure 
The  outward  parts,  the  suburbs,  for  the  attaching 
Of  all  those  women  who,  like  gold,  want  weight : 
Cities,  like  ships,  should  have  no  idle  freight. 


c 


Car.  No,  my  lord,  and  light  wenches  are  no 
freight  t  bul  whai's  your  grace's  reach  in  this  ? 
DvKE.  This,  Carolo.    If  she  «hom  my  son  dotes  ] 

Be  in  that  mtisteT-book  "^  enroll'cl,  he'll  shame 
Ever  t'  approach  one  of  such  noted  name. 

Car.  But  say  she  be  not  ? 

Duke.  Yet  on  harlots'  beads 
Nen  laws  shall  fall  so  heavy,  and  such  blows  shall-  i 
Give  to  those  that  baunt  them,  ihat  Hippolilo, 
If  not  for  fear  of  law,  for  love  to  her, 
If  he  love  truly,  ehall  her  bed  forbear. 

Cab.  Attach  all  the  light  heels  i'  th'  city,  and  i 
clap  'em  up?  trhy,  my  lord,  you  dive  into  a  well  \ 
unaearchable  :  all  the  whores  within  the  walls, 
without  the  walls  1  I  would  not  be  he  sbould 
meddle  with  them  for  ten  such  dukedoms ;  the 
array  that  you  speak  on  is  able  to  fill  all  the  prisons 
within  this  city,  and  to  leave  not  a  drinking  room 
in  any  tavern  besides. 

Duke.  Those  only  shall  be  caught  that  are  of  I 


Harlots  in  each  stre 
The  fish  being  thus 
And  with  eye  most  > 
Come,  girl. 


AsT.  I'll  not 


:h'  net,  ourself  will  sit, 

ere  dispose  of  it, — 

[Ej:eant  Duke  and  1^FELICE. 
the  poor  whore[s] ! 
niss  that  si 


:  I,  though  I  hold  np  my  hand  there 
[_ExeMit, 


THE  HONEST  WKOKZ. 


A  Room  in  Matheo'b  Houte- 

Enter  Matheo,  Lodovico,  and  Orlando  ditguUed 

tu  a  Servmg-man. 

Mat.  Let  who  will  come,  my  noble  chevalier,  I 
can  but  play  the  kind  host,  and  bid  'em  welcome. 

LoD.  We'll  trouble  your  house,  Matheo,  but  aa 
Dutchmen  do  in  taverns  ;  drink,  be  merry,  and  be 
gone. 

Or.  Indeed,  if  you  be  right  Dutchmen,  if  you 
fall  to  drinking,  you  must  be  gone. 

Mat.  The  worst  is,  my  wife  is  not  at  home ;  but 
we'll  fly  high,  my  generous  knight,  for  all  that : 
there's  no  music  when  a  woman  is  in  the  consort.'' 

Or.  No,  for  she's  like  a  pair  of  virginals,*  always 
with  jacks  at  her  tail. 

Enter  Astolfo,  Carolo,  Beraldo,  and  Fohtikell. 
LoD.  See,  the  covey  is  sprung, 

C    '   Ac  1  ^*'^  ^'^^'  8*''^"^- 
Mat.  Happily  encountered,  sweet  bloods. 
LoD.  Gentlemen,  you  all  know  gignor  Candido 
the   linen-draper,  he  that's  more  patient  than  a 
brown  baker  upon  the  day  when  he  beats  his  oven, 
and  has  forty  scolda  about  him. 

f^     '    0     t  Yes,  we  know  him  all :  what  of  him  ? 
Car,  S^c) 

LoD.  Would  it  not  he  a  good  fit  of  mirth  to  make 
a  piece  of  English  cloth  of  him,  and  to  stretch  him 


■  pair  i^oirgiitali,  &c.]  See  note,  p.  1 12.   jf  ptdr  qfeirginaU 
(like  a  pair  if  organt,  see  note,  p.  147)  meant  •  single  in- 


c 
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on  the  tenters  till  the  threads  of  his  own  natural 
humour  crack,  by  making  him  drink  healths,  to- 
bacco/ dance,  sing  bawdy  songs,  or  to  run  any 
bias  according  as  we  think  good  to  cast  him  ? 

Car.  *Twere  a  morris-dance  worth  the  seeing. 

AsT.  But  the  old  fox  is  so  crafty,  we  shall  hardly 
hunt  [him]  out  of  his  den. 

Mat.  To  that  train  I  ha'  given  fire  already  ; 
and  the  hook  to  draw  him  hither  is  to  see  certain 
pieces  of  lawn  which  I  told  him  I  have  to  sell,  and 
indeed  have  such. — Fetch  them  down,  Pacheco. 

Or.  Yes,  sir,  I'm  your  water-spaniel,  and  will 
fetch  any  thing — but  Til  fetch  one  dish  of  meat 
anon  shall  turn  your  stomach,  and  that's  a  constable. 

[_Asidef  and  exit. 

Enter  Bots,  ushering  in  Mistress  Horseleech. 

AsT.^ 

Bkr.  [How  now  ?  how  now  ? 

FoN.i 

Car.  What  galley-foist^  is  this  ? 

LoD.  Peace  ;  two  dishes  of  stewed  prunes,''  a 
bawd  and  a  pander. — My  worthy  lieutenant  Bots, 
why,  now  I  see  thouVt  a  man  of  thy  word  ;  wel- 
come.— Welcome,  mistress  Horseleech. — Pray,  gen- 
tlemen, salute  this  reverend  matron. 

Mis.  H.  Thanks  to  all  your  worships. 

LoD.  I  bade  a  drawer  send  in  wine  too :  did  none 
come  along  with  thee,  grannam,  but  the  lieutenant  ? 

Mis.  H.  None  came  along  with  me  but  Bots,  if 
it  like  your  worship. 

'  drink  heaWis^  tobacco,  &c.]  "  To  drink  tobacco  was  a  com- 
mon phrase  for  smoking  it"     Reed. 

K  galley-foist']  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  531. 

*>  iteiccd  prunes']  A  dish  very  common  in  brothels :  aec 
Steevens's  elaborate  note  on  First  Part  qf  Henry  IV,,  act  iii 
8C.  3 — Malone's  Shakespeare  (by  Boswell),  vol.  xvL  p.  345. 


[O  brave  !  march  fair- 


BoTs.  Who  the  pox  should  come  along  with  yoL 
but  Bots  ? 

Enter  two  Vintners  Tv'ttk  wine, 

AsT. 

Car.,  . 

LoD.  Are  you  come  ?  that's  well. 

Mat,  Here's  ordnance  able  to  sack  a  city.' 

LoD.  Come,  repeat,  read  this  inventory. 

FrasT  V.  Imprimii,  a  pottle  of  Greek  wine,  a 
pottle  of  Peter-sameene,}  &  pottle  of  Charnico," 
and  a  pottle  of  Leatica.' 

Lo».  You're  paid  ? 

'  Her^t  ordHance  abU  to  tack  a  eils}  "  So  Ffllsuff.  on  the 
Mmc  occasion,  in  tbe  Firti  Part  <if  Uinry  IV.,  sayti,  '  tlivie's 
that  will  tack  a  cily.'  "    Steevens. 

>  Petrr-iamtnt]  One  of  the  several  dinguiiie*  under  whioh 
ibe  word  Ptdra-Ximemi  it  found  in  our  early  writers.  "  The 
Pedro-XimeneB  .  .  .  receives  its  onme  frnm  a  grape  which 
U  uid  to  have  been  imported  from  tbe  hanka  of  the  Rhine 
l7  an  individual  called  Ptdre  Sinum  {comipled  to  Ximen,  or 
Ximenea),  and  a  one  of  ibe  richest  and  moBl  delicate  of  the 
Halaf;awiDea,re*einhliiig  very  much  Ibe  malmseyof  Paxarete." 
HenderBon'i /fi([.  of  Anc.  and  Mad.  ff'inci,  p.  193. 

'  Chaninl  Or  Charneco. — "  Sliflkipeare  and  olher  dramatic 
wrilera  mcotioD  a  wine  called  Oumiici/.  ....  According  to 
Mr.  Gteeienii  the  ip^iellatioQ  >*  derived  from  a  village  near 
Liibon.  There  are,  in  fact,  two  villagea  in  that  neighbaur- 
faood,  which  take  the  name  of  Chameeai  the  one  situated  about 
■  leajfUG  and  a  half  above  the  la«n  of  Lisbon,  the  otber  near 
the  coait,  between  Collarea  and  Careavelloi.  We  shall,  there- 
fore, pro  bahl;  not  err  much,  if  we  refer  the  wine  in  queilion  to 
the  list-mentioned  territory."     Ibid.  p.  300. 

'  Lcalica]  Old  ed.  "  Ziattica" — a  misprint  for  Leatiea,  a  not 
uncommati  form  (see  Philocolktmhla,  1655,  p.  48)  of  the  word 
"  JUatieo,  or  red  muscadine,  which  is  produced  in  the  highest 
perfection  at  Montepulciano,  between  Sienna  and  the  Papal 
■late  I  at  Monte  Calini,  &c.  .  .  .  and  of  which  the  name  in 
some  measure  expresses  the  rich  quality  (it  is  obviously  de- 
rived From  i)AiaCgi,  fdJi  eipono) ;  has  a  hrillianl  purple  colour, 
and  ■  luscious  aromatiG  Savour,"  tl:c.    Ibid.  p.  237. 


Sec.  V.  Yes,  sir,  {_Exeunt  Hnttieri, 

Mat.  So  shall  some  of  us  be  anon,  I  fear. 
Dots.  Here's  a  hot  day  towards;'  but.  zounds. 


this  is  the  life  oi 

It  of  which  a 

Boldil 

;r  sucks  sw€€t- 

ness!  when  this 

artillery  go* 

;8  off 

roundly, 

some 

muBl  di 

:op  to  the  ground  ;    c 

1,  demi-canDoiifi 

saker,  a 

nd  basili! 

ik." 

\ 

LOD. 

Give  fire 

■,  lieutenant. 

BOTS. 

So,   so, 

must  1  vet 

tture 

first   upon   the 

breach ! 

'    To  you  all,  gallants 

;   Bots  sets  upo 

n  you 

all. 

ll>rink$. 

AsT. 

,...)." 

I's  hard,  Bots, 

if  we 

pepper  no 

tyou, 

Cak.. 

well  as  you  pepper 

Enter  Candido. 

LoD.  My  noble  linen~draper! — Some  wine 
welcome,  old  lad ! 

Mai.  You're  welcome,  eigaoi, 

Cak.  These  lawns,  sir  ? 

Mat.  Presently  ;  my  man  is  gone  for  them.  We 
ha'  rigged  a  fleet,  you  see,  here,  to  sail  about  the 
world. 

Can.  a  dangerous  voyage,  sailing  in  such  ships. 

BoTS.  There's  no  casting  overboard  yet. 

LoD.  Because  you  are  an  old  lady,  1  will  have 
you  be  acquainted  with  this  grave  citizen  ;  pray, 
bestow  your  lips  upon  him,  and  bid  him  welcome. 
I  shall  be  most  welcome  t 


I 


V  your  lips  upon  h 
Mis.  H.  Any  citizen 
me. — I  have  used  to  buy  n 

Cah.  it  may  be  so,  good  madai 

Mis.  H.  Your  prentices  know  my  dealings  wel 


I  trust  your  good  wife  be  in  good  c 


:  if  it  plea 


'  lauardi]  U  e.  in  a  state  of  preparation,  st  hand. 
"  taker,  basilUt]  Small  piscea  of  ordnnnio. 
"  All.,  Cor.,  Jj'C.J  One  of  the  many  speechei  to  which  in 
old  ed.  U  the  prefix  "  Omnei," 
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you,  bear  her  a  token  from  my  lipa,  by  word  of 
mouth.  [Kisief  him. 

Can.  I  pray,  no  more ;  forsooih,  'tis  very  well  j 
Indeed  1  love  no  sweetmeats. — Sh'as  a  breath 
Stinks  worse  than  fifty  polecats.     [^Aiide.] — .Sir,  a 

Is  she  a  lady  ? 

LoD.  A  woman  of  a  good  house  and  an  ancient ; 
she's  a  bawd. 

Can.  a  bawd? — Sir,  I'll  aleal  hence,  and  see  your 
lawns 
Some  other  time. 

Mat.  Steal  out  of  such 
man,  is  but  gone  for  'em.- 
to  this  worthy  old  fellow 
high. 

LoD.        I      Swagger,  and  make  him  do't  oi 

AsT.,  ^c.)  knees. 

Cas.  How,  Bots  ?  now,  blesa  me,  what  do  1 
Bols? 
No  wine,  in  sooth,  no  wine,  good  master  Bots. 

Bots.  Grey- beard,  goat's -pizzle,  'tis  a  health: 
have  this  in  your  guts,  or  this  there  [touching  hh 
neord]  ;  I  will  sing  a  bawdy  song,  sir,  because  your 
veTJuice  face  is  melancholy,  to  make  liquor  go 
down  glib.  Will  you  fall  on  your  marrow-bones, 
and  pledge  this  health  ?  'tis  to  my  mistress,  a 
whore. 

Can,  Here's  ratsbane  upon  ratsbane. —  Master 
Bois, 
I  pray,  sir,  pardon  me :  you  are  a  soldier. 
Press  me  not  to  this  service ;  I  am  old. 
And  shoot  not  in  such  pot -guns. 

Bots,  Cap,"  I'll  teach  you. 


otnpany  ?  Pacheco,  my 
Lieutenant  Bots,  drink 
and  teach  him  (a  fly 


'ith 


°  Cap]  i.  e.  flflt'Csp  ; 


;,  p.  58, 
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Can.  To  drink  healths  is  to  drink  sickness. — 
Gentlemen, 
Pray  rescue  roe. 

BoTs.  Zounds,  who  dare  1 

Can.  1  ha'  reckonings  to  cast  up,  good  master 


BoTs.  This  will  make  you 
LoD.  Why  does  your  hi 
Can.  The  palsy,  aignor 
BoTS.  Pipe  with  a  pox 

^our  blood  dance 

Can.  Hold,  hold,  good 


:hake  so 
dancct!)  in 


I'll  make 


r  Dots,  1  drink. 


I  To  whom  t 


Can.  To  the  old  countess  there.  [Drink. 

Mis.  H.  To  me,  old  boy  ?— This  is  he  that  neve 
drunk  wine ! — Once  again  to'l. 

Can.  With  much  ado  the  poison  is  got  down. 
Though  1  can  scarce  get  up  ;  never  before 
Drank  I  a  whore's  health,  nor  will  never  more. 


Re-enter  Orlani 
Mat.  Hast  been  at  galk 


0  JtiUh  lawns. 


'  KnetW]  "This  [romaon]  cuMom  of  kneeling  and  drink- 
ing of  healths'  kindled  the  wrath  afTBriDuspurilanicHl  irrilen. 
Stubbes,  in  his  Anatamii  iff  Abucei,  tells  a  story  of  a  man  in 
Almaine,  oho,  drinking  a  health  la  his  Creator  on  hia  kneei. 
'ma  liKed  for  ever  like  a  statue,  which  honei  could  not  draw 
nor  fire  burn.  R.  Juniue,  in  hi>  Drunkard't  Character,  163S, 
■peaks  of '  a  Lincolnshire  man,  veil  known,  that  in  hia  cups 
drunk  a  health  to  the  devil,  nho  had  no  sooner  drank  it  off, 
but  he  fell  do«u  dead.'  ■  To  mend  the  oiatier  (he  saja  else- 
where),  le»t  Satan  should  want  his  due  reverence,  these  wine- 
worshippers  will  be  Bl  it  on  their  knees,  especiallj  it  they 
drink  a  great  man's  health,'  p.  313."     Reed. 


iNEST  WHORE. 


Or.  Yes,  air,  for  1  make  account  to  sufTer  to-day. 

Mat.  Look,  signor ;  here's  the  commodity. 

Can.  Your  price  ? 

Mat.  Thus.i 

Can,  No,  too  dear:  thus. 

Mat.  No?  O  fie,  you  must  fly  higher  :  yet  take 
'em  home  ;  trifles  shall  not  make  us  quarrel ;  we'll 
agree,  you  shall  have  them,  and  a  pennyworth ;  I'll 
fetch  money  at  your  shop. 

Can.  Be  it  so,  good  signor  ;  send  me  going. 

Mat.  Going? — A  deep  bowl  of  wine  for  eignoc 
Candido  ! 

Or.  He  would  be  going, 

Can.  I'll  rather  stay  than  go  so ;  stop  your  bowl. 

Enler  Conttable  mid  Billmen.' 
LoD.  How  now  ? 

BoTS.  Is't  Shrove  Tuesday,*  that  these  ghosts 
walk  I 

«  Thiu  —  (Aw]  Hon  they  indicated  the  price  I  know  not. 

'  Billmen]  i.  e.  witchmen,  who  cairied  billt  (s  sort  ofpiket 
with  hiHtked  pointi],  whicb  were  ancieatty  ibe  weapon!  of 
the  Engliih  foot-iDldiers. 

'  Ii't  Shnwr  Tmtday,  thai  then  ghoili  toofi]  "  From  thii 
punge,  I  apprehend  it  wag  fonneTly  a  cuitom  for  Ihe  peace- 
officers  to  Piuke  learch  arter  women  of  ill  fame  on  that  day, 
and  to  confine  them  during  the  season  ofLenc  So  Sensuality 
says,  in  Ifin-ecojmiif,  '  But  now  welcome  a  cati,  or  a  Shroer 
TiU4dag'i  tragedy.'  "     Reeu.     "  The  progresa   of  the  c 


IIG."  O.  Gilchrist.  Demolishing  houiea  ofbad  Tame  nii 
one  of  ibe  amusementa  of  the  apprenlicaa  dd  Shrove  Tuesday 
(lee  my  note  on  Webscer'a  iroiA-i,  vol.  iii.  p.  2!S) ;  sad  (beir 
0  doubt  required  [lie  check  of  Ibe  constable  and  hie 


atl«ndanti ;  but  it  appears  also,  that  on 

the  sam 

day  ID 
re  either 

official  search  was  made  for  bnnbel-keepi 

1,  who  w 

fonhwith  carted,  or  confined  during  Lent : 

vide  Nar 

Si  Gleu. 

■MM 


Mat.  Whal's  your  busineaa,  sir  ? 

Con.  From  the  duke  :  you  are  the  man  ive  look 
for,  sigi]or ;  I  have  warrant  here  from  the  duke  to 
apprehend  you  upon  felony  for  robbing  two  pedlars : 
1  charge  you  i'  lb'  duke's  name  go  quickly. 

Mat.  Ib  the  wind  turned  ?  well :  this  is  that  old 
wolf  my  father-in-law. — Seek  out  your  misCreas, 

Or.  Yes,  sir. — As  shafts  by  piecing  are  made 
strong. 
So  shall  thy  life  be  straighten'd  by  this  wrong. 

l^iiside,  a>id  exit. 
.      '   e     Iln  troth,  we  are  sorry. 

Mat.  Brave  men  must  be 
fortune's  dice  roving  against  n 
use  me  like  a  gentleman;   let  me  no 
through  the  streets  like  a  pageant. 

Con.    If  these  gentlemen  please,  y 
along  with  them. 

a""'   0     jBe't  so:  come. 

Con.  What  are  you,  sir? 

BoTS,  I,  sir?  sometimes  a  figure, 
cipher,  as  the  state  haa  occasion  to  cast  up  her 
accounts:  I'm  a  soldier. 

Con.  Your  name  is  Bots,  is't  not  ? 

BoTS.  Bots  is  my  name  ;  Bots  is  known  to  this 
company. 

Con.  I  know  you  are,  sir, — What's  she? 

Dots.  A  gentlewoman,  my  mother. 

Con.  Take  'em  both  along. 

Bars.  Me,  sir?' 

•  Mi,tir'\  "ThU'  Me.  iir!"  and  ihe  Billnien'i  echo  of  it 
in  tbe  old  copy  are  printed  '  Me,  Sirrr  I '  lo  inillcate,  perbap*, 
the  maDoer  lo  which  finta  spoke  it."    Collieb. 


•haU  I 


BiLi.  And,  air. 

Con.  If  he  swagger,  raise  the  street. 

BoTs.  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  whither  will  you 
drag  us  ? 

LoD.  To  the  garden-house,     fiots,  are  we  even 
with  you  ? 

Cos.  To  Bridewell  with  'em. 

BoTS.  You  will  answer  this. 

Con.  Better  than  a  challenge ;  I've  warrant  for 
my  work,  sir, 

LoD.  We'll  go  before. 

Con.  Pray,  do. — 

lExetmt  Matheo  tpilh  Lod.,  Ast.,  Car.,  Ber. 
and  Font.  ;  Bors  wtd  Mis.  H.  mlh  Billviai. 
Who,  signor  Candido  ?  a  citizen 
Of  your  degree  consoried  thus,  and  revelling 
In  such  a  house  7 

Can.  Why,  sir,  what  house,  I  pray? 

Con.  Lewd,  and  defam'd. 

Can.  Is'tBo?  thanks,  sir:  I'm  gone. 

Con.  What  have  you  there  ? 

Can.  Lawns  which  I  bought,  sir,  of  the  gentle- 
That  keeps  the  house. 

Con.  And  I  have  warrant  here 
To  search   for  such  atoln  ware :    these  lawns  are 
Btoln. 

Can.  Indeed ! 

Con.  So  he's  the  thief,  you  the  receiver : 
I'm  sorry  for  this  chance,  I  must  commit  you. 

Can.  Me,  sir?  for  what  ? 

Con.  These  goods  are  foutid  upon  you. 
And  you  must  answer't. 

Can.  Must  I  so ; 

Con.  Most  certain. 

Can.  I'll  send  for  bail. 
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Con.  I  dare  not :  yet,  because 
You  are  a  citizen  of  worth,  you  shall  not 
Be  made  a  pointing  stock,  but  without  guard 
Pass  only  with  myaelf. 

Can.  To  Bridewell  too  ? 

Con.  No  remedy. 

Can.  Yes,  patience  :  being  not  mad. 
They  had  me  once  to  BedJam  :  now  I'm  drawi 
To  Bridewell,  loving  no  whorea. 

Cos.  You  will  buy  lawn !  [Exeimt.   I 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

A  Street. 

Enter  on  one  side  Hi 
AsTOLFo,  Carolo,  Bi 

LoD.  Yonder's  the  lord  Hippolito ;  by  any  ir 
leave  him  and  mc  together ;  now  will  1  turn  him   | 
to  a  madman. 

r     '    t,    \  Save  you,  my  lord. 

\_EjeuHl  all  except  Hippolito  and  Lodovico. 
LoD.  i  ha'  strange  news  to  tell  you. 
Hip.  What  are  they? 
LoD.  Your  mare's  i'  th'  pound. 
Hip.  How's  this  T 

LoD.  Your  nightingale  is  in  a  lime-bush. 
Hip.  Ha! 

LoD.  Your  puritanical  Honest  Whore  sits  in  s  1 
blue  gown." 

*  fiVi  in  a  blue  goum}  "  It  appears  (ram  a  passage  in 
and  Caaiadra  [sad  fram  B  dotea  olher  pssBsg^B  in  varloua 
wriiera],  that  a  blue  gmtm  was  the  babit  in  which  s  strunipet 
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Hip.  Blue  gown? 

LoD.  She'll  chalk  out  your  way  to  her  now  ;  she 
beats  chalk. 

Hip.  Where  ?  who  dares  - — ■ 

LoD.  Do  you  kDow  the  hrick-house  o[  caaliga- 
tion,  by  the  river-side  that  runs  by  Milan?  the 
school  where  ihey  pronounce  no  letter  well  but  O  ? 

Hip.  1  know  ii  not- 

Lor.  Any  man  that  has  borne  office  of  constable, 
or  any  woman"  that  has  fallen  from  a  horse-load  to 
a  cart-load,  or  like  an  old  hen  that  has  had  none 
but  rotten  eggs  in  her  nest,  can  direct  you  to  her: 
there  you  shJl  see  your  punk  amongst  her  back- 
There  you  may  have  her  at  your  will, 
For  (here  she  beats  chalk,  or  frrinds  in  the  mill,' 
With  a  whip,  deedle,  deedle,  dee  die,  deedle. 
Ah,  little  monkey  t 

Hip.  What  rogue  durst  serve  that  warrant,  know- 
ing I  lov'd  her  ? 

LoD.  Some  worshipful  rascal,  I  lay  my  life. 

Hir.  I'll  beat  the  lodgings  down  about  their  ears 
That  are  her  keepers. 

LoD.  So  you  may  bring  an  old  house  over  her 


did  MQince,  So  too  in  The  Narthiri  Zoii,  1633,  ■  All  ihcr 
goad  you  iuteoded  mc  irai  a  Jockram  coif,  a  blue  gotcH,  a 
vheel,'  &c  The  whetl,  as  well  as  the  blue  goam,  are  men- 
tiooed  in  iubie(|Ueiil  Heaei  of  ihi*  comedy."     StKGvENs. 

"  any  iconiaii,  &c.]  i.  e.  ibat  ba>  been  csrud,  and  peltril 
wilh  rotlen  egg*. 

*  btali  chiM,  or  grijidi  In  Iht  mill]  "  To  beat  chalk,  griad  in 
tnDIi,  raiie  land  and  gtavel,  and  mnke  Ijme,  wece  among  the 
emplojmeniR  Bssigned  Tor  vagranu  who  were  committed  to 
BndeweU.  See  Orderi  appoinird  la  be  eiecaled  in  the  CitHt  <^ 
lMtdm,fer  letling  rogei  and  idle  perioTU  la  uiarke,  and/er  n- 
tefft  ^thtpatrt.  Printed  by  Hugh  Singleton."    IIeeii. 
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Hip.  I'll  to  lier, 
I'll  10  her,  stood  arm'd  fiends  to  guard  the  doors ! 

LoD.   O  me,  what  monsters  are  men  made  by 
whores  ! 
If  this  false  fire  do  kindle  him,  there's  one  faggot 
More  to  the  bonfire.    Now  to  my  Bridewell -birds ; 
What  song  will  they  sing  t  [Exit. 


SCENE  II. 
Alt  Apartment  in  Bridi 
Enter  Duke,  Infelke,  Carolo,  Astoifo,  BEHALDa^, 
FoKTiNELL,  and  several  Masters  of  Bridewell. 
Duke.    Your  Bridewell  ?T   that   the   name?    for' 
beauty,  strength. 
Capacity  and  form  of  ancient  building, 

*  YmiT  Bridewetl,  &C.]  "  We  have  here  ■  curioiu  ipecimcn 
of  Ihe  licenae  which  ancieat  nriters  used  to  allotr  IheiDMlvu 
aF  introducing  Tacls  and  circumsIaDcea  prculiarto  onccaimtry 
into  another.  Every  thing  here  »aid  of  Bridewell  is  appli- 
cable to  the  home  of  Correclion  nliich  goea  by  that  name  in 
London.  Changing  the  nacnen  of  ihe  duke  and  hii  ma  to 
ihoie  of  Henry  the  Eighth  and  Edward  the  Sixth,  all  the 
evenCa  mentioned  will  be  found  lo  have  happened  in  the  Eng- 
liah  BridenelL  The  situatioD  of  the  place  isalu  the  same.  In 
the  time  of  Henry  the  Eighth  princes  were  lodged  there:  pan 
of  it  being  built  in  the  year  ]fi22,  for  the  reception  of  Charles 
the  Fifth,  whole  nablea  redded  in  it.  In  1628,  Cardinal 
Campeius  bad  his  GraC  audience  there ;  and  after  Henry's 
death,  Edward  the  Sixth,  in  the  seventh  year  of  bit  reign. 
13S2,  gave  to  the  citizens  of  London  this  Ida  palace  for  (he 
purpoaea  above  mentioned.  To  complete  the  parallel,  it  was 
endowed  with  land,  Intc  belonging  to  the  Savoy,  to  the  amount 
ofZOO  markn  a-year,  with  all  the  bedding  and  fuinilure  of  that 
hotpital.  See  Stowe'a  Survey,  Strype'a  ediL  1721,  vol.  i.  p.  20*. 


I 


There  i« 


alao  die  like 


acbrooiun  in  (he  First  Part  of  this 


play,  concerning  Bethlem  Uo^ital."    Used, 


Besides  the  river's  neiglibourhood,  few  bouses 
Wherein  we  keep  our  court  can  belter  it. 

FiBST  Mas.    Hither    from   foreign    courts    have 

And  nitb  our  duke  did  acts  of  stale  commence  ; 
Here  that  great  cardinal  had  first  audience. 
The  grave  Campayne  ;  that  duke  dead,  his  son. 
That  famous  prince,  gave  free  possession 
Of  this  his  palace  to  the  citizens. 
To  he  the  poor  man's  warehouse,  and  cndow'd  it 
With  lands  to  th'  value  of  seven  hundred  mark[s],' 
With  all  the  bedding  and  the  furniture,  once  proper, 
As  the  lands  then  were,  to  an  hospital 
Belonging  to  a  duke  of  Savoy.     Thus 
Fortune  can  toss  the  world  ;  a  prince's  court 
Is  thus  a  prison  now. 

Dure.  'Tis  fortune's  sport  t 
These  changes  common  are  ;  the  wheel  of  fata 
Turns  kingdoms  up,  till  they  fall  desolate. 
But  how  are  these  seven  hundred  marks  by  th'  year 
Employ'd  in  this  your  workhouse  ! 

First  Mas.  War  and  peace 
Feed  both  upon  those  lands :  when  the  iron  doors 
or  war'  burst  open,  from  this  house  are  sent 
Men  fumiah'd  in  all  martial  complement. 
The  moon  hath  through  her  bow  scarce  drawn  to 

th'  head. 
Like  to  twelve  silver  arrows,  all  the  months, 
Since  BiKteen  hundred  soldiers  went  aboard. 
Here  providence  and  charity  play  such  parts, 
The  house  is  like  a  very  school  of  arts ; 
For  when  our  soldiers,  like  ships  driven  from  sea, 
With  ribs  all  broken  and  with  tatter'd  sides, 
Cast  anchor  here  again,  their  ragged  backs 


■  sMrii]  See  a 


I,  p.  108. 


■  mar]  Old  ed.  "  wsrrea." 
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How  often  do  we  cover  !  that,  like  men, 
They  may  be  sent  to  their  own  homes  agen.* 
All  here  are  but  one  swarm  of  bees,  and  strive 
To  bring  with  wearied  thighe  honey  to  the  hive. 
The  sturdy  beggar  and  the  lazy  lown 
Gets  here  hard  hands  or  lac'd  correction. 
The  vagabond  grows  staid,  and  learns  t'  obey  ; 
The  drone  is  beaten  well,  and  sent  away. 
As  other  prisons  are,  some  for  the  thief. 
Some  by  which  undone  credit  gets  relief 
From  bridled  debtors,  others  for  the  poor ; 
So  this  is  for  the  bawd,  the  rogue,  and  whore. 

Car.  An  excellent  tfam  of  horse  ! 

First  Mas.  Nor  is  it  seen 
That  the  whip  draws  blood  here,  to  cool  the  spleea  j 
Of  any  rugged  bencher,  nor  docs  offence 
Feel  smart  on''  spiteful  or  rash  evidence  ; 
But  pregnant  testimony  forth  must  stand 
Ere  justice  leave  them  in  the  beadle's  hand. 
Aa  iron,  ori  the  anvil  are  they  laid. 
Not  to  take  blows  alone,  but  to  be  made 
And  fashion'd  to  some  charitable  use.  ' 

Duke.  Thus  wholesom'st  laws  spring  from  the 
worst  abuse. 

Enter  Oklando  disffuUed  as  a  Serving-nian,  and" 
Bella  FRONT. 
Bel.  Let  mercy  touch  your  heart-strings,  gra- 
cious lord. 
That  it  may  sound  like  music  in  the  ear  I 

Of  a  man  desperate,  being  i'  th'  hands  of  law !  ' 

Ddke.  His  name  ? 
Bel.  Matheo. 

'  M.]  Olded.  "or." 


Bel.  In  this  house. 

Duke.  Fetch  you  him  hither. — 

[Exeunt  Second  Master  and  Bellafbont, 
Is  thia  the  party  ? 

"  .  Thia  is  the  hen,  my  lord,  that  the  coek  with 
■  i-lttw,  would  crow  over 


i  packed  toge 


B  day  in  judgment  shall  be 


the  lordly  comb,  yoi 
and  tread. 

DiiKE.  Are  your  tv 

Or.   My  two  pedl: 
good  lord. 

Duke.  T is  well :  t 

Vice,  like  a  wound  lanc'd,  mends  by  punishment. 

Inf.  Let  me  be  gone,  my  lord,  or  stand  unseen  ; 
'Tib  rare  when  a  Judge  strikes,  and  that  none  die. 
And  'tis  unfit  then  women  should  be  by. 

FiasT  Mas.  We'll  place  you,  lady,  in  some  pri- 

Idf.  Pray  do  so. 

{_Exit  with  First  Master,  mho  presently  return*. 

Or.  Thus  nice  dames  swear,  it  is  unfit  tbeir  eyes 
Should 

Yet  they'll  see  aU,  so  they  may  stand 
Many  women  sure  will  sin  behind  a  si 

Enter  LonoTico. 
LoD.  Your  son,  the  lord  Hippolito, 


iBe  from  sleep  that  fell  aaale 
Shakespeare's  King  John, 


THE  S 


a  P4BT  o 


Ddke.  Tell  him  we  wish  hii  presence.     A  vrotd, 
Sforza ;' 
On  what  wings  flew  he  hither? 

LoD.  These  ;  I  told  hira  his  lark  whom  he  loved 
was  a  Bride  well -bird ;  he's  mad  that  this  cage  should 
hnld  her,  and  is  came  to  let  her  out. 

Duke.  'Tib  excellent :  away,  go  call  him  hither. 
[£xi(  LoDovico. 

Re-enter  on  one  nde  Second  Mailer  and  BBtLAFROMi, 
leith  Matheo  atul  ConstabU;  on  the  other,  Lodo- 
vico  niith  HiproLiTO.  Orlando  goet  out  and  re- 
turtu  tvith  tme  of  his  tervanli  disgaised  tupedlan. 
Dure.  Vou  are  to  us  a  stranger,  worthy  lord; 
Tia  strange  to  see  ynu  here. 

Hii-.  It  is  tnoBl  fit, 
Thnt  where  the  sun  goes,  atomies^  follow  it. 

D[iKE.  Atoniies  neither  shape  nor  honour  bear: 
Be  you  yourself,  a  sunbeam  lo  shine  clear, — 
Is  this  tlie  gentleman  ?  stand  forth  and  hear 
Your  accusation. 

Mat.  I'll  hear  none ;  I  fly  high  in  that :  ratlier 
than  kites  shall  seize  upon  me,  and  pick  out  mine 
eyes  to  my  face,  I'll  strike  my  talons  thorough  mine 
own  heart  first,  and  spit  my  blood  in  theirs.  I  am 
here  for  shriving  tliose  two  fools  of  their  sinful 
pack  :  when  those  jackdaws  have  cawed  over  me, 
then  must  1  cry  guilty,  or  not  guilty  ;  the  law  has 
work  enough  already,  and  therefore  I'll  put  no 
work  of  mine  into  his  hands ;  the  hangman  shall 
ba't  first :  I  did  pluck  those  ganders,  did  rob  them. 


DcKE.  Tis  well  done  ti 


'  Sfarut]  See  note,  p.  2 
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Mat.  Confess  and  be  hanged,  and  then  I  fly 
high, — is't  not  so  ?  that  for  that ;  a  gallows  is  i1ie 
worst  rub  that  a  good  bonier  can  meet  with  ;  I 
Btuinbled  against  such  a  post,  else  this  night  I  had 
played  the  part  of  a  true  son  in  these  days,  undone 
my  fatber-in-lan;  with  him  would  I  ha'  run  at 
leap-frog,  and  come  over  his  gold,  though  1  had 
broke  his  neck  for't :  but  the  poor  salmon-trout  is 
now  in  the  net. 

Hip.  And  now  the  law  must  teach  you  to  fly 
high. 

Mat.  Right,  my  lord,  and  then  may  you  fly  low  ; 
no  more  words  : — a  mouse,  mum,  you  are  stopt. 

Bel.   Be  good  to  my  poor  husband,  dear  my 
lords ! 

Mat.  Ass  1 
Why  shouldst  thou  pray  them  to  be  good  to  me, 
When  no  man  here  is  good  to  one  another  ? 

DcKE,    Did  any  hand  work  in    this   thet\  but 


)? 


my  lord,  yes  :  the  hangman 
never  one  son  at  a  birth,  his  children  always  c< 
by  couples  :  though  I  cannot  give  the  old  dog 
father  a  bone  to  gnaw,  the  daughter  shall  be  s 
of  a  choke-pear.  Yes,  my  lord,  there  was  one  ra 
thai  fiddled  my  fine  pedlars,  and  that  was  my  w 

Bel.  Alas,  1 1 

Ok.  O  everlasting,  supernatural, 
lain! 

OvKE,      \  v„...  ^ifp^  Matheo  ? 


[Aside. 


Yourw 


HiF.  Sure  it  cannot  be 

Mat.  O,  sir,  you  lov 
that  hang  up,  you  love 
She  set  the  robbery,  1  performed 
me  on,  I  galloped  away. 


quarters  of  mutton 
vhole  mullon. 
;  she  spurred 
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Ok.  My  lords 

Bel.  My  lords^fellow,  give  me  speech — if  in 
poor  life 
May  rnnsom  tliine,  I  yield  it  to  the  law. 
Thou  hurt'sl  thy  soul,  yet  wip'st  ofTno  offence, 
By  casting  blots  upon  my  innocence  : 
Let  Dot  these  spare  tne,  but  tell  truth  :  no,  see 
Who  slips  his  neck  out  of  the  misery, 
Though  not  out  of  the  mischief;  let  thy  servant, 
That  shar'd  in  this  base  act,  accuse  me  here  : 
Why  should  my  husband  perish,  he  go  clear? 

Or.  a  good  child,  hang  thine  onn  father  I 

[Aiidt 

Duke*.  Old  fellow,  was  thy  hand  in  too  ? 

Or.  My  hand  was  in  the  pie,  my  lord,  I  coofefl 
it :  my  mistress,  I  see,  will  bring  n 
lows,  and  so  leave  me  ;  but  I'll  not 
I  had  rather  hang  in  a  woman's  company  than  in  a 
man's  ;  because  if  we  should  go  to  hell  together,  I 
should  scarce  be  letten  in,  for  all  the  devils  are 
afraid  to  have  any  women  come  amongst  them ;  as 
I  am  true  thief,  she  neither  consented  to  this  felony 

Duke.  What  fury  prompts  thee  on  to  kill  thy 
wife! 

Mat.  It's  my  humour,  sir;  'tis  a  foolish  bagpipe 
that  I  make  myself  merry  with  :  why  should  I  eat 
hemp-seed   at  the  hangman's  thirteenpence' half- 
penny ordinary,  and  have  this  whore  laugh  at  n     " 
as  I  swing,  as  1  totter  ? 

Duke.  Is  she  a  whore  ? 

Mat.  a  sixpenny  mutton  pasty''  for  any  to  en) 
tip. 

Oh.  Ah,  load,  toad,  toad  ! 

k  n^llm  yatly]  See  nole,  p.  102, 
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Mat.  a  barber's  cittei 
J  upon  :  tliat  lord  y 


i'  for  every  serving-man 
to  play  upon :  tliat  lord  your  son  knows  it. 
Hip.  1,  sir?  am  I  her  bawd  tlien? 
Mat.  No,  sir,  but  she's  your  whore  then. 
Or.  Yea,  spider,  dost  catch  at  great  flies  ? 

Hip.  My  whore? 

Mat.  1  cannot  talk,  sir,  aod  tell  of  your  rems, 
and  your  rees,  and  your  whirligigs  and  devices, 
— but,  my  lord,  I  found  'em  like  sparrows  in  one 
nest,  billing  together,  and  bulling  of  me :  I  took 
'n  bed,  was  ready  to  kill  him,  was  up  to  stab 


her- 

Hip.  Close  thy  i 

Thou  art  a  villain,  i 
Deep  as  the  place  whert 
Since  I  am  thus  lar  got 
111  through,  and  thou 

touch 'd. 
When  thou  shall  perish 

Re-e 


—pardon  i 


,  1  a 


malicious  devil  ! 

t  lost,  thou  liest ! 

?  I'll  through  un- 


>halt  B 


T  IkF] 


Ikp.  Tis  my  cue 
To  enter  now. — Room,  let  my  prize  be  play'd  U 
I  ha'  lurk'd  in  clouds,  yet  heard  what  all  have  said  : 
What  jury  more  can  prove  sh'as  wrong'd  my  bed 
Tlian  her  own  husband  ?  she  must  be  punished ; 
I  challenge  law,  my  lord;  letters,  and  gold, 
And  jewels  from  my  lord  that  woman  took. 

Hip,  Against  that   black-moulh'd  devil,  'gainst 
letters  and  gold, 
And  'gainst  a  jealous  wife,  I  do  uphold 


>  A  barhc'-i  cillern]  See  Dote,  vol.  i.  p.  174. 
i  prUi  be  plis'd}  See  note,  p.  Sli. 
VOL.  111.  X 


Thus  far  her  reputation  ;  I  couW  si 

Shake  th'  Appenine,  and  crumble  rocks  to  dust. 

Than,  though  Jove's  shower  rain'd  down,  tempt  her  1 

Sel.  What  shall  I  aay  ? 

Or.  [tliTorving  off  his  dinguiie]  Say  thou  art 
not  a  whore,  and  that's  more  thao  tifteeii  women 
amongst  fice  hundred  dare  swear  without  lying : 
this  shah  thou  say^no,  let  me  say't  for  thee — ihy 
husband's  a  knave,  this  lord's  an  honest  man  ;  thou 
art  no  punk,  this  lady's  a  right  lady  ;  Pacheco  is  a 
thief  as  his  master  is,  but  old  Orlando  is  as  true  a 
man  as  thy  father  is. — I  ha'  seen  you  fly  high,  i 
and  I  ha'  seen  you  fly  low,  sir ;  and  to  keep  yoD  j 
from  the  gallows,  sir,  a  blue  coat  have  I  worn,  and  ] 
a  thief  did  1  turn ;  mine  own  men  are  the  pedlar 
my  twenty  pound  did  fly  high,  sir,  your  wife's  \ 
gown  did  fly  low,  sir;  whither  fly  yoi 
you  ha'  scaped  the  gallows,  to  the  devil  you  &y  1 
next,  sir. — Am  I  right,  my  liege  ? 

DtiKE.  Your  father  has  the  true  physician  play*d. 

Mat.  And  1  am  now  his  patient. 

Hip.  And  be  so  still : 
'Tis  a  good  sign  when  our  cheeks  blush  at  il 

Con.  The  linen-draper,  signer  Candido, 
He  whom  the  city  terms  the  patient  man, 
Is  likewise  here  for  buying  of  those  lawns 
The  pedlars  lost. 

Inf.  Alas,  good  Candido  I 

DuRr..  Fetch  him    [exit    ContlMe]  :    and  when  \ 
these  payments  up  are  cast, 
Weigh  out  your  light  gold,  but  let's  have  them  last,  | 

Enter  Candido  mlH  C'onxtable,  who  presenlly  goet 
In  Bridewell,  Candido? 


Cak.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  What  make  you  here  ? 

Can.  My  lord,  what  make  you  here  ? 

DuKR.  I'm  here  to  save  right,  and  to  drive  wrong 
hence. 

Can.  And  I  to  bear  wrong  here  with  patience. 

DtiKE.  You  ha'  bought  atoln  goods. 

Can.  So  they  do  say,  my  lord  ; 
Yet  bought  1  tliem  upon  a  gentlemao's  word ; 
And  1  imagine  now,  as  I  thought  then. 
That  there  be  thieves,  but  no  thieves  gentlemen. 

Hip.  Your  credit's  crack'd  being  here. 

Ca».  No  more  than  gold 
Being  crack'd,  which  does  his  estimation  hold. 
I  was  in  Bedlam  once,  but  wna  I  mad  1 
They  madome  pledge  whores'  healths,  but  am  1  bad 
Because  I'm  with  bad  people  ? 

Ddke.  Well,  stand  by: 
If  you  take  wrong,  we'll  cure  the  injury. 

Re-enter  ConUabh,  after  him  Bots,  llten  two  Beadle), 

one  with  hemp,  the  other  with  a  beetle.'' 
Stay,  stay :  what's  he  ?  a  prisoner  1 

Con.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip.  He  seems  a  soldier. 

BoTS.  I  am  what  1  seem,  sir,  one  of  fortune's 
bastards,  a  soldier  and  a  gentleman,  and  am  brought 
in  here  with  master  constable's  band  of  billmen,' 
because  they  face  me  down  that  I  live,  like  those 
that  keep  bomling-alleya,  by  the  sins  of  the  people, 
in  being  a  squire  of  the  body.™ 

*  a  beellt']  "  A  mullet."'  Rt:El>.  See  speech  of  First  Mas- 
ttr,  p.  aaS.  '  billniin]  See  note,  p.  217. 

'  aiqutrt  o/llu  body]  "  A  iquire  of  the  body,  asya  Mr.  Slee- 
Ttni  (note  on  ibe  Firil  Pari  o/  Ihsry  /F.)— [Malons'B  Shatt^ 
ipeart  (lif  Uinvell},  vol.  xvi.  p.  IDt] —  lignilied,  originilly, 


Hip.  O,  an  apple -squire." 

BoTB.  Yes,  sir,  that  degree  of  scurvy  squi 
that  I  am  maintained  by  the  best  part  that  is  com- 
monly ill  a  woman,  by  the  worst  players  of  those 
parts;  but  I  am  known  lo  all  this  company. 

LoD.  My  lord,  'tis  true,  we  all  know  him,  'tis 
lieutenant  Bots. 

Duke.  Bots  ? — And  where  ha'  you  served,  Bots? 

Bots.  In  moat  of  your  hottest  services  in  the  Low 
Countries  :  at  the  Groyne  I  was  wounded  in  this 
thigh,  and  baited  upon'i,  but  'tis  now  sound ;  in  I 
Cleveland  I  missed  hut  little  having  the  bridge  of  my  | 
nose  broken  down  with  two  great  stones  as  I  was 
scaling  a  fort :  I  ha'  been  tried,  sir,  too,  in  Guelder- 
land,  and  scaped  hardly  there  from  being  blown 
up  at  a  breach  ;  1  was  fired,  and  lay  i'  th'  surgeon's 
hands  for't  till  the  fall  of  the  leaf  following. 

HiF.  All  this  may  be,  and  yet  you  no  soldier. 

Bots.  No  soldier,  sir  ?  I  hope  these  are  services 
that  your  proudest  commanders  do  venture  upon. 


eoff 


tlie  altenctant  on  a  knight,  ihc  perion  wba  bore  bit  beid>  I 
[lieiB,  spear,  and  BhiEld.  Il  afterwards  beesme  s  c«it  ttm 
tor  a  piap,  and  ia  so  used  hErp."  Reed.  So  also  B.  Jonaon 
uiea  tbe  single  notd  i^uirt  for  pimp  or  procurer :  {■ceGJfibrd't 
note  un  Evert/  Man  in  hit  Hamour—Warki,  vol.  i.  p.  13Z)  See 
alio  our  author's  Fair  Quarrel,  act  it.  sc.  4. 

■■  apph-iqaire]  Iti  a  note  on  Hall's  Salirei,  1824,  p.  8,  ibe 
editor  remarki ;  "  This  canl  phraje  has  been  erroneouily  ei- 
plained  u  meaniTif;  a  pander  or  pimp.  The  (act  is,  that  it 
meant  what  is  in  modem  tlan([  called  afaih-maa:  a  igiure  bJ 
Ike  bodi/  had  tlie  aaine  nieiining."  No  doubt  one  of  ilameBTi- 
ingt  oaa  a  kept  );Bllant ;  but  it  generally  signifies,  aa  in  our 
text,  a  pimp.  Greene,  enumeraling  the  profesiors  ot  tbe 
"sacking  law,"  menlloni  "  The  Bawd  i  If  a  man,  tn  Appk 
iqaire."  Notable  DiKvury  i^  Cooetmgt,  1592,  Big.  c  2.  See 
■Ifo  the  fourth  line  of  the  wag  in  our  autbor"*  Fair  Quairtl, 
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Duke.    Well,  sir,  because   you   say  you  are  a 
soldier, 
I'll  use  you  like  a  gentleman. — Make  room  there, 
Plant  him  amongst  you  ;  we  shall  have  anon 
Strange  hanks  fly  here  before  us  :  if  none  light 
On  you,  you  shall  with  freedom  take  your  flight ; 
But  ifyou  prove  a  bird  of  baser  wing. 
We'll  use  you  like  such  birds,  here  you  shall  sing. 

BoTs.  I  wish  to  be  tried  at  no  other  weapon. 

DiiKB.  Why  is  he  furnish'd  with   those  itnple- 


PiEST  Mas.  The  pander 


e  dangero 


Than  is  the  common  thief;  and  though  our  law* 
Lie  heavier  on  the  thief,  yet,  that  the  pander 
May  know  the  hangman's  rulF  should  lit  him  too, 
Therefore  he's  set  to  beat  hemp. 

DtiKE.  This  does  savour 
Of  justice  ;  basest  slaves  to  basest  labour. 
Now,  pray,  set  open  hell,  and  let  us  see 
The  she-devils  that  are  here. 

Inf.  Methinks  this  place 
Should  make  even  Lais  honest. 

First  Mas.  Some  it  turns  good  ; 
But  as  some  men,  whose  hands  arc  once  in  blood. 
Do  in  a  pride  spill  more,  so  some  going  hence. 
Are,  by  being  here,  lost  in  more  impudence. 
Let  it  not  to  them,  when  they  come,  appear 
That  any  one  does  as  their  judge  sit  here. 
But  that  as  gentlemen  you  come  to  see, 
And  then  perhaps  their  tongues  will  walk  more  free- 

DUKE.  Let  them  be  tnarshall'd  in. 

[Exeunt  First  and  Second  Matters,  ContlahU, 
and  Jleadles. 

Be  cover 'd  all, 
Fellows,  DOW  to  make  the  scene  more  comical. 

Cab.  Will  not  you  be  smelt  out,  Bots  1 
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BoTS.  No ;  your  bravest  whores  have  the  worst  I 


Re-enter  First  and  Second  Masters  and  Constable,  then  I 

Dorothea  Target,  brave ,"  after  her  tn'o  Bcadtet,  ] 

the  one  mth  a  wheel,  the  other  TvUk  a  blue  gonm.^ 

LoD.  Are  not  you  a  bride,  forsooth  ? 

Dor.  Say  ye  ? 

Car.  He  would  know  if  these  be  not  your  bride-  I 
men. 

Dob.  Vuh,  yea,  sir  ;  and  look  ye,  do  you  see  ?  I 
the  bride-laces  that  1  give  at  my  wedding  will  serve  I 
to  tie  rosemary''  to  both  your  coffins  when  you  ci 
from  hanging, — scab  ! 

Oh.  Fie,  punk  !  fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Dob.  Out,  you  stale,  stinking  head  of  garlic,  fob,  I 
a(  my  heels ! 

Ob.  My  head's  cloven. 

Hip.  O,  let  the  gentlewoman  alone,  she's  going  I 
to  alirift. 

AsT.  Nay,  to  do  penance. 

Car.  Ay,  ay ;  go,  punk,  go  to  the  Cross  and  be  | 

Dob.  Marry  mew,  marry  muff,'  marry  hang  youi  I 
goodman  dog!  whipt  ?  do  ye  take  me  for  a  basal 
spittle"  whore?  In  troth,  gentlemen,  you  neat  I 
the  clothes  of  gentlemen,  but  you  carry  not  th«  I 
minds  of  gentlemen,  to  abuse  a  gentlewoman  of  tny  I 

LoD.  Fashion  ?  pox  a'  your  fashions !  art  a 
whore  ? 


•  Araw]  See  Data,  p.  IBO. 

'  a  wkrel blMc  gowo]  The 

mentianed  in  the  t«xl;  and  afc  note, 
<  rMcnory]  See  note,  p.  151. 
'  norry  maf}  Sn  note,  p.  36, 

*  ipillli]  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  iC5. 
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Dob.  Goodman  slave ! 

Duke.  O  fie,  abuse  ter  cot ;  let  us  two  talk. — 
What  mouglit'  I  call  your  name,  pray? 

Dor.  I'm  not  asliamedofmy  name,  sir ;  my  name 
is  mistress  Doll  Target,  a  western  gentlewoman. 

LoD.  Her  target  against  any  pike  in  Milan  ! 

Ddke.   Why  is  this  wheel  borne  after  her  1 

First  Mab.  She  must  spin. 

Dor.  a  coarse  thread  it  shall  be,  as  atl  threads 

AsT.  If  you  spin,  then  you'll  earn  money  here  too? 

Dor.  1  had  rather  get  half-a-crown  abroad  than 
ten  crowns  here. 

Ob.  Abroad  ?  I  think  so. 

Ikf.  Dost  thou  not  weep  now  thou  art  here  ? 

Dob.  Say  ye  ?  weep  ?  yes,  forsooth,  as  you  did 
when  yoit  lost  your  maidenhead  ;  do  you  not  Iiear 
how  I  weep  1  [Sings, 

LoD.  Farewell,  Doll! 

Dob.  Farewell,  dog  !  \^Erit  n'ilh  Beadles. 

Ddke.  Past  shame,  past  penitence  I  Why  is  that 
blue  gown  ? 

FiBST  Mas.  Being  stript  out  of  her  wanton  loose 

That  garment  she  puts  on,  base  to  the  eye. 
Only  to  clothe  her  in  humility. 

DcKE,   Are  all  the  rest  like  this  ? 

FiBST  Mas.   No,  mv  good  lord  ; 
You  see  this  drab  swells  with  a  wanton  rein. 
The  next  that  enters  has  a  diHerent  strain. 

DcKE.  Variety  is  good  ;  let's  see  the  rest. 
\_Exctmt  First  and  Second  Masters  and  Constable. 

BoTs.  Your  grace  seea  I'm  sound  yet,  and  no 
bullets  hit  me. 

'  sioHj^Af]  i.  e.  might 
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I,  and  'tia  well. 
[  Here's  the  second  mess. 


DoKE.  Come  off  s( 
LoD. 

AsT.,  ^c. 

Re-enter  First  and  Second  Masters  and  Constable ;  J 
then  Penelope  Whokehoukd,  dressed  like  a  citi*  J 
sen's  mife ;  after  Her  ttno  Beadles,  one  wUh  a  blue  J 
gown,  another  mth  chalk''  and  a  mallei. 
Pen.  I  ha'  worn  many  a  costly  gown,  but  I  « 

never  thus  guarded"  with  blue  coats  and  beadles  | 

and  constables  and  - 

Car.    Alas,  fair  mistress,  spoil   not  tbus  your  1 

Pen.  O  sweet  sir,  I  fear  the  spoiling  of  other  ] 
places  about  me  that  are  dearer  than  my  eyes  !  If  I 
you  be  gentlemen,  if  you  be  men,  or  ever  came  of  \ 
a  womaD,  pity  my  case !  stand  to  me,  stick  t 
good  sir,  you  are  an  old  man  ! 

Or.  Hang  not  on  me,  I  prithee ;  old  trees  bear  I 
no  such  fruit. 

Pen,  Will  you  bail  me,  gentlemen 

LoD.  Bail  thee  7  art  in  for  debt  7 

Pen.  No  ;  God'  is  my  judge,  sir,  I  am  in  for  no  I 
debts  i  I  paid  my  tailor  for  this  gown  the  last  fiva  I 
shillings  a-week  that  was  behind  yeaierday. 

DoKE.  What  is  your  name,  1  pray  ? 

Pen.  Penelope  Whorehound,  I  come  of  the  \ 
Whorehounds. - 


<  chalk,  &c]  See  note,  p,  221. 

■  guardid]  A  play  on  the  word — trimmed,  faced. 

'  Ged]  "  In  the  old  copy  there  is  a  blank  lefl  for  Ihii  word, 
to  >Toid  the  frnphmatiinua  nmainit  Dti,  as  T.  Bailard  terms  it 

in  hu  EpigraiBi Thii  vice,  >■  ia  nell  knonn,  nas,  not 

many  years  after«Brdt,  refDrmed  in  a  great  degree,  aa  far  li 
the  theatre  was  concerned.     See  the  statute  3,  James  I.  chap. 


BoTs.  A 


very 


honeat  t 


jl'n 


1  soldier,- 


Pbh.  T  was  never  in  tliis  pickle  before;  and  yet, 
if  I  go  amongst  citizens'  wives,  they  jeer  at  me ;  if  I 
go  among  the  loose-bodied  gowns,"  they  cry  a  pox 
on  me,  bec-auxe  I  go  civilly  attired,  and  swear  their 
trade  nas  a  good  trade  till  such  as  I  am  took  it 
out  of  their  hands.  Good  lieutenant  fiots,  speak 
to  these  captains  to  bail  me. 

FiasT  Mas.   Begging  for  bail  still  ?  you  are  a 
trim  gossip. 
Go  give  her  the  blue  gown  ;  set  her  to  her  chare.* 
Work,  huswife,  for  your  bread  ;  away  ! 

Pen.  Out,  you  dog ! — a  pox  on  you  all ! — women 
are  born  to  curse  thee — but  I  shall  live  to  see  twenty 
such  flat-capgV  shaking  dice  for  a  pennyworth  of 
pippins— out,  you  blue-eyed  rogue  ! 

lEiH  mtk  Beadles. 
.     *   p     ma,  ha,  ha! 
Duke.    Even  now  she  wept  and  pray'd;    now 

does  she  curse  ? 
FiKST  Mas,  Seeing  me  ;  if  still  sh'ad  stay'd,  this 
had  been  worse. 

r  here  before  ? 


rMAs 


s  at  lea 


have  her 


And  thi 

Wrung  and  wept 

AsT    *    [Bots,  you  know  her  ! 

■  laoK-lodied  gotiiHi']  The  common  dress  ofcou 
note,  voL  i.  p.  '^I. 

•  than)  "  L  e.  Cask-work."    Reed. 
'  JIal-capt]  See  note,  p.  5S. 
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BoT9.  Is  there  any  gentleman  here  tliat  knows 
not  a  whore,  and  is  he  a  hair  the  worse  for  thai  7 

Deke.   Ib  she  a  city-diiine,  she's  so  attir'd  ? 

FiBsT  Ma9.  No,  my  good  lord,  that's. only  but 
the  veil 
To  her  loose  body ;  I  have  seen  her  here 
In  gayer  masking  suits :  as  several  sauces 
Give  one  dish  several  tastes,  so  change  of  habits 
In  whores  is  a  bewitching  art ;  to-day 
She's  all  in  colours  to  besot  gallants,  then 
In  modest  black  to  catch  the  citieen  ; 
And  this  from  their  examination's  drawn. 
Now  Ghalt  you  see  a  monster  both  in  shape 
And  nature  quite  from  these,  that  sheds  no  tear, 
Nor  yet  is  nice,  'tis  a  plain  ramping  bear ; 
Many  such  whales  are  cast  upon  this  shore. 

Ddke,      It.'  l 

First  Mas.  Then  behold  a  swaggering  whore. 

\^Exeu»l  First  and  Second  Masters  and 
Constable, 
Or.  Keep  your  ground,  Bots. 
BuTS.  I  do  but  traverse  to  spy  advantage  bow  to 
arm  myself. 

Re-enter  First  and  Second  Masters  and  Constable, 
after  them  a  Beadle  dealing  a  liasin,'  then  Cathe- 

RtNA    BotlNTINALL   Tl'ltA    MlSTRESS    HoRSELEECH, 


•  a  beadle  fenhng  a  4o»(«l  The  First  Master  presently  lelU 
ihe  Duke  that  the  basin  "  is  an  emlilem  of  their  revelling." 
Here  Reed  cites  a  parallel  passage  from  B.  Joason's  Neta  Inn, 
act  iv.  sc.  3,  and  a  remark  of  Whalley,  tlial  it  alludes  "  to  the 
GUBtom  of  old,  wben  bawda  ind  other  infamout  petHtn*  were 
carted.  A  mob  of  people  used  lo  precede  tlicm  teating  batim 
anil  other  utenails  of  the  same  kind,  to  make  the  Doiae  and 
lutnull  the  bigger,"  Kc.  Sec. 
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liands.  hold, 
ihe  French 


e  wroDg 


after   them    another  Beadle    jtilh 
guarded'^  mlh  yellow. 

Catii,  Sirrah,  when  I  cry  hold  you 
you  rogue -catcher,  hold. — Bau'd,  ar 
chilblains  in  your  heels,  thai  you 
faster?  are  not  you,  bawd,  a  whore's 
muBt  not  I  follow  my  colours  ? 

Mis.  H.  O  niistress  Catherine,  you 
to  accuse  me  here  aa  you  do,  before  the  right 
shipfol !  i  am  known  for  a  motherly  honest  woman, 
and  no  bawd. 

Cath.  Marry,  foh,  honest  ?  burnt  at  fourteen, 
seren  times  whipt,  six  times  carted,  nine  times 
ducked,  searched  by  somu  hundred  and  fif\y  con- 
Stables,  and  yet  you  are  honest!  honest  mistress 
Horseleech !  is  this  world  a  world  to  keep  bawds 
and  whores  honest  ?    how  many  times  hast  thou 

Sifen  gentlemen  a  quart  of  wine  in  a  gallon  pot  ? 
ow  many  twelve -penny  fees,  nay,  two  -  shillings 
fees,  nay,  when  any  ambassadors  ha'  been  here,  how 
many  half-crown  fees  hast  thou  taken?  how  many 
carriers  hast  thou  bribed  for  country  wenches  ?  how 
oflen  have  I  rinced  your  lungs  in  aqua  vita?"  and 
yet  you  are  honest ! 

Duke.  And  what  were  you  the  whilst  ? 
Cath.  Marry,  hang  you,  master  slave,  who  made 
you  an  examiner  ? 

•  pmrrfed]  See  note,  p.  236. 

*  ancimi]  i.  e.  "  an  ensign."  Reeb.  "  Tliis  poini  »ill  bv 
bttler  undentood  from  Ihe  fullonitig  [pasiage  of  Thr  FUirc, 
hy  Slurpbim,  tig.  r  2,  ed.  1615.] 

'  FbEIRB.  Wbit,  Signior  t  In  lauc  witb  tny  Ladie'i  jficieHl. 
SpMtKB.  Why  her  Ancient '( 

Fleike.  Because  she  carries  her  colouni  fur  her,  but  'ii< 
in  ■  boKe,'  "    Collier.     1  doubt  if  there  be  any  such  point 

'  aqua  Vila']  "Fonoerlj  the  general  name  for  spirits."  Reed- 
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res  no  niaa.^^H 


k 


LoD.  Welt  said  !  belike  this  devil  Gpares 

Cath.  What  art  thou,  prithee  ? 

BoTS.  Nay,  what  art  thou,  prithee  ? 

Cath.  A  whore  :  art  thou  a  thief? 

Bora.  A  thief?  no,  I  defy''  the  calling;  I 
soldier,  liave  borne  amis  in  ihe  field,  been  in  many 
a  hot  skirmish,  yet  come  off  sound. 

Cath.  Sound,  tvith  a  pox  to  ye,  ye  abominable 
rogue  !  you  a  soldier  !  you  in  skirmisheG !  where  t 
amongst  potlle-pots  in  a  bawdy-house  ? — Look, 
look  here,  you  madam  Wormeaten,  do  not  yofti 
know  him  ? 

Mis.  H.  Lieutenant  Bots,  where  have  ye  been 
this  many  a  day  7 

Dots.  Old  bawd,  do  not  discredit  me,  seem  not 
to  know  me. 

Mis.  H.  Not  to  know  ye,  master  Bots  ?  as  long 
as  1  have  breath  I  cannot  forget  thy  sweet  face. 

Duke.  Why,  do  you  know  him  1  he  says  be  is  & 
soldier. 

Catu.  He  a  soldier  ?  a  pander,  a  dog  that  will 
lick  up  sixpence.  Do  ye  hear,  you  master  swine's- 
snout,  how  long  is't  since  you  held  the  door  for  me, 
and  cried,  To't  again,  nobody  comes  I  ye  rogue  you  ? 

LoD.        )      Ha,  ha,  ha !  you're  smelt  out  again, 

AsT.,  ^■c.)  Bots. 

Bois.  Pox  ruin  her  nose  for'l!  and'  1  be  not 
revenged  for  this- — um,  ye  bitch! 

LoD.  D'ye  hear  ye,  madam  ?  why  does  your 
ladyship  swagger  thus?  you're  very  brave,'  me- 
thinks. 

Cath.  Not  at  your  cost,  master  cod'a-head.  Is 
any  man  here  blear-eyed  to  see  me  brave  t 


i 

I 
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AsT-  YcB)  I  am  ;  because  good  clothes  upon  a 
nhore's  back  is  like  fair  painting  upon  a  rotten 
wall, 

Cath.  Marry  muff,^  master  wIioremaBter !  you 
come  upon  me  vith  sentences. 

Bek.  By  this  liglit  tias  small  sense  for'L 

LoD.  O  fie,  fie,  do  not  vex  her !  and  yet  me- 
tliinka  a  creature  of  more  scurvy  conditions  should 
not  know  what  a  good  petticoat  were. 

Caih.  Marry,  come  out,  you're  so  busy  about 
my  petticoat,  you'll  creep  up  to  my  placket,''  and' 
ye  could  but  attain  the  honour:  but  and'  the  out- 
sides  offend  your  rogueshipa,  look  o'  the  lining,  'tis 
sUk. 

Duke.  Is't  silk  'tis  lined  with,  then  ? 

Cats.  Silk  ?  ay,  silk,  master  slave  ;  you  would 
be  glad  to  wipe  your  nose  with  the  skirt  on't.  This 
'tis  to  come  among  a  company  of  cod's-beads,  that 
know  not  how  to  use  a  gentlewoman  .' 

DiTKE.  Tell  her  the  duke  Is  here. 

FiBST  Mas.  Be  modest,  Kale,  the  duke  is  here. 

CaiHi  If  the  devil  were  here,  I  care  noL — Set 
forward,  ye  rogues,  and  give  attendance  according 
to  your  places !  let  bawds  and  whores  be  sad,  for 
I'll  sing  and'  the  devil  were  a-dying. 

[Exit  nitk  Mistress  Horseleech  and  Beadles. 

Duke.  Why  before  her  does  the  basin  ring  ? 

FiKST  Mas.  It  is  an  emblem  of  their  revelling. 
The  whips  we  use  ]iiO  forth  their  wanton  blood. 
Making  them  calm  ;  and,  more  to  calm  their  pride, 
Instead  of  coaches  they  in  carts  do  ride. 

•  marry  mu/]  See  note.  p.  36. 

"  pUvkil]  See  vol.  ti.  p.  497.  Tbe  aasertion  of  Narei,  lliere 
mentioned,  isdiBproveJ  by  the  present  passage. 

'  oBd]  L  t  it  1  let]  Old  ed.  "  leta." 
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Will  your  grace  see  more  of  this  had  ware  ? 
"       .  No,  shut  up  shop,  we'll  now  break  up  ihe 


Yete 


fair; 


lir,  that  take  upon  ye 
"  worth, 
W  forth, 


,  all  the  private  sufferance  ihat  the 


e  part— 
The  name  of  soldier,  that  true  n 
Which  action,  not  vain  boasting,  best  si 
To  let  you  know  how  far  a  soldier's  name 
Stands  from  your  title,  and  to  let  you  see 
Soldiers  must  not  be  wrong'd  where  prince: 
This  be  your  sen  ten  ce. 

AsT    &c  }  I*^'"™'*  yourself,  Dots  ! 
Ddke.  First 

IntlictB  upon  offenders,  you,  as  the  basest, 
Shall  undergo  it  double;  alYer  which 
You  shall  be  whipt,  sir,  round  about  the  city. 
Then  banish'd  from  the  land. 

BoTS.  Beseech  your  grace  ! 

Duke.  Away  with  him,  see't  done. 

[Eicit  BoTs  with  Cmstable. 

Panders  and  whores 

Arc  city-plagues,  which  being  kept  alive, 

Nothing  iliat  looks  like  goodness  e'er  can  thrive. — 

Now,  good  Orlando,  what  say  you  to  your  bad 

Bon-in-law  ? 

Or.  Marry,  this,  my  lord;  he  is  my  son-in-law, 
and  in  law  will  I  be  his  father,  for  if  law  can 
pepper  him,  he  shall  be  so  parboiled,  that  he  shall 
stink  no  more  i'  th'  nose  of  the  commonwealth. 

Bel.  Be  yet  more  kind  and  merciful,  good  father  I 

Or.  Dost  thou  beg  for  iiim,  thou  precious  man's 
meat,  thou  ?  has  he  not  beaten  thee,  kicked  thee, 
trod  on  thee  ?  and  dost  thou  fawn  on  him  like  his 
spaniel  ?  has  he  not  pawned  thee  to  thy  petticoat, 
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sold  thee  to  thy  smock,  made  ye  leap  at  a  crust  ? 
yet  nouid'st  have  me  save  him ? 

Bel.  O  yes,  good  sir!  ivomea  shall  learn  of  me 
To  love  their  husbands  in  greatest  misery  ; 
Then  shew  him  pity,  or  you  wreck  myself. 

Or.  Have  ye  eaten  pigeorjs,  that  you're  bo  kind- 
hearted  to  your  mate  ?  Nay,  you're  a  couple  of 
wild  bears,  I'll  have  ye  both  baited  at  one  stake  ; 
but  as  for  this  knave,  —  the  gallows  is  thy  due,  and 
the  gaUows  thou  slmlt  have  ;  I'll  have  justice  of 
the  duke,  the  law  shall  have  thy  life. — What,  dost 
thou  hold  him  ?  let  go  his  hand  :  if  tliou  dost  not 
forsake  him,  a  father's  everlasting  blessing  tall  upon 
both  your  heads  .'  Away,  go,  kiss  out  of  my  sight; 
play  thou  the  whore  no  more,  nor  ihou  the  thief 
again,  my  house  shall  be  thine,  my  meat  shall  be 
thine,  and  so  shall  my  wine,  but  my  money  shall  be 
mine,  and  yet  when  I  die,  so  thou  dost  not  fly  high, 
take  all ; 

Yet,  good  Matheo,  mend.' 
Thus  for  joy  weeps  Orlando,  and  doth  end. 

Duke.  Then  hear,  Matheo:  all"  your  woes  are 

By  your  good  father-in-law  ;  all  your  ills 
Are  clear  purg'd  from  you  by  bis  working  pills. — 
Come,  aignor  Candido,  these  green  young  wits, 
We  see  by  circumstance,  this  plot  have'  laid. 
Still  to  provoke  thy  patience,  which  they  find 
A  wall  of  brass  ;  no  armour's  like  the  mind  : 

i  Yfl,  goad.  See.]  An  imperfect  couplet;  kg  note.  p.  52. 
In  the  passage  nliich  immcdiaielj  precedei  it,  Orlnndn  kcths 
to  be  seized  with  a  fit  of  rhyming. 

*  ThtH  hear,  Malkeo:  all,  &c.]  Qy.  "  rAin  here,  MalUa. 
alt."  &c. 

'  Auk]  Old  ed.  "  haih.'" 
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Thou'st  taugbt  the  city  patience  ;  now  our  court 
Shall  be  thy  sphere,  where  from  thy  good  report, 
Rumours  thia  truth  unto  the  world  shall  sing, 


A  patient  man's  s  pattern  for  a  king. 


[^Exetmt  omnet. 


THE   WITCH. 


it  the  Black-Frirri,    Wri 

The  MS.,  from  which  this  drams  i«  now  fpyea,  rormi  part 
oT  Slalone's  ColJecdun  in  the  UadJeian  Library.  Oxrord.  In 
177S  a  «mill  imprewion  of  The  muh  wm  printed  by  [luic 
Reed,  for  distribuiion  unoog  hi»  frieadt ;  it  wan  intended 
to  exbibil  the  original  text  verbatiin  el  litirarim ;  but  from  a 
eallalion  which  wan  obligingly  made  for  me  by  the  Rev- 
Stephen  Beay,  1  iiad  that  it  is  not  without  «ome  error*  and 


On  the  diiputed  <]ucelion,  whether  thi>  drama  wucompoaed 
before  or  after  the  appearance  of  Shakeipeare'a  Macbtlh,  see 
the  Account  of  Middlelon  and  hie  writings. 

Some  of  the  incident*  in  Tht  IVilcli  were  suggested  hy  the 
following  paaiBjre  of  M achiavet's  Ftarentiiu  Ifiitary.  "  Their 
[the  Lombards']  kingdom  descending  upon  Altwinus  a  bold 
■nd  warlike  maa,  they  paaaed  the  Danube,  and  encountering 
Comundua  King  of  the  Lepidei  then  poRseised  ofPannonis. 
overthrew  and  slew  him.  Amongst  the  captives  Alhoinus 
finds  Rosamund  the  daughter  of  Comundus.  and  taking  her 
to  wife  becomes  Lord  of  Pannonia;  hut  out  of  a  brutish  fierce- 
neu  in  hi>  nature,  he  makes  a  drinking  cup  ofComundus'i 
■liull,  and  out  of  it  used  to  curouse  in  memory  of  that  victory. 
Invited  now  by  Karsetea,  will)  whom  he  had  been  in  league 
during  the  Gothick  war,  he  leaves  FannoniH  to  the  Huns,  who, 
U  we  have  uid,  were  after  the  death  of  Attila  rolurned  into 
their  own  Countrey.  and  comei  into  Ituly,  which  finding  bo 
Mnngely  divided,  he  in  an  instant  poaseise>  himself  of  Pavia, 
Milan,  Verona,  Vicenza,  all  Tuscany,  and  the  greatest  part 
of  Flaminia,  at  this  day  called  Romania.  So  that  by  these 
great  and  ludden  victories  judging  himself  already  Con- 
queroar  of  Italy,  he  makes  a  solemn  feast  at  Verona,  and  in 
tba  heat  of  wine  growing  merry,  causes  Comundiu'e  skull  to 
be  filled  full  of  wine,  and  would  needs  have  it  preiented  to 
Queen  Rosamund,  who  saie  at  table  over  against  him,  telling 
her  so  loud  that  all  might  hear,  that  in  auch  a  time  of  mirth 
he  would  have  her  drink  with  her  father  ;  ihoce  words  were 
KB  ao  many  dans  in  the  poor  ladies  boiome,  and  conauliing 
irith  revenge,  she  bethought  bcr  self,  bow  Almachlldia  a  noble 
Lombard,  young  and  valiant,  courted  one  of  the  Ladies  of  her 
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bed-chamber ;  with  her  she  contriYes  that  she  should  promise 
Almachildis  the  kindness  of  admitting  him  by  night  to  her 
chamber ;  and  Almachildis  according  to  her  assignation  being 
received  into  a  dark  room,  lyes  with  the  Queen,  whilest  he 
thought  he  lay  with  the  Lady,  who  after  the  fact  disOTYers 
herself,  offering  to  his  choice  either  the  killing  of  Alboinus 
and  enjoying  her  and  the  Crown,  or  the  being  made  his  sacri- 
fice for  defiling  his  bed.  Almachildis  consents  to  kill  Alboinus ; 
but  they  seeing  afterwards  their  designs  of  seizing  the  king- 
dom prove  unsuccessful,  nay  rather  fearing  to  be  put  to  death 
by  the  Lombards  (such  love  bore  they  to  Alboinus)  they  fled 
with  all  the  Royd  Treasure  to  Longinus  at  Ravenna,"  &c. 
Engluh  trantlatum,  1674,  pp.  17,  18. 

See  also  HUtovret  Tragiquet  de  Belleforest,  1616,  t.  iv. 
Hist  Ixxiii. 


TRULY  WORTHY  AND  GEKEROUSLY  AFFECTED 


THOMAS  HOLMES,  EsaoiRs. 


Noble  Sia, 

As  a  Irue  testimony  of  my  ready  inclination 
to  your  service,  I  have,  merely  upon  a  taste  of  your 
desire,  recovered*  into  my  hands,  though  not  with- 
out much  difficulty,  this  ignorantly  ill-fated  labour 
of  mine. 

Witches  are,  ipso  facto,  by  the  law  condemned, 
and  that  only,  I  think,  hath  made  her  lie  so  long  in 
an  imprisoned  obscurity.  For  your  sake  alone  she 
hath  thus  far  conjured  herself  abroad,  and  bears  no 
other  charms  about  her  but  what  may  tend  to  your 
r  no  other  spell  but  to  possess  you 
a  belief,  that  as  she,  so  he  that  first  taught 
o  enchant,  will  always  be 

Your  devoted 

THO.  MIDDLETON. 


■redl   From  ihc  playhouse  pcobibty,  u  Steeveni 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


gtnlltmen. 


litkf. 

Lord  Gtvtmvr  <if  Ravmna. 

SEiAirrAN,  ctmtravird  la  iiabclta. 

pERNlNDO,  hufrind. 

Ahtohio,  huibaud  Id  Isabilla. . 

ARBRZiIHES, 

SlEmo!'}  '''™""  "  •*'"'"'■''■ 
Firestone.  Htcolc'i  iim. 
SmoKli,  !^. 

Duchni. 

IiAneLLA,  ict/j  /o  Anirmio,  and 
Fraschc*.  «»/(r  M  Jalmia. 
AuoKETTA,  1^  difcheu't  uvBm 
Florida,  a  courfeian. 
Hecate,  Ma  cAiV/unfcA. 
Stadlin,)     .,  , 
Hoppo,    j  "'"=''"- 
Other  mtthci,  Ifc. 


IN.) 

.,  J" 

ehc, 

Seem,  RAVE^I^A  aniJ  its  neighliourh. 
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»tyo. 


before  heaven 


e  she's  gone, 


ACT  1.    SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  House  of  the  Lard  Gaverjior : 

a  banquet  set  out. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Fernando. 

Seb.  Mjr  three  years  spent  in  war  has  now  undone 
My  peace  for  ever. 

Fer,  Good,  be  patient,  sir. 

Seb.  She  is  my  wife  by  c 
And  all  the  angels,  sir. 

Fer.  I  do  believe  you; 
But  where's  the  remedy  n 
Another  has  possession. 

Seb.  There's  the  torment! 

Feb.  This  day,  being  the  first  of  your  return, 
Unluckily  proves  [lie  first  too  of  her  fastening. 
Her  uncle,  sir,  the  governor  of  Ravenna, 
Holding  a  good  opinion  of  the  bridegroom, 
At  he's  fair-spoken,  air,  and  wondrous  mild 

Seb.  There  goes  llie  devi!  in  a  sheep-skin! 

Feb.  With  aU  speed 
Clapp'd  it  up  suddenly  :  1  cannot  think,  sure, 
That  the  maid  ovcr-lovcs  him;  though  being  ma: 

Perhaps,  for  her  own  credit,  now  she  intends 
Performance  of  an  honest,  duteous  wife. 
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Seb.  Sir,  IVe  a  world  of  business :  question  no* 
thing ; 
You  will  but  lose  your  labour ;  'tis  not  fit 
For  any,  hardly  mine  own  secrecy, 
To  know  what  I  intend.     I  take  my  leave,  sir. 
I  find  such  strange  employments  in  myself, 
That  unless  death  pity  me  and  lay  me  down, 
I  shall  not   sleep  these   seven   years ;    that's   the 
least,  sir.  [^Exit. 

Feb.   That  sorrow's   dangerous    can    abide  no 
counsel ; 
'Tis  like  a  wound  past  cure :  wrongs  done  to  love 
Strike   the   heart  deeply ;    none  can  truly  judge 

on't 
But  the  poor  sensible  sufferer  whom  it  racks 
With  unbelieved  pains,  which  men  in  health, 
That  enjoy  love,  not  possibly  can  act. 
Nay,  not  so  much  as  think.     In  troth,  I  pity  him : 
His  sighs  drink  life-blood  in  this  time  of  feasting. 
A  banquet  towards  ^  too  !  not  yet  hath  riot 
Play'd  out  her  last  scene  ?  at  such  entertainments 

still 
Forgetfulness  obeys,  and  surfeit  governs  : 
Here*s  marriage  sweetly  honour'd  in  gorg'd  sto- 
machs 
And  overflowing  cups ! 

Enter  Gasparo  and  Servant. 

Gas.  Where  is  she,  sirrah  ? 
Ser.  Not  far  off. 


^  a  banquet  totoards']  i.  e.  a  banquet  at  hand,  ready.  BoM' 
quet  means  here,  as  in  many  (though  not  all)  passages  of  our 
early  writers,  what  we  now  call  a  dessert.  Our  ancestors 
usually  quitted  the  eating-room  as  soon  as  they  had  dined, 
and  removed  to  another  apartment,  where  the  b<mquet  was  set 
out. 
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G49.  Prilhee,  where  ?  go  fetch  her  hither  : 
I'll  rid  him  away  straight. —  [E^it  Sereant. 

The  duke-a'  now  risen,  sir. 

Fer.  I  am  a  joyful  man  to  hear  it,  sir, 
It  aeems  has  drunk  the  leas  ;  though  I  think  he 
That  has  the  least  has  certainly  enough.  [Exil. 

Gas.  !  have  nbaerv'd  this  fellow  :  all  the  feast- 
He  hath  not  pledg'd   one   cup,   but   look'd   moai 

wickedly 
Upon  good  Malaga;  flies  to  the  black-jack  still, 
And  sticks  to  small  drink  like  8  waler-rat. 
O,  here  she  comes  : 

Enter  Flobida. 

Alas,  the  poor  whore  weeps  ! 
'Tis  not  for  grace  now,  all  the  world  must  judge  ; 
Ii  ia  for  spleen  and  madness  'gaiost  this  marriage : 
I  do  but  think  how  she  could  beat  the  vicar  now, 
Scratch  the  man  horribly  that  gave  the  woman, 
The  woman  worst  of  all,  if  she  durst  do  it.   {^Aside. 
Why,  how  now,  mistress  ?  this  weeping  needs  not ; 

for  though 
My  master  marry  for  his  reputation, 


He 


^ep  yoi 


JO.   Hoi 

Gas.  He  doth  indeed  ; 
He  swore't  to  me  last  night.     Are  you  so  simple, 
And  have  been  five  years  traded,  as  to  think 
One  woman  would  serve  him  ?  fie,  not  an  empress  ! 
Why,  he'll  be  sick  o'  th'  wife  within  ten  nights. 
Or  never  trust  my  judgment. 

Flo.  Will  he,  think'st  thou  ? 

Gas.  Will  he! 

Flo.  I  find  thee  still  so  comfortable, 

■■  rfuAr-j]  MS,  ••  king'.." 


254  THB  WITCH, 

Beshren  my  heart,  if  I  knoW^  how  t 

They  talk  of  gentlemen,  perfumers,  and  such  things ;  I 

Give  roe  the  kindness  of  the  master's  m 

In  my  distress,  say  1. 

Gas.  'Tis  your  great  love,  forsooth. 
Please  you  withdraw  yourself  lo  yond  private  par-  I 

I'll  send  you  venison, 
For  banqueting  stuff',  i 
I  will  bring  in  myself. 

Flo.  I'll  take  'era  kindly,  sir. 
Gas.  Sh'as  your   grand  strumpet's 

to  a  tittle. 
'Tis  a  fair  building  :  it  had  need  ;  it  h 
Just  at  this  time  sorae  one  and  twenty 
But  half  of 'era  are  young  merchants,  they'll  depait- 

shortly  ; 
They  take  but  rooms  far  summer,  and  away  they 
When  't  grows  foul  weather  :  marry,  then  come  the 


And  commonly  they're  well-booted  for  all  seasons. 
But  peace,  no  word ;  the  guests  are  coming  in. 

[/fe(ir«. 
Enler  Almachildes  and  Auobetta. 
Ai.M.  The  fates  have  bless 'd  me;  have 
privately  ? 

Ah.  Why,  sir,  why,  Almachildes! 

Alm.  Not  a  kiss  ? 
Am.  I'll  call  aloud,  i'faith. 
Alm.  I'll  stop  your  mouth. 
Am.  Upon  my  love  to  reputation, 
I'll  tell  the  duchess  once  more. 

'  turHj]  MS.  "  knew."  '  »Mr(r(i]  i.  e. 

~  Mnmri]  i.  e.  pertoni  tesoriinR'  lo  ibe  ca|iital  i 
:  oofopsre  voL  iL  pp.  107,  133. 
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Am.  Tis  the  way 
To  make  her  laugh  a  little. 

Au.  She'll  not  think 
That  you  date  use  a  maid  of  honour  thus. 

Alm.  Amsterdam'  swallow  thee  for  a  puritan, 
Aod  Geneva   cast  tliee  up  again  !    like  she  that 


again  at  Queenhithe ! 
iilly  fruita  of  the  sweet 
[Hetires. 
vith  thee,  and  I  at  the 


ink' 
At  Charing  Cross,  and  ros< 
Am.  Ay,  these  are  the 

Alm.  Sweet  venery  be 

tail 

Of  my  wish  !  I  am  a  little  headstrong,  and  so 
Are  most  of  the  company.  I  will  to  the  witches. 
They  say  they  have  charms^  and  tricks  to  make 
A  wench  fall  backwards,  and  lead  a  man  herself 
To  a  country-house,''  some  mile  out  of  the  town, 
Like  a  fire-drake.     There  be  such  whoreson  kind 

girls 
And  such  bawdy  witches;  and  I'll  try  conclusions.' 


Queen  Gliaor,  wife  to  King  Ed- 
's drama  enlttli-d  Edward  I.,  aod 
in  mj  tec.  ed.  of  liu  tVarki,  voL  i. 


*  Amltrdam]  8ee 

'  «k*  that  nuk,  &< 
mid  the  First:  sec 
the  Bdlad  prefixed 
p.  69.  1829. 

I  fAsmj]  Written  in  MS.  "  eharmet" — is  Died  a>  n  dii- 
■jUable  iu  the  nexi  scene, 

"  Knit  with  these  clumu  and  reienlive  knots." 

.1  perhaps  I  ought  to  have  reduced  llie  [iresenc  hobblinB 

•ech  to  prose. 

•BHlry  home,  &c.]  "  The  coiLnlry  house  here  alluded 
to,"  layi  Malone,  "  nai  at  Brentford  :  and  in  the  plays  written 
in  1607,  and  for  some  yesn  afterwards,  there  are  rceijueal 
allusions  tu  the  practice  of  carrying  women  of  the  tonii 
thither."     Life  qf  S/iaktiprare,  p.  42S  {Sh.  by  Bosuill,  \ol  ii.) 

'  eonciuriBiu]  i.  e.  expetiineni*. 
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DiiK£.   A  banquet'  yet!    why   surely,  my  lord 
governor, 
BacchuB  could  ne'er  boast  of  a  day  till  now, 
To  spread  his  power,  and  make  bis  glory  knonn. 

DccH.  Sir,  you've  done  nobly;  though  in  modesty 
You  keep  it  from  us,  know,  we  understand  so  much. 
All  this  day's  cost  'tis  your  ^eaC  love  bestows, 
In  honour  of  the  bride,  your  virtuous  neice. 

Gov,   In  love  to  goodness  and  your  presence, 
madam  ; 
So  understood,  'tis  rightly. 

DiTKE.  Now  will  I 
Have  a  strange  health  after  all  these. 

Gov.  What's  that,  my  lord  ? 

Duke.  A  health  in  a  strange  cup  ;  and  't  shall  go 
round. 

Gov.  Your  grace  need  not  doubt  that,  sir,  having 

So  many  pledg'd  already  :  this  fair  company 
Cannot  shrink  now  for  one,  bo  it  end  there. 

Duke.  It  shall,  for  all  ends  here:  here's  a  full 
period.  [^Produces  a  tkuU  set  ai  a  cup. 

Gov.  A  skull,  my  lord  ? 
Duke.  Call  it  a  soldier's  cup,  man  : 
Fie,  how  you  fright  the  women  !  I  have  sworn 
It  shall  go  roimd,  excepting  only  you,  sir. 
For  your  lale  sickness,  and  the  bride  herself, 
Whose  health  it  is. 

IsA.  Marry,  I  thank  heaven  for  that ! 
Duke.    Our  duchess,  1  know,   will  pledge   ua, 
though  the  cup 

■  A  banquet']  See  note,  p.  2$2. 
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Was  once  her  father's  head,  which,  as  a  Iropliy, 
We'll  keep  till  death  in  memory  of  ihat  conquest. 
He  was  the  greatest  foe  our  atcel  e'er  strook  at, 
And  he  was  bravely  skin  :  then  took  tve  thee 
Into  OUT  bosom's  love  :  thou  mad'st  the  peace 
For  all  thy  country,  thou,  that  beauty,  did. 
We're  dearer  than  a  father,  are  we  not  ? 

DucH.  Yes,  sir,  by  much. 

DuKB.  And  we  shall  find  that  straight. 

Akt.  That's  an  ill  bride-cup  for  a  marriage-day, 
I  do  not  like  the  face  on'i. 

Gov,  Good  my  lord. 
The  duchess  looks  pale :   let  her  not  pledge  yoti 
there. 

Duke.  Pale  J 

Ducu.  Sir,  not  I. 

Dli'ke.  See  how  your  lordship  fails  now  ; 
The  rose  not  fresher,  nor  the  sun  at  rising 
More  comfortably  pleasing. 

DucH.  Sir,  to  you, 
The  lord  of  this  day's  honour.  [Drinh 

AsT.   All  first  moving 
From  your  grace,  madam,  and  the  duke's  grea' 

Since  it  must.  [Drinh 

Fran.  This  the  worst  fright  that  could  come 
To  a  conceal'd  great  belly  !  I'm  with  child ; 
And  this  will  bring  it  out,  or  make  me  come 
Some  seven  weeks  sooner  than  we 


Dlch.  Did 
Twice  haveJ  1 

Thus  spitefully  and 


r  cruel  barbarous 
surfeits  brought  i 


aidens  reckon. 

,rt  match  this  ? 
ly  father's  me- 


rnfully  to  mine  eyes  ; 


1  hart]  MS,  "hath," 
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And  I'll  endure 't  no  more ;  *tis  in  my  heart  since : 
1*11  be  reveng'd  as  far  as  death  can  lead  one. 

Alm.  Am  I  the  last  man,  then  ?  I  may  deserve 
To  be  first  one  day.  [Drinks. 

Gov.  Sir,  it  has  gone  round  now. 
Duke.  The  round  ?^  an  excellent  way  to  train 
up  soldiers ! 
Where's  bride  and  bridegroom  ? 
Ant.  At  your  happy  service. 
Duke.  A  boy  to-night,  at  least;  I  charge  you 
look  to*t, 
Or  I'll  renounce  you  for  industrious  subjects. 
Ant.  Your  grace  speaks  like  a  worthy  and  tried 

soldier. 
Gas.  And  you'll  do  well  for  one  that  ne'er  toss'd 
pike,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

The  abode  of  Hecate. 

Enter  Hecate.* 

Hec.  Titty  and  Tiffin,  Suckin  and  Pidgen,  Liard 
and  Robin !  white  spirits,  black  spirits,  grey  spirits, 
red  spirits!  devil -toad,  devil -ram,  devil -cat,  and 

^  TJte  round]  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  190. 

*  The  abode  rf^ Hecate,  Enter  Hecate"]  MS.  has,  "  Enter  Heecai  ; 
and  other  Witches  {with  Properties^  and  Habitts  fitting).** — 
I  had  originally  prefixed  to  this  scene,  "  A  Cave :  Hecate  dis- 
covered in  front  of  the  stage :  Stadlin,  Hoppo,  other  witches,  and 
Firestone,  in  an  inner  cave,  where  a  caldron  is  boiling:**  but 
Hecate  does  not  see  the  caldron ;  and  as  we  shall  presently 
find  that  Almachildes  (vide  p.  268)  is  on  the  point  of  falling 
into  it,  brfore  he  meets  with  Hecate,  it  could  not  have  been 
placed  in  an  inner  cave. 
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devil-dam!    why,  Hoppo  and  Stadlin,"  Hellwain" 
and  Puckle !  ° 

Stad.  [wifAin]  Here,  sweating  at  the  vessel. 

Hec.  Boil  it  well. 

Hop.  [vfVAin]  It  gallops  now. 

Hec.  Are  the  fiames  blue  enough  ? 
Or  shall  I  use  a  little  seething  more  ? 

Stad.  [n>i(Ain]  The  nips  of  fairies^  upon  maids' 
white  hips 
Are  not  mure  perfect  azure. 

Hec.  Tend  it  carefully. 
Send  Stadlin  to  me  with  a  brazen  dish, 
That  I  may  fall  to  work  upon  these  serpenls, 
And  squeeze  'em  ready  for  the  second  hour  : 
Why,  when  It 

Enter  Stadlin  with  a  dish. 

Stad.  Here's  Stadlin  and  the  dish. 

Hec.  There,  take  this  unbaptised  brat ;' 

IGiciTig  (he  dead  body  of  a  child. 
Boil  it  well ;  preserve  the  fat  : 


-  IStppo  md  Stadlin 


'  HittaoiW]  MS.  "  Hellwin :"  «ee  note, 

•  Pi«*&]  MS.  "  Prickle.'' 

*  rif  nipt  i^fairia,  &c.]  Thii  pasaagc  i 
illowing  Unei  ofBronae: 

"  wliere  oft  the  Fi 
At  tnjr-light  sale,  and  Jid  command  lie 


See  quotation  from  R.  Scot,  note, 
p.  204. 
I  explained  by  the 


T-Qo™ 
Blue 


,  ir  ihelucs : 

And  Turther  if  by  Maidens  oiiersi|;ht 
Witliin  daores  niter  were  not  brou^hl  at  night. 
Or  if  Ihej'  ipread  no  Tabli-,  set  no  Bread, 
Thtg  ihould  haul  njpi  from  log  vnto  Ihe  head." 

BriloHiia'i  PailaraU,  b.  i.  loag  ii.  p.  41,  ed.  162S. 
<  Whg,  ivAm]  Sec  nole,  p.  Ili4. 

'  Tkirr,  lakt  1A«  aibipiittd  brnl,  &c.]  Here,  and  in  the  next 
three  ipeeches  of  Hecate,  .Middlelon  IbUowi  Reginald  Scot, 
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You  knoir  'til  precious  to  transfer 

Our  'noJDted  fiesh  iato  the  air. 

In  moonlight  nights,  on  steepie-tops, 

Mouniains,  and  pine7trees,  that  like  pricks  or  iic^ 

Seem  to  our  height;    high  toneri   and    roo&  of 

princes 
Like  wrinkles  in  the  earth  ;  whole  provinces 
Appear  to  our  sight  then  even  leek' 
A  ruBset  mole  upon  some  lady's  cheek. 
When  hundred  le^ues  in  air,  we  feast  and  sing, 
Dance,  kiss,  and  coll,'  use  every  thing  : 
What  young  man  can  we  wish  to  pleasure  ua, 
But  we  enjoy  him  in  an  incubuti  ? 
Thou  know'st  it,  Stadlin  ? 
Stad.  Usually  that's  done. 

using  mmetimes  Ihe  very  words  ot  ibit  curioui  ariier.  Id  ibe 
DacoBtrit  tf  Httchcra/i,  Scot  fi<e*  from  "  Jalm  BspL  Neap." 
I  e.  Porta,  the  fbllowine  rrceipu  for  the  miraculous  umbs- 
porUIioD  of  witchm  "  p.  Tht  fal  of  young  daldren,  and  utih 
it  Ktlh  icaUr  fn  a  broKn  vttttU,  nKnUDg  the  thickrst  of  thu 
which  rematneili  boiled  ■□  thJe  botlome,  which  they  lue  >p 
and  keepr,  vniUI  iKcatloo  setueth  to  vse  it.  They  /ml  ktmmla 
BliourinHm,  AcmUitm,fTmdtt  popultiu,  mid  koU."  "  [t..  Slum, 
Offoram  vulgare,  penlapbytiem,  (he  blond  of  a  Jlitter'moutet  M^ 
Dim  losnii^niM  el  oltim.  Thej  aumpe  all  these  logitber,  uid 
then  they  nibbe  sll  parti  ofibeir  bodies  eiceedio^ie,  till  tbey 
looke  red  and  be  veiie  hot,  to  at  the  pores  msy  be  opened 
snd  their  Besh  soluble  and  loose.    Tbey  ioine  herewitholl 


I 


either  fal 


le  rslher 


1  thereof,  U 


:eotlh 


ntrtitd  in  Ike  atre,  lo/eaiting,  litigiag,  dwuimg,  kitting,  cnUhig, 
and  Blhir  aeli  of  vtncric,  ut/A  nu:*  goulkei  oi  tbtg  Ism  amd  dt- 
art  m«ii,"  &c  B.  i.  c  viii.  p.  18*.  ed.  158*.— See  tbe  oHgiaal 
of  ibis  in  Ports'!  ifagUt  SalaraUt,  fiiw  Dr  MiracuUt  Rentm 
A'anroliim  Libri  Hii.,  1S61,  12mo.  p.  180.  Pons  omitted  the 
passage  in  (at  lesst  some)  later  and  cnlari^ed  editions  of  his 

■  fee*]  L  e.  like — for  tbe  sake  of  the  rhyme, 

'  coU]  L  e.  embrace,  or  clasp  round  Ibe  neck.  I 
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Hec.  Last  night  thou  got'si  the  mayor  of  Whel- 
plie'B "  son ; 
I  knen  him  by  his  black  cloak  lin'd  with  yellow  ; 
I  think  tliou'st  spoil'd  the  youth,  he's  but  seven- 

ril  hare  him  the  next  mounting.     Away,  in  : 
Go,  feed  the  vessel  for  the  second  hour. 

Stad.  Where  be  the  magical  herbs  ? 

Hec.  They're  down  his  throat ;' 
His   mouth    cramm'd   full,    his    ears    and   nostrils 

BtufTd. 
I  thrust  in  eleoselinum  lately, 
Aconitum,  frondes  populeas,  and  Root — 
You  may  see  that,  he  looks  so  b[l]ack  i'  lli'  mouth — 
Then  sium,  acorum  vulgare  too, 
Pentaphyllon,"  the  blood  of  a  flitter-mouse,' 
Solanum  somnificum  et  oleum. 

SrAD.  Then  there's  all,  Hecate. 

Hec.  Is  the  heart  of  wax 
Stuck  full  of  magic  needles  ? 

Stad.  'Tis  done,  Hecate. 

Hec.  And  is  the  farmer's  picture  and  his  wife's 
Laid  down  to  th'  fire  yet  ? 

Stad.  They're  a-roasting  bolh  too. 

Hec.  Good  [ex((  Stadlin];  then  their  marrows 
are  a-melting  subtly, 
Atid  three  months'  sickness  sucks  up  life  in  'em. 
They  denied  me  often  flour,  barm,  and  milk, 
Goose-grease   and   tar,   when  I  ne'er  hurt  their 

churnings,' 
Theif  brew-locks,  nor  their  batchei,  nor  forespoke 

>  WlulpSe'i']  WlUit  place  is  meanl  by  this  nord  I  know 

'  hU  rtrMt]  i.  t.  die  dead  child's. 
"  PinlapkyllBa]  MS.  <'  Dentapliillon." 
*  JUtUr-nsiat]  Or  jfirfcr- mouse— i.  e.  Lat. 
'  ehurningi'^  MS.  "  charmlugs," 
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Any  of  their  breeding*.  Nowlllberaeetf  with'cn: 
Seren  of  iheir  young  pigs  I've  bewiicb'd  ftbeady, 
OrtheUil  litter; 

Nine  duckling*,  thirteen  goslings,  and  a  b(^. 
Fell  lame  last  Sunday  after  even-song  too ; 
And  mark  how  iheir  sheep  proeper,  or  what  snp 
F^ach  milch-kine  gives  lo  th'  pail :  I'D  send  these 

Shall  milk  'em  all 

Uoforehand  ;  the  dew-skirted*  dairy-wencbea 
Shall  stroke  dry  dugs  for  this,  and  go  home  cursing  ; 
I'll  mar  their  sillahubs  and  swathy  feasiings^ 
Under  cows'  bellies  with  the  parish-youths. 
Where's  Firestone,  our  aon  Firestone  ? 
Enter  Firestone. 

Fire.  Here  am  I,  mother. 

Hie.  Take  in  this  brazen  dish  full  of  dear  ware: 

IGiPfs  dUh. 

;  and  that  will  be 
ight  come  three  year. 


Thou  slmlt  have  all  whi 
Even  just  nt  twelve  a' cli 
Flax,  And  may  you 
tir  doxen,  mother  7 


He:c 


No. 


FiHK.  Yourtnirits  arc,  then,  more  unconscionable 
than  bilkers.  You'll  have  lived  then,  mother,  six- 
foorc.  year  to  the  hundred ;  and,  methinks,  after 
sixscorc  years,  the  devil  might  give  you  a  cast,  for 
he's  R  fruiterer  too,  and  has  been  from  the  be- 
ginning ;  the  first  apple  that  e'er  was  eaten  came 
through  his  fingers :  the  costermonger's,''  then,  I 
hold  to  be  the  ancientest  trade,  though  some  would 
have  the  tailor  pricked  down  before  him, 

'  am]  i.  e.  even. 

•  dtwikirud]  MS.  "deWd-skiTled." 

*  lumthg  /mMwi]  L  •.  (I  luppou)  feutingi  amooe  tht 
MaMi-l£«i 


% 


TBB  WITCH.  26S 

Hec.  Go,  and  take  heed  you  shed  not  by  the 
way; 
The  hour  must  have  her  portion  :  'tis  dear  sirup  ; 
Each  charmed  drop  is  able  to  confound 
A  family  consisting  of  nineteen 
Or  one-and-twenty  feeders. 

FiaE.  Marry,  here's  stuff  indeed  ! 
Dear  sirup  call  you  jt?  a  little  thing 
Would  make  me  give  you  a  dram  on't  in  a  posset. 
And  cut  you  three  years  shorter.  (Aiide. 

Hec.  Thou  art  now 
About  tome  villany. 

Fire.  Not  I,  forsooth. — 
Truly  the  devil's  in  her,  I  think  :  how  one  villain 
unells  out  another  straight !  there's  no  knavery 
but  is  nosed  like  a  dog.  and  can  smell  out  a  dog's 
meaning.  [,^jiJe.]—*M other,  I  pray,  give  me  leave 
to  ramble  abroad  to-night  with  the  Nightmare,  for 
I  have  a  great  mind  to  overlay  a  fat  parson's 
daughter. 

Hbc.  And  nho  shall  lie  with  me,  then  ? 

Fire.  The  great  cat 
For  one  night,  mother  ;  'tis  but  a  night : 
Make  shift  with  him  for  once. 

Hec  You're  a  kind  son  ! 
But  'tis  the  nature  of  you  all,  I  see  that ; 
You  had  rather  hunt  after  strange  women  still 
Than  lie  with  your  own  mothers.     Get  thee  gone ; 
Sweat  thy  six  ounces  out  about  the  vessel, 
And  thou  shalt  play  at  midnight;  the  Nightmare 
Shall  call  thee  when  it  nalks. 

FtKE.  Thanks,  most  sweet  mother.  \_Eiil. 

Hec.  Urchins,  Elves,  Hags,  Satyrs,  Pans,  Fawns, 
Sylvans,^  Kitt-with-the-candlestick,  Tritons,  Cen- 


taurs,  Dwarfa,  Imps,  the  Spoo[r]n,  the  Mare,  the  I 
Man-i'-th'-oak,  the  Hellwain,  the  Fire-drake,  the  1 
Puckle!    Aabhurhus! 

Enter  Sebastian. 
See.  Heaven  knows  with  what  unw 
hate 
I  enter  this  dainn'd  place:  but  such  e 
Of  wrongs  in  love  fight  'gainst  religion's  knowledge,. 
That  were  I  led  by  this  disease  to  deaths 
As  numberless  as  creatures  that  must  die, 
1  could  not  shun  the  way.     I  know  what  'tis 
To  piiy  madmen  now;  they're  wretched  things 

with  bull  beggers.  tpirits,  wilchcs,  rrcheni,  elaes,  hagt,  fairiet, 
talyri,  past,  /hbmj,  ay/em  [sylvana],  kit  arlth  the  cmutidct, 
Irilnxi,  ctnlaari,  du-arfn,  gianii,  ivipt,  cnlean,  coniuron, 
nymphes,  chnngliagi,  Incubua,  Robin  good-fellowe,  Iheipmntt, 
Ihe  mart,  the  mm  in  llie  ake.  the  hell  umint,  Iht  firrdraii,  lit 
pMckl;  Tom  Ibombe,  liob  gobblin,  Tom  tumbter,  boneles,  and 
■uch  olber  buga,  Ibal  we  are  ajrud  of  our  owne  ihadown." 
Ducoueric  r^  Wilchcrnfl,  b.  Tii,  c.  xv.  p.  153,  ed.  1584.— Sir 
W.  Scoll,  hnving  given  the  above  quotation  from  Ihe  itork  of 
hit  nameaake,  observea :  "  Ii  would  require  a  better  demono- 
tai^al  iban  I  am  to  explain  the  lariout  obsolete  auperftition*  i 
which  Reginald  Scot  bag  ioiroduced,  aa  articles  of  the  old  I 
English  fuilb,  into  the  preceding  passnge.  1  might  indeed  I 
lay,  the  Fhuca  is  a  Celtic  supenlition,  ^m  which  the  word 
Fook,  or  Puckle,  was  doublleis  derived  ;  and  I  migbt  con- 
jecture, that  ibe  man- in -Ihe -oak  wai  the  aame  with  ibe  Erl- 
Kbnig  of  Ihe  Germans ;  and  that  the  hellwain  were  a  kind  of 
wandering  ipirita,  ibe  descetidanta  of  a  champion  naoed 
Hellequin,  who  are  introduced  into  the  romance  of  Richard 
aans  Peur.  Bui  moat  anliquariaoa  wili  be  at  fault  concerning 
the  Epoom,  Kitt-with-lhc-candleitick,  Boneless,  and  aome 
others."  Lttltrt  m  Denumalagy,  &c.,  p.  174,  sec.  ed. — What- 
ever "  Hellwain"  may  be  properly,  Middleton  meant  to  ex- 
press bj  Ibe  term  some  individual  spirit ;  aee  p.  239,  and  the 
3d  scene  of  act  iii, — The  words  wiih  which  Hecate  conclude* 
this  speech,  "  Aab  bur  husl  "  are  also  borrowed  Irom  R.  Scot's 
work,  h.  xiL  c.  xiv.  p.  244,  where  they  are  mentioned  ns  a 
charm  againit  the  lODtbachc. 


That  ever  were  created,  if  they  be 
Of  woman's  making,  and  her  faithless  vows. 
I  fear  they're  now  a-kissing  :  what's  a'clock  ! 
Tis  now  bui  supper-lime  ;  but  night  will  come, 
And  alt  new-married  couples  make  short  suppers. — 
Whate'er  thou  art,  I've  no  spare  time  to  fear  thee  ; 
My  horrors  are  so  strong  and  great  already. 
That  thou  seemest  nothing.     Up,  and  laze  not : 
Hadst  thou  my  business,  thou  couldst  ne'er  sit  so; 
'T would  firk  thee  into  air  a  thousand  mile, 
Beyond  thy  ointments.     I  would  1  were  read 
So  much  in  thy  black  power  as**  mine  own  griefs  ! 


ne  bravely ; 

ee,  I  regard  thee  ; 
What's  tliy  wish  no 
with't!    I   must  t 


I'm  in  great  need  of  help  ;  wilt  give  me  any  ? 

Hec.  Thy  boldness  takes  me  bravely;  we're  all 
sworn 
To  sweat  for  such  a  spirit 
I  rise  and  bid  thee  welcomi 

Seb.  O,  my  heart  swel 
breath  first. 

Hec.  Is't  to  confound  some  enemy  on  the  seas? 
It  may  be  done  to-night :  Stadlin's  within  ;' 
She  raises  all  your  sudden  ruinous  storms. 
That  shipwreck  barks,  and  tear^  up  growing  oaks. 

►  aj]  MS.  "  and." 

■  SMlm'urithiH.Sic]  From  R.  Scoit  "  Ic  U  coniiantlie 
■ffinned  in  M.  Mai.  that  SUifua  vsed  slnaiu  la  bide  hini- 
■elfe  in  a  monihoall  [mo me- hole],  nnd  bad  a  diiciple  called 
HopjMi,  who  made  Stadlin  a  maiater  wilch,  and  could  all 
when  they  list  inuisiblie  traaBferre  the  third  pan  of  tlifir 
neighboDrs  dooag,  haj,  come,  &c.  into  i)ieir  owae  ground, 
make  baile,  tenipeBts,  and  finuds,  with  ihuoder  and  lightning ; 
■nd  kill  cUldren,  catteU,  Sic. :  reueale  ihinga  hidden,  and 
many  other  cricki,  when  and  nhere  they  list."  Disceuerie  of 
Wilcllcr^f^,  b.xii.  c.  v.  p.  222,  ad.  158*.— Sec  Sprenger'a  iWn/- 
leui  Malfficanrm,  Pars  Sec.  qu»»t.  i.  cap.  xv.  p.  !ti7,  ed.  157(i, 
where  ilie  name  Stadia,  not  Sladlin,  ia  found ;  but  the  latter 
occun  at  p.  210. 

''  rcnr]  MS."teare9" — and  in  the  next  line  "  Flyei,"  and 
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Fly  over  houses,  and  take  Anno  Domini* 

Out  of  a  rich  man's  chimney — a  sweet  place  for't! 

He'd  be  hang'd  ere  he  would  set  his  own  years 

there ; 
They  must  be  chamber'd  in  a  five-pound  picture, 
A  green  silk  curtain  drawn  before  the  eyes  on't ; 
His  rotten,  diseas'd  years ! — or  dost  thou  envy 
The  fat  prosperity  of  any  neighbour  ? 
Ill  call  forth  Hoppo,  and  her  incantation 
Can  straight  destroy  the  young  of  all  his  cattle ; 
Blast  vineyards,   orchards,  meadows ;   or  in  one 

night 
Transport  his  dung,  hay,  com,  by  reeks,'  whole 

stacks. 
Into  thine  own  ground. 

Seb.  This  would  come  most  richly  now 
To  many  a  country  grazier ;  but  my  envy 
Lies  not  so  low  as  cattle,  com,  or  vines  : 
'Twill  trouble  your  best  powers  to  give  me  ease. 

Hec.  Is  it  to  starve  up  generation  ? 
To  strike  a  barrenness  in  man  or  woman  ? 

Seb.  Hah! 

Hec.  Hah,  did  you  feel  me  there  ?  I  knew  your 
grief. 

Seb.  Can  there  be  such  things  done  ? 

Hec  Are  these  the  skins 
Of  serpents  ?  these  of  snakes  ? 

Seb.  I  see  they  are. 

Hec  So  sure  into  what  house  these  are  convey'd, 
[Giving  serpent'skinSf  S^c,  to  Sebastian. 
Knit  with  these  charms  ^  and  retentive  knots. 
Neither  the  man  begets  nor  woman  breeds, 

*  Anno  D<mdnt\  L  e.  the  date  of  the  house,  frequently  affixed 
to  old  buildings. 
'  reekt]  L  e.  ricks. 
K  chariu]  See  note,  p.  255. 
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No,  nor  performs  the  least  desires  of  wedlock, 
Being  then  a  inucunl  duty,     I  could  give  thee 
Chirocineta,''  adincantida, 
Archiiaedon,  marmaritin,  calicia, 
Wliich  I  could  sort  to  villanous  barren  ends ; 
But  this  leads  the  same  way.     More  I  could  in- 
stance ; 
As,  the  same  needles  thrust  into  their  pillows 
That  sew  and  sock'  up  dead  men  in  their  slicets  ; 
A  privy  gristle  of  a  man  that  liangs 
After  sunset ;  good,  excellent ;  yet  all's  there,  air. 
Sek.  You  could  not  do  a  man  that  special  kind- 


1  ?  could  you  do  that? 
St  do't :    we  cannot  disjoi 


To  part  'em  utter 

Mec,    No,  tim 
wedlock  ; 

Tis  of  heaven's  fastening.    Well  may  we  raise  jars, 
Jealousies,  strifes,  and  heart-burning  disagreemenis, 
Like  a  thick  scurf  o'er  life,  as  did  our  master 
Upon  that  patient  miracle  ;^  but  the  work  itself 
Our  power  cannot  disjoint. 

Seb.  I  depart  happy 
In  what  I  have  then,  being  constrain'd  to  this. — 
And  grant,  you  greater  powers  that  dispose  men, 
That  I  may  never  need  this  hag  agen  '.^ 

{_Aiide,  and  exit. 

^  Chireeintla,  &c.]  Frnm  R-  Scot:  "  Pythagoras  and  De- 
nscrituB  giue  ia  the  names  of  a  great  manie  maipcall  bearbi 
Mid  ■lonei,  whereof  now  both  the  vertue  ind  the  ihinKS  them- 
seluet  alio  are  vnknonne ;  i>  Marmariiin,  nlicreby  (pirits 
mifftlt  he  raified:  Arehituedim,  which  would  make  one  bewraie 
in  bii  ileepe  all  the  secrela  in  Uia  heart :  Admnmlida,  Calicia, 
Meuais,  Chiroclaeta,  &c. ;  which  Iiad  all  (heir  (euerall  vertue), 
->iifou€riio/Wilchcr^fl.b.n.t:.Ui.p.in, 


ed.  I£S4. 
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Hec.  I  know  be  lovea  me  not,'  nor  lliere's  no 

'Tis  for  the  lore  of  mischief  I  do  this. 

And  that  we're  sworn  to  the  fint  oath  we  take. 

Re-tnter  Fibestoke. 

FiSE.  O  mother,  mother  ! 

Hec.  What's  the  newa  with  thee  nowT 

Fire.  There's  the  bravest"  young  gentleman 
writhin,  and  tbe  fineliest  drunk  !  I  thought  he  wooJd 
hare  fallen  into  the  vessel ;  he  stumbled  at  a  pipkin 
of  child's  grease ;  reeled  against  Stadlin,  overthrew 
her,  and  in  the  tumbling -cast  struck  up  old  Puckle's 
heels  with  her  clothes  over  her  ears. 

Hec.  Hoyday! 

FiKE.  I  was  fain  to  throw  the  cat  upon  her  to 
save  her  honesty,  and  all  little  enough  ;  I  cried  out 
still,  I  pray,  be  coTered."  See  where  he  comes 
now,  mother. 

Enier  Almacbildes.     , 

Alm.  Call  you  these  witches  t  they  be  tumblers, 
methinks. 
Very  fiat  tumblers. 

Hec.  Tib  Almachildes — fresh  blood  stirs  in  me — 


rhst  ihc  lame  penooage  uys  ia 


'  t  kmaa  tu  lata  mt  iiol'\  SueiFDB. 
pooge*  or  Uaebilk  and   Thi    WiU, 
abcerriiioii  of  Hccat 
Shakespeire'i  play : 

"  And,  which  ii  vane,  all  foa  have  doDe 
Hslh  been  but  for  a  mywBcd  son. 
Spiteful  and  wrathful ;  who,  a)  olben  do, 
LarttfoT  hit  own  nufi,  net  for  yen."     Act  il 

■  broBtil]  L  e.  Snelieil  drened. 

■  I  fag,  hg  eeperedl  I  may  juit  obierve,  that,  ii 
guagc  of  the  time,  these  words  meant,  properly, 
your  haL 


I 


the  p 
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The  man  tliat  I  have  lusteil  to  enjoy  ; 

I've  had  him  thrice  in  inculius  aheady.  {^jixide. 

Alm.  Is  your  name  Goody  Hag  i 

Hec.  'Tis  any  thing  : 
Call  me  the  horrid'st  and  nnhallow'd  things 
That  life  and  nature  tremble"  at,  for  thee 
I'll  be  the  same.     Thou  com'st  for  a  love-charm 


Alm.  Why,  thou'i 
Hec.  Thou  shalt 

dry. 
Alm.  Nay,  let's  ti 
"     .  If  thou  wilt 


ich.  !  think, 
choice  of  twenty,  ' 


I'll 


Mhec 


Hec.  a  tittle  sv 

Some  call  it  a  sea- 

Aim.  And  must 

Hec.  The  bonei 


precious. 

The  flesh  consum'd  by  pis 
Alu.  Pismires?  give  n 
FiKE.  You  shall  see  h 

msimerly,    he'll    make    w 


t  use't  by  way  of  cup  a 
ora  iihall  bewitch  her  i 
'  what's  that! 
ck -stone  ; 

amprey,  a.  small  fish, 
be  butier'df 
of  a  green  frog  too. 


:  a  chamber 


)  nigh  to  be  so  un- 
before    my   mother 
anoQ.  [yiside. 

Alm.  And  now  you  talk  of  frogs,  I've  somenhai 

I  come  not  empty-pocketed  from  a  banquet, 
I  learn'd  that  of  my  baberdasher's  wife  : 
Looki  goody  witch,  there's  a  toad  in  marchpane  i' 
for  you.  \_Ghes  vuirchpane. 

Hec.  O  sir,  you've  fitted  me ! 


°  trembtel  MS.  "  trembles 


Aui.  And  h«e's  a  spawn  or  iwo 
or  the  ume  padtlock- brood  loo,  for  your  bod. 

[Circ*  other  piecei  ofwarekpame, 
FiBE.  1   (bank  your  worship,  sir :    how  come* 
your  handkercher 
So  sweeily  thus  lieray'd  71  sure  'til  wet  sucket,*  air. 

Alh.  Tis  noUiing  but  ihe  sirup  the  toad  apil; 
Take  all,  I  prilhee. 

Hec.  This  was  kindly  done,  sir; 
And  you  shall  sup  with  me  to-nipht  for  this. 

Alm.  Huw  ?  sup  with  thee  ?  dost  think  I'U  eat 
fried  raiJi 
And  pickled  solders  ? 

Hbc.  No  :  1  can  command,  sir. 
The  best  meat  i'  ih'  whole  province  for  my  IHends, 
And  reverently  serv'd  in  too. 
Alh.  How! 
Hec.  Id  good  fashion. 

Alm.  Let  me  but  see  that,  and  I'll  sup  with  you. 
[Hecate  conjartt;  and  enter  a  Col  plaj/uig 
on  aJiddU,  mid  Spirilt  nith  meal. 
The  Cat  and  Fiddle's  an  excellent  ordinary  : 
You  had  a  devil  once  in  a  fox-skint 

Hec.  O,  1  have  him  still :  come,  walk  with  me, 

air.  \_Exeunl  alt  except  Firestone. 

Fme.  How  apt  and  ready  is  a  drunkard  now  to 

tM  to  the  devil !     Well.  I'll  even  in  and  see  how 

he  ealj ;  and  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  be  not  the  fatter  of 

the  twain  with  laughing  at  him.  [Exit. 


"  CoDiem'B  and  Maretpanti,  ni>de  in  nindr^  ahapet, 
A»  Cuttet,  Toirrw.  Wottet,  Be«rr«  ind  Ape*.'' 

Thi  Siifi  (//mnofea,  p.  15— »'<>r*rt,  1630. 
^  brra/d]  I  e.  befouled.  '  tmrktl}  I 
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ACT  II. 

A  Hall  in  Af 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  Antonio  anij  GAsrAxo. 


,  whence  springs    this    sadness  ? 


ied  yesterday  : 

vont  to  know  all, 
?'er  found  me 
rust  and  secrecy. 


Gas,  Good  f 

You  look  not  like  a  man  was  man 
There  could  come  no  ill  tidings  sii 
To  cause  that  discontent.  I  was  ' 
Before  you  had  a  wife,  sir :  you  n 
Without  those  parts  of  manhood,  1 

Aht.  I  will  not  tell  thee  this. 

Gas.  Not  your  true  servant,  sir  ? 

Ant.  True  ?    you'll  all  flout  according  to  your 

The  best  a  man  can  keep  of  you ;  and  a  hell  'tis 
For  masters  to  pay  wages  to  be  laugh'd  at. 
Give  order  that  two  cocks  be  boil'd  to  jelly. 

Ga9.  How  ?  two  cocks  boil'd  to  jelly  ! 

Amt.  Fetch  half  an  ounce  of  peart.  [Exit. 

Gab.  This  is  a  cullis' 
For  a  consumption  ;  and  I  hope  one  night 
Has  not  brought  you  to  need  the  cook  already. 
And  some  part  of  the  goldsmith  :  what,  two  trades 
In  fouT'and- twenty  hours,  and  less  time? 
Pray  heaven,  the  surgeon  and  the  pothecary 
Keep  out !  and  then  'tis  well.    You'd  better  fortune, 
Aa  far  as  I  sec,  with  your  strumpet  sojourner. 
Your  little  four  nobles'  a-week  :  I  ne'er  knew  you 
Eat  one  panado"  all  the  lime  you've  kept  her  ; 

■  CMl/jj]  i.  e.  n  strong  broth,  h  lavoury  jelly :  among  iti  in- 
gredients the  old  receipt-books  menliou  fine  gold  and  orieol 

■  nablet"]  Gold  coins  worth  S,.  id.  each. 

"  pmada]  "  A  kind  of  caudle,  made  of  water,  grated  bread, 
cuiTBiii,  mace,  cjunamon,  sack,  or  whit«  wine  and  sugar,  witb 
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And  is't  m  one  night  now  come  up  to  two  cock-    ' 

brolh[»]  ? 
1  wonder  at  the  alteration  slraagely. 

Enler  Fbancisca. 

Frak.  Good  morrow,  Caspar. 

Gas.  Your  hearty  wishes,  mistress. 
And  your  sweet  dresms  come  upon  you  ! 

Fran.  What's  that,  sir  ? 

Gas.  In  a  good  husband ;  that's  my  real  meaning. 

Fban.  Saw  you  my  brother  lately  1 

Gab.  Yes. 

Fban.  I  met  him  now, 
As  sad,  methoughi,  as  grief  could  make  a  man  : 
Know  you  the  cause  ? 

Gas.  Not  I :  !  know  nothing. 
But  half  an  ounce  of  pearl,  and  kitchen  business. 
Which  I  wiU  see  perfom'd  with'all  fidelity  : 
I'll  break  my  trust  in  nothing,  not  in  porridge,  1. 
lExit. 
1  the  hardest  fortune,  I  think,  of  a 


Fbas.  I  hi 
hundred  geniji 
Some"  can  make  i 
And  nothing  seen 
To   the   world's 
rocking. 
Bui  'twas  my  li 


mh  a  frit 


wledge. 


she 


the  first  hour,  forsooth, 
fruitful ;  Bure  I'm  near  ray  time  ; 
I'm  yet  but  a  young  scholar,  I  may  fail 
In  my  account ;  but  certainly  I  do  not. 
These  basinrds  come  upon  poor  venturing  gentle- 
women   ten   to   one   faster    than    your   legitimate 

yolks  of  eggslmiled."    R.  ndme-.  ^c.  o/^nMi-j,,  b.  iii.'c.  UL 
p.  84. 

<■  Sent,  &£.]  In  Iliis  speech  I  hare  printed  Bcversl  linet  ■■ 
prose,  itbich  might,  perhapB,  be  tortureil  into  verie. 


THE  WITCH.  273 

children:  if  I  had  been  married,  I'll  be  hanged  if 
I  had  been  with  child  so  soon  now.    When  they  are 
our  husbands,  they'll  be  whipt  ere  they  take  such 
pains  as  a  friend  will  do  ;  to  come  by  water  to  the 
back-door  at  midnight,  there  stay  perhaps  an  hour 
in  all  weathers,  with  a  pair  of  reeking  watermen 
laden  with  bottles  of  wine,  chewets/  and  currant- 
custards.     I  may  curse  those  egg-pies,  they  are 
meat  that  help  forward  too  fast. 
This  hath  been  usual  with  me  night  by  night. 
Honesty  forgive  me  1  when  my  brother  has  been 
Dreaming  of  no  such  juncket ;  yet  he  hath  far'd 
The  better  for  my  sake,  though  he  little  think 
For  what,  nor  must  he  ever.     My  friend  promis'd 

To  provide  safely  for  me,  and  devise 
A  means  to  save  my  credit  here  i'  th'  house. 
My  brother  sure  would  kill  me  if  he  knew't. 
And  powder  up  my  friend,  and  all  his  kindred. 
For  an  East  Indian  voyage. 

Enter  Isabella. 


le,  though  you 
see  [  not. —  [^/Iside. 

Morrow,  sweet  sister  :  how  have  you  slept  to-night  ? 
IsA.  More  than  I  thought  I  should;    I've  had 

Fran.  I  am  glad  to  hear't. 

IsA.  Sister,  methinks  you  arc  too  long  alone. 
And  lose  much  good  time,  sociable  and  honest : 
I'm  for  the  married  life ;  I  must  praise  that  now. 

Fbah.  I  cannot  blame  you,  sister,  to  commend  it ; 
You've  happen'd  weU,  no  doubt,  on  a  kind  husband, 
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And  that's  not  every  woman's  fortune,  sister  : 
You  know  if  he  were  any  but  my  brother. 
My  praises  should  not  leave  hira  yet  so  soon. 

IsA.  1  must  acknowledge,  sister,  that  my  life 
Is  happily  blest  with  him  :  he  is  no  gamester,* 
That  ever  I  could  find  or  hear  of  yet. 
Nor  midnight  surfeiter  ;  he  does  intend 
To  leave  tobacco  too. 

Fbak.  Why,  here's  a  husband  ! 

IsA.  He  saw  it  did  offend  me,  and  swore  freely 
He'd  ne'er  take  pleasure  in  a  toy*  again 
That  should  displease  me  :  some  knights'  wives  in 

town 
Will  have  great  hQpe,  upon  his  reformation, 
To  bring  their  husbands'  breaths  into  th'  old  fashion, 


like  Pagans. 
twiU  be  a  worthy 


And  make  'em  kiss  like  Cbri: 

Fbak.  1  promise  yon,  : 
work 

To  put  down  all  these  pipers  ;  'tis  great  pity 
There  should  not  be  a  statute  against  them. 
As  against  fiddlers. 

IsA.  These  good  offices. 
If  you  had  a  husband,  you  might  exercise. 
To  ih'  good  o'  th'  commonwealth,  and  do  modi 

Beside,  it  is  a  comfort  to  a  woman 

T'  have  children,  sister ;  a  great  blessing  certainly. 

Fkak.  They  will  come  fast  enough. 

IsA.  Not  so  fast  neither 
As  they're  still  welcome  to  an  honest  woman. 

Fkak.  How  near  she  comes  to  me  !  I  protest  ahe 

Hy  Tery  akin.  [^AaJc. 
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IsA.  Were  I  conceiv'd  with  child, 
Beshren  my  heart,  I  ahould  be  so  proud  on'i ! 

Fran.  That's  natural ;  pride  is  a  kind  of  swell- 
ing :— 
But  yet  I've  small  cause  to  be  proud  of  mine. 

I»A.  You  are  no  good  companion  for  a  wife  : 
Get  you  a  hugbanil  ;   prithee,  sister,  do. 
That  I  may  ask  your  counsel  now  and  then : 
'Twill  mend  your  discourse  much  ;  you  maids  know 

Fran.    No,    we   are   fools ;    but   commonly  we 

Quicker  mothers  than  you  that  have  husbands : — 
I'm  sure  I  shall  else  :  1  may  speak  for  one. 

Re-enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  I  will  not  look  upon  her;  I'll  pass  by, 
And  make  as  though  1  see  her  not.  [//ji<fe. 

Isa.  Why,  sir.— 
Pray,  your  opinion,  by  the  way,  with  leave,  sir ; 
I'm  counselling  your  sister  here  to  mnrry. 

Akt.  To  marry  ?  soft ;  the  priest  is  not  at  leisure 
yet; 
Some    five  year  hence. — Would  you  fain  marry, 

Fra.  I've  no  such  hunger  to't,  sir, — for  I  think 
I've  a  good  hit  that  well  may  stay  my  stomach. 
As  well  as  any  that  broke  fast,  a  sinner.        \_jisiiie. 

Amt.  Though  she  seem  tall  of  growth,  she's  short 
in  years 
Of  some  that  seem  much  lower.— How  old,  sister  ? 
Not  seventeen,  for  a  yard  of  lawn  ! 

Fran.  Not  yet,  sir. 

Ant.  I  told  you  so. 
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Fran.  I  would  he'd  laid  a  wager  of  old  shirts 
rather ; 
I  shall  have  more  need  of  them  shortly ;  and  yet, 
A  yard  of  lawn  will  serve  for  a  christening-cloth ; 
Fve  use  for  every  thing,  as  my  case  stands.  [Aside. 

IsA.  I  care  not  if  I  try  my  voice  this  morning ; 
But  I  have  got  a  cold,  sir,  by  your  means. 
Ant.  ril  strive  to  mend  that  fault. 
Is  A.  I  thank  you,  sir.  [Smgt. 

In  a  maiden^time  prof  est  ^ 
Then  we  say  that  life  is  best ; 
Tasting  once  the  married  Ufe^ 
Then  we  only  praise  the  wife : 
Tmre*s  but  one  state  more  to  try^ 
Which  makes  women  laugh  or  cry--^ 
Widow,  widow :  of  these  three 
The  middle* s  best,  and  that  give  me. 
Ant.  There's  thy  reward.  [Kisses  her. 

IsA.  I  will  not  grumble,  sir. 
Like  some  musician  ;  if  more  come,  'tis  welcome. 
Fran.  Such  tricks  have^  made  me  do  all  that  I 
have  done : 
Your  kissing  married  folks  spoil'  all  the  maids 
That  ever  live  i*  th'  house  with  *em.     O,  here 
He  comes  with  his  bags  and  bottles ;  he  was  born 
To  lead  poor  watermen*  and  I.  [Aside. 

Enter  Ab£RZan£s,  and  Servants  carrying  baked 

meats  and  bottles. 

Aber.  Go,  fellows,  into  th'  larder ;  let  the  bake- 
meats 
Be  sorted  by  themselves. 
Ant.  Why,  sir  — 

y  have]  MS.  "  has." 

«  ipoil]  MS.  "  spoiles." 

*  watermen']  Compare  p.  273,  line  6. 
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Abeb.  Look  the  canary  •bo  Ctlea  be  well  stopt; 
The  three  of  ckret  shall  be  drunk  ac  dinner. 

\_Exeanl  SercanU. 
AsT.  My  good  sir,  you're  too  plenteous  of  these 
courtesies, 
Indeed  you  are  ;  forbear  'em,  I  beseech  ye  : 
I  know  no  merit  in  me,  but  poor  love 
And  a  true  friend's  well-wishing,  that  can  cause 
This  kindness  in  excess. — 1'  th'  state  that  I  am, 
I  shall  go  near  to  kick  this  fellow  shortly. 
And  send  him  down  stairs  with  his  bag  and  bag- 

gage: 
Why  comes  he  now  I'm  married  ?  there's  the  point. 

I  pray,  forbear  these  things. 

Aber.  Alas,  you  know,  sir, 
These  idle  toys,''  which  you  call  courtesies. 
They  cost  me  nothing  hut  my  servants'  travail! 
One  office  must  be  kind,  sir.  to  another: 
You  know  the  fashion.     What .'  the  gentlewoman 
Your  sister  's  sad,  mcthinks. 

Ant.  I  know  no  cause  she  has. 

Fban.  Nor  shall  you,  by  my  good  will.    [Aside.'] 
— What  do  you  mean,  sir  1 
Shall  I  stay  here,  to  shame  myself  and  you? 
The  time  may  be  to-night,  for  aught  jou  know. 

Aseb.  Peace ;  there's  means  wrought,  I  tell  thee. 

Enter  Sebastian  atid  Gentleman. 

Frait.  Ay,  sir,  when? 

Akt.  How  now?  what's  he  ? 

IsA.  O,  this  is  the  man.  sir, 
I  entertain'd  this  morning  for  my  service  ; 
Please  you  to  give  your  liking. 
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Ant.  Yes,  he's  welcome ; 
I  like  him  not  amiss. — Thou  wouldst  speak  business. 
Would  est  thou  not  t 

Seg,  Yes;  may  it  please  you,  sir. 
There  is  a  gentleman  from  the  northern  parts 
Hath  brought  a  letter,  as  it  seems  in  haste. 

Ant.  From  whom? 

Gent.  Your  bonny  lady  mother,  sir. 

iGiving  letter  to  Antonio, 

Ant.  You  are  kindly  welcome,  sir:  how  doth 
she? 

Gekt.  I  left  her  heal'^  varray  well,  sir. 

Ant.  [reorfi]  I  pray  send  your  sister  down  tfith 
alt  tpeed  to  Tne :  I  hope  it  mil  prove  much  /or  htr 
good  in  the  way  of  her  preferment.  Fail  me  not,  / 
deare  you,  son,  nor  let  any  excuse  of  hers  withhold 
her:  I  have  sent,  ready  furnished,  horse  and  man  for 
her. 

Aber.  Now,  have  I  thought  upon  you  ? 

Fkak.  Peace,  good  sit  ; 
You're  worthy  of  a  kindness  another  time. 

Akt.  Her  will  shall  be  o bey 'd.— Sister,  prepare 

You  must  down  with  all  speed. 

Fran.  I  know,  down  X  must ; 
And  good  speed  send  me  !  [Atide. 

Ant.  'Tia  our  mother's  pleasure. 

FnAN.  Good  sir,  write  back  again,  and  certify 
her 
I'm  at  my  heart's  wish  here ;  I'm  with  my  friends. 
And  can  be  but  well,  say. 

Akt.  You  shall  pardon  me,  sister  ; 
I  hold  it  no  wise  part  to  contradict  her. 
Nor  would  I  counsel  you  to't. 

'  heal]  i.  e.  health— Srofc/i — SI  Ravei 


there  long : 


Frah.  Tis  so  uncouth 
Livin;;  i'  th'  country,  now  I'm  us'c 
That  I  shdl  ne'er  endurc't. 

Aber.  Perhaps,  forsooth, 
Tis  not  her  meaoing  you  shall  liv 
I  do  not  think  but  after  a  month  o 
You'll  be  sent  up  again;  that's  my  conceit. 
However,  let  her  have  her  will. 

Ant.  Ay,  good  sir. 
Great  reason  'tis  she  should. 

IsA.   I'm  sorry,  slater, 
Tis  our  hard  fortune  thus  lo  part  so  soon. 

Fran.  The  sorrow  will  be  mine. 

Ant.  Please  you  walk  in,  sir  ; 
We'll  have  one  health  unto  those  northern  parts, 
Though  I  be  sick  at  heart. 

\_Exeunl  Antonio,  Isabella,  and  Gentleman. 

Abeb.  Ay,  sir,  a  deep  one — 
Which  you  shall  pled|ie  too. 

Frak.   You  shall  pardon  me; 
I  have  pledg'd  one  too  deep  already,  sir. 

Aber.  Peace;  alt's  provided  for:  thy  wine's  laid 

Sugar  and  spice ;  the  place  not  ten  mile  hence. 
What  cause  have  tnaids  now  to  complain  of  men, 
When  a  farm-house  can  make  all  whole  agen  7'' 

[Exeunt  Abehzanf.s  and  Francisca. 
Seb.    It  takes;   has  no  content;    how  well  she 
bears  it  yet  i 
Hardly  myself  can  find  so  much  from  her 
That  am  acquainted  with  ihe  cold  disease  : 
O  honesty's  a  rare  wealth  in  a  woman  ! 
It  knows  no  want,  at  least  will  express  none, 
Not  m  a  look.    Yet  I'm  not  throughly  happy  : 

'  agen]  See  note,  p.  182. 


S80  THE   ' 

His  ill  does  rne  no  good  ;  well  may  it  keep  me 
From  open  rage  and  madness  for  a  time, 
But  I  feel  heart's  grief  in  the  same  place  still. 
What   makes   the    greatest    torment   'mongst  lost 

'Tis  not  so  much  the  horror  of  their  pains, 

Though  they  be  infinite,  as  the  loss  of  joys; 

It  is  that  deprivation  is  the  mother 

Of  all  the  groans  in  hell,  and  here  on  earth 

Of  all  the  red  sighs  in  the  hearts  of  lovers. 

Still  she's  not  mine,  that  can  be  no  man's  else 

Tilt  I  be  nothin);,  if  religion 

Have  the  same  strength  for  me  as  't  has  for  others : 

Holy  vows,  witness  that  our  souls  were  married ! 

Re-enter  Gasparo,  ushering  in  Lord  Governor 
attended  by  Gentlemen. 
Gas.  Where  are  you,  s 

Here's  my  lord  governor  come. 

Gov.  Where's  our  new  kindred  1 
Not  stirring  yet,  I  think. 

Gab,   Yes,  my  good  lord  : 
Please  you,  walk  near. 

Gov.  Come,  gentlemen,  we'll  enter. 

Sbb.  I  ha'  done't  upon  a  breach  ;  this  a  less  ven- 
ture. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Gallery  in  the  Duke's  House, 

Enter  Almachildes. 

Alm.   What  a  mad  toy*  took  me  to  sup  with 
witches  1 

*  toy]  i.  G.  irbim,  fancy. 


•  p^^y'  B'^*^  your 
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Fie  of  all  drunken  humours!  by  this  hand, 

I  could  beat  myself  nhen  I  think  on't :  and  thi- 

rascals 
Made  me  good  cheer  too ;  and  to  my  tinders  land  int; 

then 
Eat  some  of  every  dish,  and  spoii'd  the  rest : 
But  coming  to  my  lodging,  1  remember 
I  was  as  hungry  as  a  tired  foot-post. 
What's  this  ! 

[Takes from  hU pocket  a  ribbon. 
O,  'tis  the  charm  her  hagahip  gave  me 
For  my  duchess'  obstinate  woman;  round  about 
A  Uireepenny  silk  ribbon  of  three  colours, 
Neete  tribut  nodii  temos  Amwetla  cohrren  ; 
Amoretta !  why,  there's  her  name  indeed  : 
Necte  Amoretta  ;  again,  two  boughts,'^ 
Nodo  et  Veneris  die  oincula  nccle  ; 
Nsy,  if  Veneris  be  one,  I'm  sure  there's  no  dead 


If  I  should  imdertake  to 
I  should  make  a  fine  pie 
For  few  young  gallants 


e  of  work  of  ii 
are  given  to 


good  I 


Of  any  thing,  hardly  of  their  best  friends'  wives, 
Slaters,  or  nieces.     Let  me  see  what  I  can  do  now. 
Necte  tribtu  nodis, — Nick  of  the  tribe  of  noddies  ; 
Temot  eolores, — that  makes  turned  colours  ; 
Nado  et  I'enerit, — goes  to  his  venery  like  a  noddy  ; 
Die  vincula, — with  Dick  the  vintner's  boy. 
Here  were  a  sweet'  charm  now,  if  this  were  the 
meaning  on't,   and    very    likely    to   overcome   an 
honourable  gentlewoman.    The  whorson  old  hellcat 
would  have  given  me  the  brain  of  a  cat  once  in  my 

'  bnughls]  i.  e.  knots,  twists. 


handkercher ;  1  bade  her  make  sauce  vuh't,  with  a 
vengeance !  and  a  liiile  bone  in  the  hithermost  part  I 
of  a  wolf's  tail ;  I  bade  her  pick  her  teeth  with't,  1 
with  a  pestilence  !  Nay,  this  is  somewhat  cleaoly  I 
yet  and  handsome  ;  a  coloured  ribbon,  a  tine,  gentle  I 
charm !  a  man  may  give't  his  sister,  his  brother's  J 
wife,  ordinarily.     See,  here  she  comes,  luckily. 

Enter  Amoretta. 
Amo.  Blest  powers,  what  secret  sin  have  I  c 
milled 
That  still  you  send  this  punishment  upon  me  ? 
Ai.M.  'Tis  but  a  gentle  punishment ;  so  take  il 

,  Why,  sir,  what  mean  you  ?  will  you  ravish  m 

Alm.  What,  in  the  gallery,  and  the 
^'s  fitter  time  and  place, — 
[i4j  he  embraces  her,  he  thruHs  the  ribbon  hlo 


'Tis  in  her  bosom  n 
.  Go,  you're  the  rudest  thing  e 


.  [Aside. 


Alm.  Well,  well;  I  hope  vou'U  tell  me  another  I 
tale 
Ere  you  be  two  hours  older  :  a  rude  thing  1 
I'll  make  you  eat  your  word;  I'll  make  all  split'' 
else.  iKxit.  J 

Amo.  Nay,  now  I  think  on't  better,  I'm  to  blame  | 


There' 

Nobly  descended 


gentleman 
heart,    I'll   take   1 


Be  shrew   my   heart,    I'll   take   him    when    there's  | 
He  will  be  catch'd  up  quickly.     The  duchess  says 

"  all  .flii]  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  SIS. 
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Sh'as  some  employment  for  him,  anil  has  sworn  me 

To  use  my  best  art  in't :  life  of  my  joysi 

There  were  good  stuff!  I  will  not  trust  her  with 

him. 
I'll  call  him  hack  again  ;  he  muat  not  keep 
Out  of  iny  Bight  so  long  ;  I  shall  grow  mad  then. 

Enter  Duchess. 

Ducii.  He  lives  not  now  to  see  (o-morrow  spent, 
If  this  means  lake  effect,  as  there's  no  hardness  int. 
Last  night  he  play'd  his  horrid  game  again. 
Came  to  my  bed-side  at  the  full  of  midnight. 
And  in  his  hand  that  fatal,  fearful  cup  ; 
Wak'd  me,  and  forc'd  me  pledge  him,  to  my  trembUng 
And  my  dead  father's  scorn :  that  wounds  my  sight, 
That  his  remembrance  should  he  rais'd  in  spite ; 
But  either  his  confusion  or  mine  ends  it. —    [^ti:^, 
O,  Amoretln, — hast  thou  met  him  yet  ? 
Speak,  wench,  hast  done  that  for  me  ? 

Amo.  What,  good  madam  7 

DtJcu.  Destruction  of  ray  hopes  !  dost  aak  that 

Didst  tliou  not  swear  to  me,  out  of  thy  hate 
To  Almaehildes,  thou'dst  dissemble  him 
A  loving  entertainment,  and  a  meeting 
Where  I  should  work  my  will  ? 

Amo.  Good  madam,  pardon  me  ; 
A  loving  entertainment  I  do  protest 
Myself  to  give  him,  with  all  speed  1  can  too  ; 
But,  SB  I'm  yet  a  maid,  a  perfect  one 
Ai  the  old  time  was  wont  to  afford,  when 
There  were'  few  tricks  and  little  cunning  stirring, 
I  can  dissemble  none  that  will  serve  your  turn ; 
He  must  have  even  a  right  one  and  a  plain  one. 

'  Kti-el   MS.  "  was." 
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.  TIlou  mak'st  rne  doubt  thy  health  ;  speak, 


t  thoi 


II? 


,  I'n 
fell 


better  1  if  he  would  make  baate 
back  quickly  !  he  slays  now  too  long, 

[r/ie  ribbon/alU  out  of  her  botom. 
quite  loBt  in  this  woman :  what's  that 


Out  of  her  bosom  now  7  sotne  love-token  7 

Amo.   Nay,  I'll  say  that  for  him,  he's  the  un-  | 
eivU'st  gentleman, 
And  every  way  desertless. 

DccH,  Who's  that  now 
She  discommends  so  fast  ? 

Aho.  I  could  not  love  him,  madam. 
Of  any  man  in  court. 

DucH.  Wbal's  he  now,  prithee  ? 

Amo.  Who  should  it  be  but  Almachildcs,  i 
I  never  hated  man  so  deeply  yet. 

DucH.  As  Almachildes  ? 

Amo.  I  am  sick,  good  madam. 
When  I  but  hear  him  namU 

Ducu.  How  is  this  possible  ? 
But  now  thou  saidst  thou  lov'dsC  him,  and  didst    ' 

'Bove  all  the  court  in  praises. 

Amo.  How  great  peopl 
May  speak  their  pleas 
Should  think  the  wor: 

Ddch.  No  longer  hi 
Thou  that  retain'st  an 
He  is  a  gentleman  deserves  ai 
As  ever  fortune  yet  bestow'd  on  man  ; 
The  glory  and  prime  lustre  of  our  court ; 
Nor  can  there  any  but  oursclf  be  worthy  of  hi 
And  take  you  notice  of  that  now  from  me, 


i,  madam  !  but  surely  1 

of  my  tongue  while  I  liw'd  1 

•  I  patience  to  forbear  (bee 
soul  to  goodness  .' 
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Say  you  have  warning  on'l,  if  you  did  love  him, 
You  must  not  now. 

Amo.  Let  your  grace  never  fear  it. 

Ducii.  Thy  name  is  Amoretta,  as  ours  is  ; 
'Thas  made  me  love  and  trust  thee. 

Auo.  And  my  faithfulness 
Has  appear'd   well  V  th'  proof  still ;    has't   not, 
madam  ? 

Ddch.  But  if't  fail  now,  'tia  nothing. 

Amo.  Then  it  shall  nol. 
I  know  be  will  not  be  long  from  fluttering 
'Bout  this  place,  now  has  had  a  sight  of  me  ; 
And  I'll  perforrn 
In  all  that  I  vow'd,  madam,  faithfully. 

Ducii,  Then  am  I  blest  both  in  revenge  and  love, 
And  thou  ahalt  taste  the  sweetness.  [£xi(. 

Aho.  What  your  aims  be 
1  list  not  to  inquire  ;  all  I  desire 
Is  to  preserve  a  competent  bonealy, 
Both  for  mine  own  and  his  use  that  shall  have  me, 

Re-enter  ALMAcmtnEs. 
Whose  luck  soe'er  it  be.  O,  he's  reti 
I  knew  he  would  not  fail. 

Alm.  It  works  by  this  time, 
Or  the  devil's  in't,  I  think;  I'll  ne' 

Nor  Bup  with  'em  this  twelvemonth. 

Amo.  1  must  soothe  bim  now  ; 
And  'lis  great  pain  to  do't  against  on 

Alm,  Now,  Amoretta ! 

Amo.  Now  you're  welcome,  sir, 
If  you'd  come  always  thus. 

Alm.  O,  am  I  bo? 
Is  the  case  altet'd  since  ? 


n'd  already  ; 


lAside. 


stomach. 
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Amo.  If  you'd  be  ru!l']d, 
And  know  your  times,  'twere  somcivhal ;  a  great 

comfort, 
'Las,  I  could  be  as  loving  and  as  venturous 
As  any  woman  —  we're  all  flesh  and  blood,  man  — 
If  you  could  play  the  game  out  modestly, 
And  not  betray  your  hand.     1  must  have  care,  air; 
You  know  I  have  a  marriage-time  to  come. 
And  that's  for  life :  your  beat  folks  will  be  merry. 
But  look  to  the  main  chance,  that's  reputation. 
And  then  do  what  they  list. 

Alm.  Wilt  hear  my  oath  ? 
By  the  sweet  health  of  youth,  I  will  be  careful. 
And  never  prate  on't,  nor,  like  a  cunning  snarer. 
Make  thy  clipp'd'  name  the  bird  to  cull  in  others. 

Amo.  Well,  yielding  then  to  such  conditions 
As  my  poor  bashfulnesa  shall  require  from  you, 
I  shaU  yield  shortly  after. 

Alm.  I'll  consent  to  'em  ; 
And  may  thy  sweet  humility  be  a  pattern 
For  all  proud  women  living  ! 

Amo.  They're  beholding'  to  you.  ^Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 
TIlc  neighbourhood  of  Ravenna. 
Enter  Aserzanes,  and  old  tt'oman  carrying  on  infant. 
Aber.  So,  so.  away  wiih  him  !  1  love  to  gel  'em. 
But  not  to  keep  'em.     Doat  thou  know  the  house  ? 
Old  Wom,  No  matter  for  the  house,  I  know  the 
porch. 
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Abbr.  There's  sixpence  more  for  that ;   away, 
keep  close, —  [_Exit  old  iVonrnn. 

My  tailor  told  me  he  aenl  away  a  maid -servant 
Well  ballast  of  all  sides  within  these  nine  days  ; 
His  wife  ne'er  dream'd  on't;   gave  the  drab  ten 

pounds, 
And  she  ne'er  troublea  him  :  a  common  fashion 
He  told  me  'twas  lo  rid  away  a  scape ; 
And  I  have  sent  him  this  for't.     I  remember 
A  friend  of  mine  once  serv'd  a  prating  tradesman 
Just  on  this  fashion,  to  a  hair,  in  troth. 
'Tis  a  good  ease  to  a  man  :  you  can  swell  a  maid  up. 
And  rid  her  for  ten  pound  ;  there's  the  purse  back 

Whate'er  becomes  of  your  money  or  your  maid, 
This  comes  of  bragging,  now.     It's  well  for  the 

He'll  get  an  excellent  trade  by't ;  and  on  Sundays 
Go  like  a  gentleman  that  has  pawn'd  his  rapier  : 
He  need  not  care  what  countryman  his  father  was, 
Nor  what  his  mother  was  when  he  was  gotten : 
The  boy  will  do  well  certain :  give  him  grace 
To  have  a  quick  hand  and  convey  things  cleanly ! 

Enter  FnANclSCA, 

'Twill  be  his  own  another  day.     O,  well  said .' 
Art  almost  fnrnish'd  ?  there's  such  a  toil  always 
To  set  a  woman  to  horse,  a  mighty  trouble. 
The  letter  came  to  your  brother's  hands,  I  know, 
On  Thursday  last  by  noon;  you  were  expected 

there 
Yesterday  night. 

Fran'.  It  makes  the  better,  sir. 

Aber.  Wc  must  take  heed  we  ride  through  all 
the  puddles 


'Tffixt  this  and  that  now,   that  your  safeguard'' 

there 
May  be  most  probably  dabbled. 

Fram.  Alas,  sir, 
I  never  mark'd  till  now — I  hate  myself — 
How  monstrous  thin  I  look  ! 

Abbr.   Not  monstrous  neither; 
A  little  sharp  i'  th'  nose,  like  a  country  woodcock. 

Fran.    Fie,  fie,  how  pale  I  am  E  I  shall  betray 

I  would  you'd  box  ine  well  and  handsomely. 
To  get  me  into  colour, 

Aber.  Not  I,  pardon  me  ; 
That  let  a  husband  do  when  he  has  married  you : 
A  friend  at  court  will  never  offer  that. 
Come,  how  much  spice  and  sugar  have  you  left 

At  this  poor  one  month's  voyage  ? 

Fban.  Sure,  not  much,  sir; 
I  think  some  quarter  of  a  pound  of  sugar, 
And  half  an  ounce  of  spice. 

Aber.  Here's  no  sweet  charge  !' 
And  there  was  thirty  pound  good  weight  and  true. 
Beside  what  my  man  stole  when  't  was  a-weighiDg, 
And  that  was  three  pound  more,  I'll  speak  with 

least. 
The  Rhenish  wine,  is't  all  run  out  in  caudles  too  f 

Frah.  Do  you  ask  that,  sir?  'tis  of  a  week's 

You  see  what  'tis  now  to  get  children,  sir. 
Enter  Boy. 
BoT.  Your  mares  are  ready  both,  sir. 


J  Abes.  Come,  we'll  up,  then. — 
South,  give  my  sister  a  straight  wand :  there's  two- 
pence. 
Bor.  I'll  give  her  a  fine  ^hip,  sir. 
Aber.  No,  no,  no; 
_  Though  we  have  both  deserv'd  ii. 
Bov.  Here's  a  new  one, 
I  Aber.  Prithee,  talk  to  us  of  no  whips,  good  boy; 
Uy  heart  aches  when  I  see  'era. — Let's  away. 

\_Exeunl. 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  House. 

Enter  Duchess,  leading  Aluachilces  blindfold. 

•   Alu.  This  you  tliat  was  a  maid?  bow  are  you 

iTo  deceive  men  !  I'd  thought  to  have  married  you : 

I  had  been  finely  handled,  had  I  not? 

I'll  say  that  man  is  wise  ever  hereafter 

That  tries  his  wife  beforehand.     'Tis  no  marvel 

You  should  profesH  such  bashfulness,  lo  blind  one, 

As  if  you  durst  not  look  a  man  i'  ih'  face, 

Your  modesty  would  blush  so.     Why  do  you  not 

And  tell  the  duchess  now  ?  go ;  you  should  tell  all : 
Let  her  know  this  too. — Vi'iiy,  liere's  the  plague 

Tis  hard  at  first  to  win  'em  ;  when  they're  gotten, 
There's  no  way  to  be  rid  on  'em ;  they  stick 
To  a  man  like  bird-hme. — My  oath  is  out : 
Will  you  release  me  ?  I'll  release  myself  else. 


DncH.  Nay,  sure,  I'll  bring  you  to  your  sight 
again.  [Taking  off  the  bandage  from  his  eyes. 
Say,  tliou  must  either  die,  or  kill  tlie  duke  ; 
For  ODe  of  tliem  thou  must  do. 

Alm.  How,  good  madam  1 

DucH,  Thou  hast  thy  choice,  and  to  that  pur- 


1  of  what  thou  hast, 
irthy  on't. 

I  a  able. 


ebys 


I've  given  thee  knowledge 

And  what  thou  must  do,  to 

You  must  not  think  to  corr 

Without  desert ;  that  were  u 

He  that's  not  born  to  honour  must  not  look 

To  have  it  come  with  ease  to  him ;  he  must  wjn't. 

Take  but  unto  thine  actions  wit  and  courage, 

That's  all  we  ask  of  thee.    But  if  through  weakness 

Of  a  poor  spirit  thou  deniest  me  this. 

Think  but  how  ihou  shall  die!  as  I'll  work  means 

for'l. 
No  murderer  ever  like  thee  ;  for  I  purpose 
To  call  this  subtle,  sinful  snare  of  mine 
An  act  of  force  from  thee,     Thou'rt  proud  and 

youthful  ; 
I  shall  be  beltev'd  :  besides,  thy  wantonness 
Is  at  this  hour  in  question  'mongst  our  women, 
Which  will  make  ill  for  thee. 

Alm.  I  had  hard  chance 
To  light  upon  this  pleasure  that's  so  costly ; 
'Tis  not  content  with  what  a  man  can  do. 
And  give  him  breath,  but  seeks  to  have  that  too, 

DucH.  Well,  take  thy  choice. 

Alm.  I  see  no  choice  in't,  madam. 
For  'tis  all  death,  methinks. 

DucH.  Thou'st  an  ill  sight  then 
Of  8  young  man.     'Tis  death  if  ihou  refuse  it; 
And  say,  my  zeal  has  warn'd  thee.    But  consenting, 


THE  WITCH. 


291 


Twill  be  new  life,  great  honour,  and  my  love. 
Which  in  perpetual  bands  I'll  fasten  to  thee, 

Alh.  How,  madam  ? 

DucH.  I'll  do't  religiously  ; 
Make  thee  my  husband;  may  1  lose  all  sense 
Of  pleasure  in  life  else,  and  be  more  miserable 
Than  ever  creature  was  !  for  nothing  lives 
But  has  a  joy  in  somewhat. 

Alm.  Then  by  all 
The  hopeful  fortunes  of  a  young  man's  rising, 
I  wfll  perform  it,  madam. 

Ddcu.  There's  a  pledge  then 
Of  a  duchess'  love  for  thee ;  and  now  trust  me 
For  thy  most  happy  safety.     I  will  choose 
That  time  shall  never  hurt  thee :  when  a  man 
Shews  resolution,  and  there's  worth  in  him, 
I'll  have  a  care  of  him.     Part  now  for  this  time; 
But  still  be  near  about  us,  till  thou  canst 
Be  nearer,  that's  ourself. 

Alm.  And  that  I'U  venture  hard  for. 

Ddch.  Good  speed  to  thee  !  {^Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

An  Apartment  m  Antonio's  House. 

Enter  Gaspako  and  Florida. 

Flo.  Prithee,  be  careful  of  me,  very  careful  now  I 

Gas.  1  warrant  you ;  he  that  cannot  be  careful 

of  a  quean,  can  be  careful  of  nobody ;  'lis  every 

man's  humour  that :  1  should  never  look  to  a  wife 

half  so  handsomely. 

Flo.  O  sofYIy,  sweet  sir !  should  your 

In  her  own  house,  I  were  undone  for  ever. 


Gas.  Never  fear  her ;  slie'a  at  her  priek-soi^  I 

There's  all  the  joy  she  has,  or  lakes  delight : 
Look,  here's  the  garden-key,  tny  master  gave't  me. 
And  will'd  me  to  be  careful :  doubt  not  you  on't. 

Flo,  Your  fnasier  is  a  noble  complete  gentleman. 
And  does  a  woman  all  the  right  that  may  be. 

Enter  Sebastian, 

Seb.  How  now!  what's  she? 

Gas.  a  kind  of  doubtful  creature: 
I'll  tell  thee  more  anon. 

[EreanC  Gasparo  and  Florida. 

Seb.  I  know  that  face 
To  be  a  strumpet's,  or  mine  eye  is  envious, 
And  would  fain  wish  it  so  where  I  would  have  it. 
1  fail,  if  the  condition '°  of  this  fellow 
Wears  not  about  it  a  strong  scent  of  baseness, 
I  saw  her  once  before  here,  five  days  since  'tis, 
And  the  same  nary  panderoua  diligence 
Was  then  bestow "d  on  her  :  she  came  alter'd  then,  , 
And  more  inclining  to  the  city-tuck. 
Whom  should  this  piece  of  transformation  visit, 
After  the  common  courtesy  of  frailty. 
In  our  house  here  ?  surely  not  any  servant ; 
They  are  not  kept  so  lusty,  she  so  low. 
I'm  at  a  strange  stand  :  love  and  luck  assist  me 

Re-efUcr  Gas  fa  bo. 
The  truth  I  shall  win  from  him  by  false  play. 
He's  now  return'd. — Well,  sir,  as  you  were  say  in  j 
Go  forward  with  your  tale. 

Gas.  What?  I  know  nothing. 

Seb.  The  gentlewoman. 

"  eandiliaii']  i.  e.  quality,  diiposiiion- 


Gas.  She's  gone  out  at  the  bnck-door  now. 

See.  Then  farewell  she,  and  you,  if  that  he  all. 

Gas.  Come,  coroe,  tliou  shalt  have  more  :  1  have 
no  power 
To  lock  myself  up  froni  thee. 

Seb.  So  methinks. 

Gas.    You  shall  not  think,   trust  me,   sir,  you 
shall  not : 
Your  ear  ;  she's  one  o'  th'  falling  family, 
A  quean  my  master  keeps  ;  she  lies  at  Rutney's, 

Seb.  Is'i  possible?  I  thought  I'd  seen  her  some- 

Gag.  1  tell  you  truth  sincerely.  Sli'as  been  thrice 

By  stealth  within  these  ten  days,  and  departed  still 
With  pleasure  and  with  thanks,  sir  ;  'tis  her  hick. 
Surely  1  think  if  ever  there  were  man 
Bewitch'd  in  this  world,  'tis  my  master,  sirrah. 

Seb.  Think'st  thou  so,  Gaspar  ? 

Gas.  O  sir,  too  apparent. 

Seb.  This  may  prove  happy:  'tis  the  likeliest 

That  fortune  yet  e'er  shew'd  me.  [Aside. 

Enter  Isabella  with  a  Utter. 
IsA.  You're  both  here  now, 
And  strangers  newly  lighted  !  whcru's 


e? 


attcnd- 


wuspish  : 


Seb.  1  know  what 
on't ! 

She'll  every  day  be  angry  now  at  nothing.    \_Aiiide. 
[^Exeunt  Gasparo  and  Sebastian. 
IsA.  I'll  call  her  stranger  ever  in  my  heart : 
Sh'as  kill'd  the  name  of  sister  through  base  lust. 
And  fled  to  shifts.  O  how  a  brother's  good  thoughts 
May  be  beguil'd  in  woman !  here's  a  letter, 


294  TKE  WITCH. 

Found  in  her  absence,  reports  airaiigely  of  her. 
And  speaks  her  impudence :  sh'aa  undone  herself — 
I  could  noi  hold  from  weeping  when  1  read  ji — 
Abus'd  her  brother's  house  and  his  good  confidence. 
'Twas  done  not  like  herself;  I  blame  her  much  : 
But  if  she  can  but  keep  it  from  his  knowledge, 
I  will  not  grieve  bim  first;  it  shall  not  come 
By  my  means  to  his  heart. — 


Re-enter  Gabparo. 
Not 


■,  the 


ai 


[Exit. 


Gas.  You  call'd  'em  strangers  ; 
sister,  madam. 

IsA.  O,  is  it  so  ?    she's  welcome :    who's   come 
with  her? 

Gas.  I  see  none  but  Aberzanes. 

Is  A.  He's  enough 
To  bring  a  woman  to  confusion. 
More  than  a  wiser  man  or  a  far  greater. 
A  letter  came  last  week  to  her  brother's  hands, 
To  make  way  for  her  coming  up  again, 
After  her  shame  was  lighteu'd  ;  and  she  writ  there. 
The  gentleman  her  mother  wiah'd  her  to. 
Taking  a  violent  surfeit  at  a  wedding. 
Died  ere  she  came  to  see  him  :  what  strange  cunning 
Sin  helps  a  woman  to  !     Here  she  comes  now. — 

Enter  Francisca  nni/ Aberzanes. 
Sister,  you're  welcome  home  again. 

Frak.  Thanks,  sweet  sister. 

IsA.  You've  had  good  speed, 

Fran.  What  says  she  ?  \Afide.'] — I  have  made 
All  the  best  speed  I  could. 

IsA.  I  well  believe  you. — 
Sir,  we're  all  much  beholding"  to  your  kindness. 

°  biholdiag'i  See  DOte,  p.  2S6. 


AttER.    My  BGTvice  ever,    mndam,  to  a  genti 
woman. 
I  took  a  bonny  mare  I  keep,  and  met  her 
Some  ten  milo  out  of  town, — eleven,  I  ibink. — 
Twas  at  the  stunip  I  met  you,  I  remember. 
At  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Fran.  'Twas  thereabout,  sir. 

Aber.  Full  eleven  then,  by  the  rod,  if  they  we 


IsA.  You  look  ill,  methinks:  have 


Troth,  very  bleak,  doth  she  not  ?  how  think  you, 
sir? 
Abeb.  No,  no;  a  little  sharp  with  riding  ;  sVas 

rid  sore, 
Fbak.  I  ever  look  lean  aller  a  journey,  siater  ; 
One  shall  do  that  has  travell'd,  travell'd  bardi 
Aber.   Till  evening  I  commend  you  to  your- 
selves, ladies.  {Exit. 
IsA.    And  that's  best  trusting  to,  if  you  were 
bang'd. —                                                \_Aside. 
You're  well  acquainted  with  his  hand  went  out  now  ? 
F&AN.   His  hand? 

IsA.  1  speak  of  nothing  else  ;  I  think  'tis  there. 
{Giving  teller. 
Please  you  to  look  upon't ;  and  when  you've  done, 
If  you  did  weep,  it  could  not  be  amiss, 
A  sign  you  could  say  grace  after  a  full  meal, 
You  had  not  need  look  paler,  yet  you  do. 
Twas  ill  done  to  abuse  yourself  and  us. 
To  wrong  so  good  a  brother,  and  the  thoughts 
That  we  both  held  of  you.     I  did  doubt  you  much 
Before  our  marriage  ;  but  then  my  strangeness" 
And  better  hope  still  kept  me  o&'lrom  speaking. 

°  ilmiigemii]  i.  e.  tbjaem,  reaeire. 
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Yet  may  you  find  a  kiDil  and  peaceful  sister  of  me,  i 

If  you  desist  here,  and  shake  hands  with  folly, 

Which  you  ha'  more  cause  to  ilo  than  I  ti 

Ab  truly  as  I  bear  a  love  to  );oodn« 

Your  brother  knows  not  yet  on't,  nor  shall  e 

For  my  part,  so  you  leave  his  company. 

But  if  1  lind  you  impudent  in  sinning, 

I  will  not  keep't  an  hour,  noy,  prove  your  enemy. 

And  you  know  who  will  aid  me.     As  you've  good- 

You  may  make  use  of  this  ;  I'll  leave  it  with  you. 

(Exit. 

Frak,  Here's  a  sweet  churching  after  a  woman's 

labour. 
And  a  fine  Give  you  joy  !  why,  where  the  devil 
Lay  you  to  be  found  out  ?  the  sudden  hurry 
Of  hastening  to  prevent  shame  brought  shame  forth : 
That's  still  the  curse  of  all  lascivious  stuff; 
Misdeeds  could  never  yet  be  wary  enough. 
Now  must  I  stand  in  fear  of  every  look. 
Nay,  tremble  at  a  whisper.    She  can  keep  it  secret  f4 
That's  very  likely,  and  a  woman  too  ! 
I'm  sure  I  could  not  do't ;  and  1  am  made 
As  well  as  she  can  be  for  any  purpose  : 
"Twould  ne'er  stay  with  me  two  days  —  I   havel 

castP  it — 
The  third  would  be  a  terrible  sick  day  with  me. 
Not  possible  to  bear  it :  should  I  then 
Trust  to  her  strength  in't,  that  lies  every  night 
Whispering  the  day's  news  in  a  husband's  ear  T 
No ;  and  I've  thought  upon  the  means  :  blest  for-^^ 

tune! 
I  must  be  quit  with  her  in  the  same  fashion, 
Or  else  'tis  nothing  :  there  is  no  way  like  it, 

»  tail']  i.  e.  contrived. 


To  biiog  her  honesty  into  question  cunningly. 
Hjp  brother  will  believe  small  likelihoods, 
Comio^  from  me  too.     I  lying  non  i'  th'  house 
May  work  things  to  my  will,  beyond  conceit  too : 
Disgrace  her  6rst.  her  tale  will  ne'er  be  heard ;  ^ 
I  leam'd  (hat  counsel  first  of  a  sound  guard. 
I  do  suspect  Caspar,  my  brother's  squire  there. 
Had  some  band  in  this  miscbief,  for  he's  cunning  ; 
And  I  perhaps  may  fit  him. 

Enter  Av 

Art.  Your  sister  told  n 
welcome, 

Fbak.  Where  is  she  ? 

Ajtt.  Who,  my  wife  f 

PiAX.  Ay,  sir. 

Axi.  Within. 

Frax.  Not  within  hearing,  think  you? 

Aki.  Within  hearing  ? 
What's  thy  conceit  in  that  ?  why  shak'st  thy  head  so, 
And  look' at  so  pale  and  poorly  ? 

Fran.  I'm  a  fool  indeed 
To  lake  such  grief  for  others;  for  your  fortune,  air. 

Akt.  My  fortune?  worse  things  yet?    farewell 
life  then .' 

Fra!c.  I  fear  you're  much  deceiv'd,  sir,  in  this 

AicT.  Who?  in  my  wife?  speak  low;  come  hither; 

softly,  sister. 
FiUN.  I  love  her  as  a  woman  you  made  choice 
of; 
But  when  she  wrongs  you,  natural  love  is  touch'd, 

brother. 
And  that  will  apeak,  you  know. 
Asi.  I  trust  it  will. 
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FaAN.  I  held  a  shrewd  suspicion  ofher  lightnei 
At  first,  nhen  I  went  down,  which  made  me  hasMl 

the  sooner ; 
But  more,  to  make  amends,  at  my  n 
I  found  apparent  aigas. 

Ant.  Apparent,  sayst  thou  ? 

Fhan.  Ay,  and  of  base  lust  too  ;  that  makes  tb^ 

affliction. 
Ant.  There  has  been  villany  wrought  upon  n 
then  ; 
'Tie  too  plain  now. 

Fran.  Happy  are  they,  I  say  still, 
Thai  have  their  sisters  living  i'  th'  house  mth  'eiOi.l 
Their  mothers,  or  some  kindred  ;  a  great  comfort  r 
To  all  poor  married  men  ;  it  is  not  possible 
A  young  wife  can  abuse  a  husband  then  ; 
'Tis  found  straight.      But  swear  service   to  thii,S 
brother. 
Ant.  To  this,  and  all  thou  wilt  have. 
Fban.  Then  this  follows,  sir.         {IVhUpers  him.  J 
Ant.  I  praise  thy  counsel  well ;  I'll  put't  in  u 
straight. 
See  where  she  conies  herself.        ^Exit  FbakciscaJ 

Re-enier  IsABEtLA. 

Kind,  honest  lady, 
I  must  now  borrow  a  whole  fortnight's  leave  of  thee>l 

IsA.  How,  sir,  a  fortnight's  f 

Ant.  It  may  be  but  ten  days,  I  know  not  yet ; 
'Tis  business  for  tlie  state,  and  't  must  be  done- 

IsA.  1  wish  good  speed  to'i  then. 

Aht.  Why,  that  was  well  spoke. 
I'll  take  but  a  foot-boy ;   1  need  no  more  ; 
The  rest  I'll  leave  at  home  to  do  you  service. 


IsA.  Use 


a  plea 
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Akt 

Til 

my  return 

You'll  be  good  company,  my  sister  and  you 

I8A. 

We 

hall  make  shift,  si 

AsT 

Im 

giad  now  she's  cor 

ne; 

Ands 

the 

niBhes  of  nny  love 

o  both  ! 

Ua. 

And 

our  good  prayers 

with  you,  sir 

Re-enter  Sebas 

riAK. 

See.  Now,  my  fortune! —  [iiirfe. 

By  your  kind  favour,  madam. 

IsA.  With  me,  sir  ? 

Seb.  The  words  shall  not  be  many,  but  the  faith- 
fulness 
And  true  respect  that  are'  included  in  'em 
Is  worthy  your  attention,  and  may  put  upon  me 
The  fair  repute  of  a  just,  honest  servant. 

Is*.  What's  here  to  do,  sir. 
There's  such  great  preparation  toward  ? 

See.  In  brief,  that  goodness  in  you  is  abus'd. 

You  have  the  married  life,  but  'tis  a  strumpet 
That  has  the  joy  on'i  and  the  fruitfulneas  ; 
There  goes  away  your  comfort. 

IsA.  How?  a  strumpet  i 

Seb.  Of  Ave  years'  cost  and  upwards,  a  dear 
mischief, 
As  they  are  all  of 'em  ;  his  fortnight's  journey 
Is  to  that  country  :  if  it  be  not  rudeness 
To  speak  the  truth,  I've  found  it  all  out,  madam. 

IsA.  Thou'st  found  out  tbine  own  ruin ;   for  to 
my  knowledge 
Tliou  dost  belie  him  basely  :  1  dare  swtar 


rg]  MS.  ■ 
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He's  a  gentleman  as  free  from  that  folly 
As  ever  took  religious  life  upon  bim. 

See.  Be  not  too  confident  to  your  own  BbtiwJ 

Since  I've  begun  the  truth,  neither  your  frowns —  j 
The  only  curses  that  1  have  on  earth. 
Because  my  means  depend"  upon  your  service — 
Nor  all  the  execration  of  man's  fury, 
Shall  put  me  olf :  though  I  be  poor,  I'm  honest. 
And  loo  just  in  this  business,      1  perceive  now 
Too  much  respect  and  faithfulness  to  ladies 
May  be  a  wrong  to  si 
'     .  An  thou  y 


Soil 


pudei 


ind  in' 


Skb.  Are  you  yet  so  cold,  madam. 
In  the  belief  on't?  there  my  wonder's  fix'd  ; 
Having  such  blessed  health  and  youth  about  you. 
Which  makes  the  injury  mighty. 

IsA.  Why,  I  tell  thee. 
It  were  too  great  a  fortune  for  thy  lowness 
To  find  out  such  a  thing  ;   ihou  dost  not  look 
As  if  thou'rt  made  for't.     By  the  sweets'  of  love, 
I  would  give  half  my  wealth  for  such  a  bargain, 
And  tliiuk  'twere  bought  too  cheap :  thou  canst  notd 

guess 
Thy  means  and  happiness,  should  I  find  this  true. 
First,  I'd  prefer  thee  to  the  lord  my  uncle; 
He's  governor  of  Ravenna,  all  th'  advancements 
I'  th'  kingdom  flow"  from  bim  :  what  need  I  boa>t| 

that 
Which  common  fame  can  teach  thee  1 

Seb.  Then  thus,  madam : 

■  depend']  MS,  "  depends." 

'  mrrli']  MS.  "  pretious  iicales." 

<>;Idw]  MS.  "flowei." 
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SiDcc  I  prestime  now  on  ynur  height  of  spirit. 
And  your  regard  lo  your  own  youth  and  fruitfulness, 
Which  every  woman  naturally  ioves  and  covets, 
Accept  hut  of  my  labour  in  directions. 
You  shall  both  find  your  wrongs,  which  you  may 

right 
At  your  own  pleasure,  yet  not  miss'd  to-night 
Here  in  the  house  neither  ;  none  shall  take  notice 
Of  any  absence  in  you,  as  I've  thought  on't. 

IsA.  Do  this,  and  take  my  pritise  and  thanks  for 


Seb.  As  1  dcser 


,  I  ' 


ish 


,  and  will  serve 
\_Exeviil. 


Enter  Hecate,  Stadi 

FlEESTONE 


SCENE  in. 

A  Field. 

DLiN,  HoFPo,  and  Other  Witchex  ; 
1  Ihe  back-groand, 

gallant ;  see  how  brisk  she 


Hec.  The  I 

rides ! 

Stao.  Here's  a  rich  evening,  Hecate. 

Hec.  Ay,  is't  not,  wenches. 
To  take  a  journey  of  five  thousand  mile  ? 

Hop.  Oura  will  be  more  to-night. 

Hec.  O  'twill  be  precious  ! 
Heard  you  the  owl  yet  ?' 

Stad,  Briefly  in  the  copse, 
As  we  came  through  now. 

'  Heard  you  Ihe  nal  gil.  Sic. 


' Ti$ high limtforiH  thin]   So  in  S 
•'  3.  mich.  Harper  criei: — 'Tis 
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Hec.   "Fis  h'urh  time  lor  us  then. 

Stad.  There  was  a  bat  bung  at  my  lips  three  times 
As  we  came  througb  the  woods,  and  drank  her  fill : 
Old  Puckle  saw  her. 

Hec.  You  are  fortunate  still ; 
The  very  screech-owl  lights  upon  your  shoulder 
And  woos  you,  like  a  pigeon.     Are  you  furnish'd  ? 
Have  you  your  ointments  ? 

Stad.  All. 

Hec.  Prepare  to  flight  then ; 
ril  overtake  you  swiftly. 

Stad.  Hie  thee,  Hecate  ; 
We  shall  be  up  betimes. 

Hec.  I'll  reach  you  quickly. 

[Exeunt  all  the  Witches  except  Hecate. 

Fire.  They  are  all  going  a-birding  to-night :  they 
talk  of  fowls  i'  th'  air  that  fly  by  day  ;  I  am  sore 
they'll  be  a  company  of  foul  sluts  there  to-night : 
if  we  have  not  mortality  after*t,  I'll  be  hanged,  for 
they  are  able  to  putrefy  it,  to  infect  a  whole  r^ion. 
She  spies  me  now. 

Hec.  What,  Firestone,  our  sweet  son  ? 

Fire.  A  little  sweeter  than  some  of  you,  or  a 
dunghill  were  too  good  for  me.  {Aside. 

Hec.  How  much  hast  here  ? 

Fire.  Nineteen,  and  all  brave  plump  ones, 
Besides  six  lizards  and  three  serpentine  eggs. 

Hec.  Dear  and  sweet  boy !    what  herbs  hast 
thou? 

Fire.  I  have  some  marmartin  and  mandragon. 

Hec.  Marmaritin  and  mandragora,  thou  wouldst 
say. 

Fire.  Here's  panax  too — I  thank  thee — my  pan 
aches,  I'm  sure. 
With  kneeling  down  to  cut  'em. 

Hec  And  selago, 


for  aloft, 
1  you  would 
e  all  quickly! 
are  above  the 
^adwitlianoise" 


Hedge-hyssop  too  :  how  near  he  goes  my  cuttings  ! 
Were  they  all  cropt  by  moonlight  ? 

Fire.  Every  blade  of 'em. 
Or  I'm  a  moon-calf,  moiher, 

Hec.  Hie  thee  home  with  'em  : 
Look  well  to  the  house  to-night;  I'm 
Fire,  Aloft,  quoth  you  ?    I   wouli 
break  your  neck  once,  that  1  might  ha^ 
.  [Jjtit/e,] — Hark,  hark,  mother  !  they 

^^^^jtecpte  already,  flying 
^^^^■f  musicians. 

^^^^KHec.  They're  they  indeed.    Help,  help 
^^^^B  too  late  else. 

i 


Song  above.' 
Come  away,  come  away, 
Hecate,  Hecate,  come  away ! 


With  all  the  speed  I  may, 
With  all  the  speed  I  may. 
_ '  Where's  Scadlin  7 
[Vwce  wiofe.]  Here. 


iicj  i.  e.  compsDy : 


Or  a 


hnighl  cc 


■ark-]   lo 


DateDsnt'i  alteration  of  JiJ<^ 
irilh  aome  vuHatioDa.     It  is  so  highly  fnnciful,  itnd  c 
in  >o  happily  nliere  Davenanl  bas  placed  it  (viz.  immecli 
after  theie  lines  of  the  original  Macbrlh — 
"  SOHQ  [uifUn].  Ccmi  amai/,  taiae  away,  &c. 
MeC*TE.  Hark,  I  nm  caJl'di  my  little  (plrit,  tee, 
Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  gtaya  for  mc") 
thai  one  ie  ninost  ternpted  to  believe   il  was  mitte 
Sbikespesre,  and  hnd  been  oroitted  in  the  printed  nop: 
hi>  play.    Till  the  MS.  of  The  IVitch  wm  discovered,  to\ 
tbe  end  of  tbe  last  century,  the  passage  in  question  t 
courie  supposed  to  be  tbe  compositian  of  Dsvenonl. 


THE  wrrca. 

Hec.  Where's  Puckle  1 
[^Voiee  abote.J  Here; 

And  Happo  too,  and  Hellwam  too ; 
We  lack  but  you,  we  lack  but  you ; 
Come  away,  make  up  the  count. 
Hec.  I  will  but  'noint,  and  then  I  mount. 

[_A  Spirit  like  a  cat  descends 
\_yoice  aboee-l  There's  one  comes  down  to  fel 
his  dues, 
A  kisa,  a  coll.T  a  sip  of  blood  ; 
And  why  thou  s lay's t  so  long 

1  muse,  I  muse, 
it  and  good. 


Hec.  O,  I 


t  thoi 


'I  fly. 


What  news,  what  news  ? 

Spibit.  All  goes  still  to  our  delight: 
Either  come,  or  else 

Refuse,  refuse. 

Hec.  Now  I'm  furnish'd  for  the  flight 

FiKti.  Hark,  hark,  the  cat  sings  a  brave  treble 
her  own  language ! 

Hec.  [going  up]  Now  I  go, 
Molkin  my  sweet  spirit  and  I, 
O  what  a  dainty  pleasure  'tis 
To  ride  in  the  air 
When  the  moon  shines  fair, 
And  sing  and  dance,  and  to 
Over  woods,  high  rocks,  an 
Over  seas,  our  mistress'  fountains. 
Over  steep'  towers  and  turrets. 
We  Hy  by  nighi,  'mongsi  troops  of  spirits: 

'  celt]  i.  e.  embracv. 

'  Over  ilrep,  &c.}  Davpnsnl  pves, 

"  Oner  iteeplEi,  Inwm,  and  lurrelt," 
which  I  tuspeot  is  the  true  reading :  compare  nhol  Hec 
■ays  It  p.  2(iD, 

"  In  moonlight  nights,  on  ilceplt-topi,"  &c. 


ind  kill 


THE  WITCH. 


305 


No  ring  of  bells  to  our  ears  souods. 
No  howls  of  wolves,  no  yelps  of  hounds  ; 
No,  not  the  noise  of  water's  breach. 
Or  cannon's  throat  our  height  can  reach. 

[Foieet  above.]  No  ring  of  bells,  ^c. 

FtRE.  Well,  mother,  I  thank  your  kindness  :  ynu 
must  be  gambolling  i'  th'  air,  and  leave  me  to  walk 
here  like  a  fool  and  a  mortal.  {_Ej:il. 


ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  Hotise. 

Enter  Almachilues. 

Alh.  Though  the  fates  have  endued  me  with  a 
pretty  kind  of  lightness,  that  I  can  laugh  at  the 
world  in  a  corner  on't,  and  can  make  myself  merry 
on  fasting  nights  to  rub  out  a  supper  (which  were 
a  precious  quality  in  a  young  formal  student),  yet 
let  the  world  know  there  is  some  ditTerapce  betwixt 
my  jovial  condition  and  the  lunary  stale  of  mad- 
ness. I  am  not  quite  out  of  my  wits:  I  know  a 
bawd  from  an  aqua-vitfe  shop,'  a  strumpet  from 
wildfire,  and  a  beadle  from  brimstone.  Now  shall 
I  try  the  honesty  of  a  great  woman  soundly.  She 
reckoning  the  duke's  made  away,  I'll  be  hanged  if 
I  be  not  the  next  now.  If  I  trust  her,  as  she's  a 
woman,  let  one  of  her  long  hairs  wind  about  my 
heart,  and  be  the  end  of  me  ;  which  were  a  piieous 
lamentable  tragedy,  and  might  be  entituled  A  fair 
Warning  for  all  hair-braeelets.^ 
Already  there's  an  insurrection 

'  aqua-titm  ihap]  See  nolp,  p.  239. 

■■  A  /air  Warning,  &c.']   So  ihere  U  an  old  play  entiiled 
A  Warning  Jor /aire  tt'amtn,  1 J9S,  4lo,  ibe  author  unknown. 


Among  the  people  ;  they  are  up  in  arms 

Not  out  of  any  reason,  but  their  wills, 

Which  are  in  them  their  saints,  sweating  and  anear- 

ing. 
Out  of  their  zeal  to  rudeness,  (hat  no  stranger. 
As  they  term  her,  shall  govern  over  them ; 
They  say  they'll  raise  a  duke  among  themselves 
firil. 

Enter  Duchess. 
DucH.  O  Almachildes,  I  perceive  already 
Our  loves  arc  born  to  curses  !  we're  beaet 
By  multitudes ;  and,  which  is  worse,  I  fear  me 
Unfriended  too  of  any :  my  chief  care 
(s  for  thy  sweet  youth's  safety. 

Alh.  He  that  believes  you  not 
Goes  the  right  way  to  heaven,  o'  my  conscience. 

lAside. 
Ditch.  There  is  no  trusting  of 'em;  they're  all 

la  pity  as  i^ faith  :  he  that  puts  confidence 
In  them,  dies  openly  to  the  sight  of  all  men. 
Not  with  his  friends  and  neighbours  in  peace  private ; 
But  as  his  shame,  so  liis  cold  farewell  is, 
Public  and  fiill  of  noise.     But  keep  you  dose,  sir, 
Not  seen  of  any,  till  1  see  the  way 
Plain  for  your  safety.     I  expect  the  coming 
Of  the  lord  governor,  whom  I  will  flatter 
With  fair  entreaties,  to  appease  their  wildness ; 
And  before  him  take  a  great  grief  upon  me 
For  the  duke's  death,  his  strange  and  sudden  loss  ; 
And  when  a  quiet  comes,  expect  thy  joys, 
Alm.  I  do  expect  now  to  be  made  away 
'Twixt  this  and  Tuesday  night :  if  I  live  Wednesday, 
Say  I  have  been  careful,  and  shunn'd  spoon'ineat. 
[^ju/e  and  exit. 
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DuCH.  This  Tellow  lives  too  long  after  the  deed  ; 
I'm  weary  of  his  sight ;  he  must  die  quickly, 
Or  I've  small  hope  of  safety.     My  great  aim  's 
At  the  lord  governor's  love  ;  he  is  a  spirit 
Can  snay  and  countenance  ;  these  obey  and  crouch. 
My  guiltiness  had  need  of  auch  a  master. 
That  with  a  beck  can  suppress  multitudes. 
And  dim  misdeeds  with  radiance  of  his  glory. 
Not  to  he  seen  with  dazzled  popular  eyes : 
And  here  behold  him  come. 

Enter  Lord  Goeemor,  attejided  by  Gentlemen. 

Gov.  Return  back  to  'em. 
Say  we  desire  'em  to  be  friends  of  peace 
Till  they  hear  farther  from  us.    [Exeunl  Genlleinen. 

DutH.  O  my  lord, 
[  fly  unto  the  pity  of  your  nobleness. 
The  grieved'st  lady  that  was  e'er  beset 
With  storms  of  sorrows,  or  wild  rage  of  people  ! 
Never  was  woman's  grief  for  loss  of  lord 
Dearer**  than  mine  to  me. 

Gov.  There's  no  ripht  done 
To  him  now,  madam,  by  wrong  done  to  yourself; 
Your  own  good  wisdom  may  instruct  you  so  far : 
And  for  the  people's  tumult,  which  oft  grows 
From  liberty,  or  rankneas  of  long  peace, 
I'll  labour  to  restrain,  as  I've  begun,  madam. 

.  My  thanks  and  praises  shall  ne'er  forget 


you, ) 
And,  in  time  to  con; 
Gov.  Your  love. 
You  make  my  joys 
To  be  the  fortunate 
Which  I'll 


■eet  madam  f 
■y  happy  ;  I  did  covet 
an  that  blessing  visits, 
)  and  full  reward 


Of  service  present  and  deserts  to  come  : 


SOS  THE  WTTCH. 

It  IS  a  happiness  I'll  be  bold  (o  sue  for, 
When  I  have  set  a  calm  upon  these  spirits 
That  now  are  up  for  ruin. 

Ducii.  Sir,  my  wishes 
Are  so  well  met  in  youra,  so  fairly  answer'd. 
And  nobly  recompens'd,  it  makes  me  suffer 
In  those  extremes  that  few  have  ever  felt ; 
To  hold  two  passions  in  one  heart  at  once, 
OfgladnesB  and  of  sorrow. 

Gov.  Then,  as  the  olive 
Is  the  meek  ensign  of  fair  fruitful  peace. 
So  is  this  kiss  of  yours. 

DucH.  Love's  power  be  with  you,  sir! 

Gov.  How  sh'as  betray'd  her !  may  1  breathe  i 

Thau  to  do  virtue  service,  and  bring  forih 
The  fruits  of  noble  thoughts,  honest  and  loyal ! 
This  will  be  worth  th'  observing  ;  and  I'll  do't. 
Inside  and  ex 
DucH.  What  a  sure  happiness  confirms  joy  to  it 
Now  in  the  times  of  my  most  imminent  dangers  I 
I  look'd  for  ruin,  and  increase  of  honour 
Meets  me  auspiciously.    But  my  hopes  are  clogg'd.  | 

With  an  unworthy  weight ;  there's  the  misfortune  iJ 
What  course  shall  I  take  now  with  this  young  man?l 
For  he  must  be  no  hinderance  :  I  have  thottght  on't  t 
I'll  take  some  witch's  counsel  for  his  end, 
That  will  be  sur'sl ;  mischief  is  mischief's  friend. 

SCENE  II. 

^ti  Aparlmml  in  Fernando's  House. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Fernando. 

Seb.  If  ever  you  knew  force  of  love  in  life,  sir. 

Give  10  mine  pity. 
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Feb,  You  do  ill  lo  doubt  me. 

SsB.  I  could  make  bold  with  no  friend  seemlier 
Than  with  yourself,  because  you  were  in  piesence 
At  our  Tow-rnaking. 

Fer.  I'm  a  witness  to't. 

Seb.  Tlien  you  best  understand,  of  all  men  living, 
This  is  no  wrong  1  offer,  no  abuse 
Either  to  faith  or  friendship,  for  we're  register'd 
Husband  and  wife  in  heaven  ;  though  there  wants 

that 
Which  often  keeps  licentious  men<^  in  awe 
From  starting  from  their  wedlocks,  the  knot  public, 
'Tis  in  our  souls  knit  fast ;  and  how  more  precious 
The  sou]  is  than  the  body,  so  much  judge 
The  sacred  and  celestial  tic  within  us 
More  than  tlie  outward  form,  which  calls  but  witness 
Here  upon  earth  to  what  is  done  in  heaven : 
Though  1  must  needs  confess  the  least  is  honour- 
As  an  ambassador  sent  from  a  king 
Has  honour  by  th'  employment,  yet  there's  greater 
Dwells  in  the  king  that  sent  him ;  so  in  this. 

Enter  Florida. 

Fer.  I  approve  all  you  speak,  and  will  appear 
to  you 
A  faithful,  pitying  friend, 

Seb.  Look,  there  is  she,  sir, 
One  good  for  nothing  but  to  make  use  of; 
And  I'm  constratn'd  t'  employ  her  to  make  all  things 
Plain,  easy,  and  probable  ;  for  when  she  comes 
And  finds  one  here  that  claims  him,  as  I've  taught 
Both  this  to  do't,  and  he  to  compound  with  her. 
Twill  stir  belief  the  more  of  such  a  business. 


810 
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Fer.  I  praise  the  carriage  well. 

Seb,   Hark  you,  sweet  miBtresB, 
1  shall  do  you  a  simple  turn  in  this ; 
For  she  disgraced  thus,  you  Bre  up  in  favour 
For  ever  with  her  husband. 

Flo.  That's  my  hope,  sir, 
I  would  not  take  the  pains  else.    Have  you  the  keys  1 
Of  the  garden-side,  tlittt  1  muy  get  betimes  in 
Closely,  and  take  her  lodging  ? 

Seb.  Yes,  I've  thought  upon  you  : 
Here  be  the  keys,  [Giving  keyt. 

Flo.  Marry,  and  thanks,  sweet  sir : 
Set  me  to  work  so  still. 

Seb.  Your  joys  are  false  ones, 
You're  like  to  lie  alone  ;  you'll  be  deceived 
Of  the  bed-fellow  you  look  for,  else  my  purpose 
Were  in  an  ill  case  :  he's  on  his  fortnight's  journey; 
Y'ou'll  find  cold  comfort  there ;  a  dream  will  be 
Even  the  best  market  you  can  make  to-mght. 

Shell  not  be  long  now  :    you  may  lose  no  time 

neither ; 
If  she  but  take  you  at  the  door,  'tis  enough  : 
When  a  suspect  doth  catch  once,  it  burns  mainly. 
There  may  you  end  your  business,  and  as  cunningly 
As  if  you  were  i'  th'  chamber,  if  you  please 
To  use  but  the  same  art. 

Flo.  What  need  you  urge  that 
Which  comes  so  naturally  I  cannot  miss  on't  ? 
What  makes  the  devil  so  greedy  of  a  soul. 
But  'cause  has  lost  his  own,  to  all  joys  lost  t 
So  'tis  our  trade  to  set  snares  for  other  women, 
'Cause  we  were  once  cauglit  ourselves.  \E:nt. 

Seb.  a  sweet  allusion  1 
Hell  and  a  whore  it  seems  are  partners  then 
In  one  ambition  :  yet  thou'rt  here  deceiv'd  now ; 


THE  WITCH.  311 

ThoD  canst  set  none  to  hurt  oi  wrong  ber  honour. 
It  rather  makes  it  perfect,     fiest  of  friends 
That  ever  love's  extremities  were  bless'd  with, 
I  feel  mine  arms  with  thee,  and  calUmy  peace 
The  offspring  of  thy  friendship.     I  will  think 
This  night  my  wedding-night ;  and  with  a  joy 
As  reverend  as  religion  can  make  man's, 
I  will  embrace  this  blessing.     Honest  actions 
Are  jaws  unto  themselves,  and  that  good  fear 
Which  is  on  others  forc'd,  grows  kindly  there. 

[^Kniicking  within. 
Feb.  Hark,  barkl  one  knocks:  away,  sir;  'tis 
she  certainly  :  {Exit  Sebastian. 

It  sounds  much  like  a  woman's  jealous  'larum. 

Enter  Isabella.     * 

IsA.  By  your  leave,  sir. 

Fer.  You're  welcome,  gentlewoman. 

IsA,  Our  ladyship  then  stands  us  in  no  stead 

now.  \_Aside. 

One  word  in  private,  sir.  \_WhispErt  him. 

Fer.  Ne,  surely,  forsooth. 
There  is  no  such  here,  you've  mistook  the  house. 

IsA.  O  sir,  that  have  1  not ;  excuse  me  there, 
I  come  not  with  such  ignorance ;  think  not  so,  sir. 
'Twas  told  me  at  the  entering  of  your  house  here 
By  one  that  knows  him  too  well. 

Feb.  Who  should  that  be  ? 

IsA.  Nay,  sir,  betraying  is  not  my  profession  : 
~      ■        '  ■  he  is  ;  and  I  presume 

e  admittance,  if  he  knew  on't, 

3t  his  wife,  forsooth  ? 
IsA.  Yes,  by  my  faith,  am  I. 
Fer.  Cry  you  mercy  then,  lady. 


But  here  I  knt 

He  would  giv( 

As  one  on  's  n 

Fee.  You're 


IsA.  She  goes  here  by  the  name  on  'a  wife : 

siafT! 
But  the  bold  s 


r  told  n 


r  lod^nga, 
n  such  a  world, 


et  never  ti 

Fer,  We  ara  so  oft  deceiv'd  t 
We  know  not  whom  to  trust :  ' 
There  are  so  many  odd  tricks  n 
Put  upon  housekeepers. 

IsA.  Why,  do  you  think  I'd  wrong 
You  or  the  reputation  of  your  house  1 
Pray,  shew  me  the  way  to  him. 

Fer.  He's  asleep,  lady, 
The  curtains  drawn  about  him. 

IsA.  Well,  well,  sir. 
I'll  have  that  care  I'll  not  disease'^  him  much, 
Tread  you  but  lightly. — O,  of  what  gross  falsehooAl 
Is  man's  hearthnade  of!  had  my  first  love  liv'd 
And  return'd  safe,  he  would  have  been  a  light 
To  all  men's  actions,  hia  faith  shin'd  so  bright. 

[Aside,  arid  exit  ivitk  Feknahi 

Re-enter  Sebastun. 
See.  1  cannot  so  deceive  her,  'twere  too  sinful. 
There's  more  religion  in  my  love  than  sa. 
It  is  not  treacherous  lust  that  gives  content 
T'  an  honest  mind  ;  and  this  could  prove  no  better. 
Were  it  in  me  a  part  of  manly  ju; 
That  have  sought  strange  hard  means  to  keep  her  | 

To  her  first  vow,  and  I  t'  abuse  her  first  ? 
Better  I  never  knew  what  comfort  were 
In  woman's  love  than  wickedly  to  know  it. 
What  could  the  falsehood  of  one  night  avail  him 
That  must  enjoy  for  ever,  or  he's  lost ! 
'Tis  the  way  rather  to  draw  hate  upon  me ; 

'  diiioig]  i.  e.  distnrb, 
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For,  known,  'lisfcs  impossible  she  should  love  me. 
As  youth  in  health  to  doat  upon  a  griuf, 
Or  one  that's  rohh'd  and  bound  t'  affect  the  thief: 
No,  he  that  would  soul's  sacred  comfort  win 
Must  burn  in  pure  love,  like  a  seraphin. 

Re-enler  Isabella. 
Celio ! 

Sweet  madam  ? 
Thou  hast  deluded  me  ; 
There's  nobody. 

Seb.  How  ?  I  wonder  he  would  miss,  madam. 
Having  appointed  too  :  'twere  a  strange  goodness 
If  heaven  should  turn  his  heart  now  by  the  way. 
IsA.  O.  never,  Celio  ! 
Skb.  Yes,  I  ha'  known  the  like  : 
Man  is  not  at  his  own  disposing,  madam, 
The  bless'd  powers  have  provided  belter  for  him, 
Or  he  were  miserable.     He  may  come  yet; 
'TIS  early,  madam  :  if  you  would  he  pleas'd 
T'  embrace  my  counsel,  you  should  see  this  night 

Since  you've  bestow'd  this  pains. 
IsA,  liiitcnd  so. 

Seb.  iTiat  strumpet  would   be  found,  else  she 
should  go. 
I  curie  the  lime  now  I  did  e'er  make  use 
Of  inch  a  plague  :  sin  knows  not  what  it  does. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.    * 
A  Hall  in  Antonio's  House, 
Enter  Francisca  above,^ 

Fran.  Tis  now  my  brother's  time,  even  much 

about  it ; 
For  though  he  dissembled  a  whole  fortnight's  ab« 

sence, 
He  comes  again  to-night ;  'twas  so  agreed 
Before  he  went.     I  must  bestir  my  wits  now, 
To  catch  this  sister  of  mine,  and  bring  her  name 
To  some  disgrace  first,  to  preserve  mine  own  : 
There's  profit  in  that  cunning.     She  cast  off 
My  company  betimes  to-night  by  tricks  and  alights,^ 
And  I  was  well  contented.    I'm  resolv'd® 
There's  no  hate  lost  between  us  ;  for  I  know 
She  does  not  love  me  now,  but  painfully, 
Like  one  that's  forc'd  to  smile  upon  a  grief, 
To  bring  some  purpose  forward  ;  and  I'll  pay  her 
In  her  own  metal.     They're  now  all  at  rest. 
And  Caspar  there,  and  all :  list !  fast  asleep  ; 
He  cries  it  hither :  I  must  disease  you  straight,  air. 
For  the  maid- servants  and  the  girls  o'  th'^ouse, 
I  spic'd  them  lately  with  a  drowsy  posset,' 
They  will  not  hear  in  haste.     [Noise  within.']     My 

brother's  come  : 

'  Enter  Francisca  above']  MS.  has,  *'  Enter  Francitca  in  her 
Chamber  -"  but  it  is  evident  that  she  entered  on  what  was 
called  the  upper  stage :  see  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  125. 

**  slights]  i.  e.  artifices. 

*"  resoiv*d]  i.  e.  satisfied,  convinced. 

'  He  cries  it  hither :  I  must  disease  you  straight,  sir. 
For  the  maid- servants  and  the  girls  o*  th*  house, 
I  spic'd  them  lately  with  a  drowsy  posset]  Cries,  i.  e.  snores 
—  disease,  i.  c.  disturb,  waken.    It  was  formerly  a  general  cus- 
tom to  eat  possets  just  before  bed-time. — Steevens  compares 
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O,  Where's  this  key  now  for  him  ?  here  'tis,  happily : 
But  I  must  wake  him  first. — Why,  Caspar,  Caspar ! 

Gas.  [reifiin]  What  a  pox  gasp  you  for  t 

Fe*n.  Now  I'll  ihrow't  down. 

Gas.  [n-itkitt]  Who's  that  call'd  me  now  7  some- 
body call'd  Caspar  1 

pRAK.  O,  up.  as  thou'rt  an  honest  fellow,  Gaapar ! 

Gas.    [icifAin]    1  shall  not  rise  to  -  night  then. 
What's  the  niatler  7 
Who's  that!  young  mistress  7 

Fran.  Ay;  up,  up,  sweet  Caspar  ! 

Enter  Gasparo. 


Gas.  They'll  sdr  enough  e< 

Fran.  Hark,  hark,  again !   Caspar,  O  run,  rur 

prithee  ! 
Gas.  Give  me  leave  to  clothe  niyaelf. 
Fran.  Stand'st  upon  clothing 
In  an  extremity  7     Hark,  hark  again  ! 
She  may  be  dead  ere  thou  cora'sl ;  O,  in  quickly  !- 
lE^eit  Gaspahi 
He's  gone  :  he  cannot  choose  hut  be  took  now. 
Or  met  in  his  return ;  that  will  be  enough. — 

Enter  Ahtosio, 
Brother  7  here,  take  this  light. 
Akt.  My  careful  sister  I 

this  pMsage  with  ihe  foUowing  one  ofSIiakespeare's  Macbeth, 
act  ii.  ic.  2 ; 

"  the  surfeited  grooma 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  mirei :   1  have  drugg'd  thiir  pot- 
it  It,"  &e. 
■nd  obierreai  that  Macbeth'a  exprrasion,  act  ii.  sc.  1 ,  "  There's 
I        in  iu«h  thing,"  is  likewise  uied  by  Franciaca  (aee  p.  317), 
^^^bCfl  she  undeceives  her  brother. 
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Fran.   Look  first  in  his  own  lodging  ere  yotc 

enter.  [ExU  Antokio  ^ 

Ant.  [within]  O  abused  confidence!  there's 

thing  of  him 

But  what  betrays  him  more. 

Fran.  Then  'tis  too  true,  brother  ? 
Ant.  [mthin]  I'll  make  base  lust  a  terrible  e: 
ample ; 
No  villany  e'er  paid  dearer. 
Flo.^  iwitkin]  Help !  hold,  sir ! 
Ant.  [within]  I'm  deaf  to  all  humanity. 
Fran.  List,  list ! 
A  strange  and  sudden  silence  after  all : 
I  trust  has  spoil'd  'em  both ;  too  dear  a  happini 

0  how  I  tremble  between  doubts  and  joys  ! 
Ant.  [Yi;i^Am]  There  perish  both,  down  to 

house  of  falsehood. 
Where  perjurous  wedlock  weeps  ! 

[Re-entering  with  his  sword  dn 

O  perjurous  woman  f 
Sh'ad  took  the  innocence  of  sleep  upon  her 
At  my  approach,  and  would  not  see  me  come ; 
As  if  sh'ad  lain  there  like  a  harmless  soul. 
And  never  dream'd  of  mischief.     What's  all  ti/sT 
now  ? 

1  feel  no  ease  ;  the  burden's  not  yet  off 
So  long  as  the  abuse  sticks  in  my  knowledge. 
O,  'tis  a  pain  of  hell  to  know  one's  shame  ! 
Had  it  been  hid  and  done,  't  had  been  done  happy, 
For  he  that's  ignorant  lives  long  and  merry. 

Fran.  I  shdl  know  all  now.  [Aside,] — Brother ! 
Ant.  Come  down  quickly, 
For  I  must  kill  thee  too. 
Fran.  Me? 
Ant.  Stay  not  long  : 

'  Flo.2  MS.  "  Fra." 
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I^  t:liou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain, 
^a.lce  haste  Fd  wish  thee,  and  come  willingly ; 
IF  I  "be  forc'd  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
A.l>ove  a  man  to  thee. 

Frak.  Why,  sir ! — ^my  brother ! 

A.KT.  Talk  to  thy  soul,  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all ; 
^  me  thou'rt  lost  for  ever. 
¥aAN.  This  is  fearful  in  you  : 
5^yond  all  reason,  brother,  would  you  thus 

'Ward  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shewn  to  you  ?  . 
AsT.  A  curse  upon  'em  both,  and  thee  for  com- 
pany! 
^  that  too  diligent,  thankless  care  of  thine 
^J^Siles  me  a  murderer,  and  that  ruinous^  truth 
.^5^W  lights  me  to  the  knowledge  of  my  shame. 
^«At  thou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy, 
^*><i  had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  come : 
^o\^  here  I  stand  a  stain  to  my  creation ; 
^J^d,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me, 
^e  understanding  of  this  base  adultery ; 
Atid  that  thou  toldst  me  first,  which  thou  deserv*st 
*feath  worthily  for. 
^HAN.  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir, 
^(>l<i, brother;  I  can  ease-your  knowledgfe^  straight, 
By  nay  souVs  hopes,  I  can  !  there's  no  such  thing. 
Akt.  How  ? 

^BiAN,  Bless  me  but  with  life,  TU  tell  you  all : 
Your  bed  was  never  wrong*d. 
A.KT.  What  ?  never  wrong'd  ? 
^HAK.  I  ask  but  mercy  as  1  deal  with  truth  now  : 
»^^a8  only  my  deceit,  my  plot,  and  cunning, 
fo  bring  disgrace  upon  her  ;  by  that  means 
^0  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but  she : 
fo  speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Aberzanes,  sir. 


f  ruinous]  MS.  "  ruynes. 

^  knowledge]  Altered  by  Reed  to  "  conscience. 
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Wk.    Look  first  in  his  own  lodging  ere  you 
enter.  [_Exit  Antohio. 

Ani,  [n'iiliin]  O  abus'd  confidence!  diere's  no- 
thing of  him 
But  what  betrays  liini  more. 

Fran.  Then  'tis  too  true,  brother  ? 
Ant,  [jvitkin]  I'll  make  base  lust  a  terrible  ex — 
ample ; 
No  villany  e'er  paid  dearer. 

Flo.'  Inithm]  Help!  hold,  sir! 
Akt.  {jpithiTi]  I'm  deaf  to  all  humanity. 
Fran.  List,  list! 
A  strange  and  sudden  silence  after  all : 
1  trust  has  spoil'd  'em  both ;  too  dear  a  bappines^^ 
O  how  I  tremble  between  doubts  and  joys  ! 

Akt,   [tvithm]  There  perish  both,  down  to  t»~l 
house  of  falsehood. 
Where  perjurous  wedlock  weeps  1 

[Re-entering  ivHk  his  smord  drarr^^ 
O  perjurous  woman  HP" 
Sli'ad  took  the  innocence  of  sleep  upon  her 
At  my  approach,  and  would  not  see  me  come  ; 
As  if  sh'ad  lain  there  like  a  harmless  sou]. 
And  never  dream 'd  of  mischief.     What's  sU  ~^^ 
now? 


1  feel  r\ 

So  long  as  the  a 


e ;  the  burdei 


It  yet  off 
n  my  knowledge. 


O,  'tis  a  pain  of  hell  to  know  o 

Had  it  been  hid  and  done,  't  had  been  done  fa 

1  ignorant  lives  long  and  merry. 


Fran.  I  shall  knt 


n  quickly, 


.  [^sirfe.]— Brott*  ei 


Ant.  Stay  not  lor 


'  ¥10.1  MS.  "  Fra." 
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*^  'Or^ou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain, 
^^«^lce  haste  I'd  wish  thee,  and  come  willingly ; 
*^  1  \)e  forc'd  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
"^"ove  a  man  to  thee. 

^RAH.  Why,  sir ! — ^my  brother  ! 


_^    ^  ^iXT.  Talk  to  thy  soul,  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all ; 
"■-  ^^  me  thou'rt  lost  for  ever, 
"g^    ^aAN.  This  is  fearful  in  you  : 

'S^ond  all  reason,  brother,  would  you  thus 
^vard  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shewn  to  you  ?  . 
^Lnt.  a  curse  upon  'em  both,  and  thee  for  com- 
pany! 
that  too  diligent,  thankless  care  of  thine 
ces  me  a  murderer,  and  that  ruinous^  truth 
It  lights  me  to  the  knowledge  of  my  shame. 
'<^^^t  Uiou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy, 
-j^^*^d  had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  come : 
"^^  *^'*^  here  I  stand  a  stain  to  my  creation ; 

[,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me, 
understanding  of  this  base  adultery ; 
.j.^^  -  — .  that  thou  toldst  me  first,  which  thou  deserv*st 
""e«.th  worthily  for. 
.g^^  ^BAH.  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir, 
^old,  brother ;  I  can  easeyour  knowledgfe^  straight, 
**y  Txiy  souFs  hopes,  I  can !  there's  no  such  thing. 

Akt.  How? 
.^^  P^AN.  Bless  me  but  with  life,  I'll  tell  you  all : 
*  oiii"  bed  was  never  wrong*d. 

Ai«,  What  ?  never  wrong'd  ? 
,,^^B.AN.  I  ask  but  mercy  as  I  deal  with  truth  now : 
^  ^^aa  only  my  deceit,  my  plot,  and  cunning, 
Ji^  ^ring  disgrace  upon  her  ;  by  that  means 
L^  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but  she : 


z^  *ceep  mine  own  hid,  which  none 
*-  ^  speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Al 


Aberzanes,  sir. 


»  ruinou$'\  MS.  "  ruynes." 

^  knowledge]  Altered  by  Reed  to  " 


conscience." 
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*^  Vhou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain, 
^^«^Tce  haste  Fd  wish  thee,  and  come  willingly ; 
*^  X  \>e  forc'd  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
A.V>ove  a  man  to  thee. 

^RAH.  Why,  sir ! — ^my  brother  ! 

..^   -Akt,  Talk  to  thy  soul,  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all ; 
■■-  o  me  thou'rt  lost  for  ever. 

Sean.  This  is  fearful  in  you  : 
^5^ond  all  reason,  brother,  would  you  thus 

^vard  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shewn  to  you  ?  . 
^NT.  A  curse  upon  'em  both,  and  thee  for  com- 
pany! 
that  too  diligent,  thankless  care  of  thine 

me  a  murderer,  and  that  ruinous^  truth 
t  lights  me  to  the  knowledge  of  my  shame. 
^tlst  thou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy, 
^*^<i  had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  come : 
^o^r  here  I  stand  a  stain  to  my  creation ; 
^**<i,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me, 
*^Tie  understanding  of  this  base  adultery ; 
And  that  thou  toldst  me  first,  which  thou  deserv'st 
Death  worthily  for. 
_P^LAv.  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir, 
Bold,  brother ;  I  can  easeyour  knowledgfe^  straight, 
By  may  souFs  hopes,  I  can  !  there's  no  such  thing. 
A.i^T.  How? 

F»-AN.  Bless  me  but  with  life,  TU  tell  you  all  : 
Yo^r  bed  was  never  wrong*d. 
A.^T.  What  ?  never  wrong'd  ? 
^Bak.  I  ask  but  mercy  as  1  deal  with  truth  now : 
•^Was  only  my  deceit,  my  plot,  and  cunning, 
*f  0  hring  disgrace  upon  her  ;  by  that  means 
^0  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but  she ; 
rfo  Speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Aberzanes,  sir. 

t  ruinous]  MS.  "  ruynes." 

^  knowledge]  Altered  by  Reed  to  "  conscience." 
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Fran.   Look  first  in  his  own  lodging  ere  y< 

enter.  [^Exk  Antoit^ — 

Ant.  [within]  O  abus'd  confidence !  there's 
thing  of  him 
But  what  betrays  him  more. 

Fran.  Then  'tis  too  true,  brother  ? 
Ant.  [within]  I'll  make  base  lust  a  terribl^fc 
ample ; 
No  villany  e'er  paid  dearer. 
Flo.'  fwithin]  Help !  hold,  sir ! 
Ant.  [within]  I'm  deaf  to  all  humanity. 
Fran.  List,  list ! 
A  strange  and  sudden  silence  after  all : 
I  trust  has  spoil'd  'em  both ;  too  dear  a  happir^ 

0  how  I  tremble  between  doubts  and  joys ! 
Ant.  [Yi;i^Am]  There  perish  both,  down 

house  of  falsehood, 
Where  perjurous  wedlock  weeps  ! 

[Re-entering  with  his  sword  di 
O  perjurous  wo 
Sh'ad  took  the  innocence  of  sleep  upon  her 
At  my  approach,  and  would  not  see  me  come ; 
As  if  sh'ad  lain  there  like  a  harmless  soul. 
And  never  dream'd  of  mischief.     What's  all 
now  ? 

1  feel  no  ease  ;  the  burden's  not  yet  off 

So  long  as  the  abuse  sticks  in  my  knowledge. 

O,  'tis  a  pain  of  hell  to  know  one's  shame  ! 

Had  it  been  hid  and  done,  't  had  been  done  hsLpf^^ 

For  he  that's  ignorant  lives  long  and  merry.  ^ 

Fran.  I  shdl  know  all  now.  [Aside.] — Brotifi?-^' 

Ant.  Come  down  quickly, 
For  I  must  kill  thee  too. 

Fran.  Me? 

Ant.  Stay  not  long  : 

'  Flo.']  MS.  "  Fra." 
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t^  tihou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain, 
^^^Ice  haste  Vd  wish  thee,  and  come  willingly ; 
^^I  be  forc'd  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
^l^ove  a  man  to  thee. 

^RAN.  Why,  sir ! — ^my  brother  ! 

•^    -Akt.  Talk  to  thy  soul,  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all ; 

^^  me  thou'rt  lost  for  ever. 
^     ^RAN.  This  is  fearful  in  you  : 
^^3?ond  all  reason,  brother,  would  you  thus 
^^^vard  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shewn  to  you  ?  . 
-Ant.  a  curse  upon  'em  both,  and  thee  for  com- 
^  pany ! 

"-^^ »  that  too  diligent,  thankless  care  of  thine 
[es  me  a  murderer,  and  that  ruinous^  truth 
Lt  lights  me  to  the  knowledge  of  my  shame. 
It  thou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy, 
had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  come : 
■  o^r  here  I  stand  a  stain  to  my  creation ; 
^xid,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me, 
-  tk&  understanding  of  this  base  adultery ; 
^'^d  that  thou  toldst  me  first,  which  thou  deserv'st 
worthily  for. 
IAN.  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir, 
1,  brother ;  I  can  easeyour  knowledgfe^  straight, 
^y  my  soul's  hopes,  I  can  !  there's  no  such  thing. 

Akt.  How? 
^KAN.  Bless  me  but  with  life.  Til  tell  you  all : 
*our  bed  was  never  wrong'd. 
A.KT.  What  ?  never  wrong'd  ? 
^RAN.  I  ask  but  mercy  as  1  deal  with  truth  now : 
^was  only  my  deceit,  my  plot,  and  cunning, 
^0  bring  disgrace  upon  her  ;  by  that  means 
T-O  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but  she : 
To  speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Aberzanes,  sir. 

'  ruinous]  MS.  "  ruynes." 

^  knowledge"]  Altered  by  Reed  to  "  conscience." 
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jK  ^hou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain, 
f^^lce  haste  I'd  wish  thee,  and  come  willingly ; 
^_l  be  forc*d  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
"^'  "^ove  a  man  to  thee. 

■^RAN.  Why,  sir ! — ^my  brother  ! 

•^    -^KT.  Talk  to  thy  soul,  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all ; 
^^  me  thou'rt  lost  for  ever. 
^&AN.  This  is  fearful  in  you  : 
'^ond  all  reason,  brother,  would  you  thus 
ynid  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shewn  to  you  ?  . 
NT.  A  curse  upon  'em  both,  and  thee  for  com- 
pany ! 
^a  that  too  diligent,  thankless  care  of  thine 
me  a  murderer,  and  that  ruinous^  truth 
t  lights  me  to  the  knowledge  of  my  shame, 
dst  thou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy, 
had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  come : 
here  I  stand  a  stain  to  my  creation ; 
,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me, 
understanding  of  this  base  adultery ; 
A.Tid  that  thou  toldst  me  first,  which  thou  deserv*st 
Xiea-th  worthily  for. 

Fran.  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir. 
Hold,  brother ;  I  can  easeyour  knowledgfe^  straight, 
oy  uny  soul's  hopes,  I  can  !  there's  no  such  thing. 
A.NT.  How  ? 

Fran.  Bless  me  but  with  life,  I'll  tell  you  all : 
\our  bed  was  never  wrong'd. 
A.KT.  What  ?  never  wrong'd  ? 
P»AN.  I  ask  but  mercy  as  I  deal  with  truth  now : 
'Twas  only  my  deceit,  my  plot,  and  cunning, 
To  bring  disgrace  upon  her  ;  by  that  means 
To  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but  she : 
Jo  speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Aberzanes,  sir. 

»  rttinous"]  MS.  "  ruynes." 

^  knowledge"]  Altered  by  Reed  to  "  conscience." 
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Fhak.    Look  bst  in  his  own  lodging  ere  you 
enter.  [Exit  Aniohio, 

Akt.  {n'ithin]  O  abus'd  confidence  I  there's  no- 
thing of  him 
But  what  betrays  him  more. 

Fran.  Then  'tis  too  true,  brother  ? 
Ant.  [Tvitkin]  I'll  make  base  lust  a  terrible  ex- 
ample ; 
No  villany  e'er  paid  dearer. 

Flo.'  Imlhin]  Help  !  bold,  sir ! 
Ant.  Iwilkia]  Fm  deaf  to  all  humanity. 
Fran.  List,  list ! 
A  strange  and  sudden  silence  after  all : 
1  trust  has  spoil'd  'em  both ;  too  dear  a  happiness  ! 

0  bow  I  tremble  between  doubts  and  joys  I 

Akt.   [wi(Ain]  There  perish  both,  down  to  the 
house  of  falsehood. 
Where  perjurous  wedlock  weeps  I 

\_Re-enlermg  Tiilh  his  sward  draim. 

Sh'ad  took  the  innocence  of  sleep  upon  her 

At  my  approach,  and  would  not  see  me  come; 

As  if  sh'ad  lain  there  like  a  harmless  soul. 

And  never  dream'd  of  mischief.     What's  all  this 

1  feel  no  ease  ;  the  burden's  not  yet  off 

So  long  as  the  abuse  sticks  in  my  knowledge. 
O,  'lis  a  pain  of  hell  to  know  one's  shame  ! 
Had  it  been  hid  and  done,  't  had  been  done  happy, 
For  he  that's  ignorant  lives  long  and  merry. 

Fran.  I  shall  know  all  now.  [^^ye.]— Brother ! 

Ant.  Come  down  quickly, 
For  I  must  kill  thee  too. 

Fran.  Mel 

Ant.  Slay  not  long : 

•  Flo.']  MS.  "  Fra." 
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O  1   t 


If  thou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain, 
Make  haste  I'd  wish  thee,  and  come  willingly  ; 
If  I  be  forc'd  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
Above  a  man  to  thee. 

Fran.  Why,  sir ! — my  brother  ! 

Ant.  Talk  to  thy  soul,  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all ; 
To  me  thou'rt  lost  for  ever. 

Fran.  This  is  fearful  in  you  : 
Beyond  all  reason,  brother,  would  you  thus 
Reward  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shewn  to  you  ?  . 

Ant.  a  curse  upon  'em  both,  and  thee  for  com- 
pany! 
'Tis  that  too  diligent,  thankless  care  of  thine 
Makes  me  a  murderer,  and  that  ruinous^  truth 
That  lights  me  to  the  knowledge  of  my  shame. 
Hadst  thou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy. 
And  had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  come : 
Now  here  I  stand  a  stain  to  my  creation ; 
And,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me, 
The  understanding  of  this  base  adultery ; 
And  that  thou  toldst  me  first,  which  thou  deserv*st 
Death  worthily  for. 

Fran.  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir. 
Hold,  brother;  I  can  easeyour  knowledg^^  straight, 
By  my  soul's  hopes,  I  can  !  there's  no  such  thing. 

Ant.  How? 

Fran.  Bless  me  but  with  life,  I'll  tell  you  all : 
Your  bed  was  never  wrong'd. 

Ant.  What  ?  never  wrong'd  ? 

Fran.  I  ask  but  mercy  as  I  deal  with  truth  now : 
'Twas  only  my  deceit,  my  plot,  and  cunning, 
To  bring  disgrace  upon  her  ;  by  that  means 
To  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but  she : 
To  speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Aberzanes,  sir. 


t  ruinotui]  MS.  "  ruyueB," 

^  knowledge'\  Altered  by  Reed  to  ** 


conscience. 


if 
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Ant.  How  !  Aberzanes  1 

Fras.  And  my  mother's  letter 
Was  counterfeited,  to  get  lime  ant!  place 
For  nij  delivery. 

Ant.  O,  my  wrath's  redoubled  ! 

Fkan.  At  my  return  she  could  speak  all  my  Colly, 
And  blam'd  me,  with  good  counsel.     1,  for  fear 
It  should  be  made  known,  thua  rewarded  her; 
Wrought  you  into  suspicion  without  cause, 
And  at  your  coming  rais'd  up  Caspar  suddenly, 
Sent  him  but  in  before  you,  by  a  falsehood, 
Which  to  your  kindled  jealousy  I  knew 
Would  add  enough  :  what's  now  confcss'd  is  true. 

Ant.  The  more  I  hear,  the  worse  it  fares  with  me. 
I  ha'  kill'd  'em  now  for  nothing ;  yet  the  shame 
FuliowB  my  blood  still.     Once  more,  come  down  : 
Look  you,  my  sword  goes  up.     {^Sheathing  in-ard.'] 

Call  Hermio  to  me  : 
Let  the  new  man  alone  ;  he'll  wake  too  soon 

{^Exit  Fbancisca  above. 
To  find  his  mistress  dead,  and  lose  a  ser 
Already  the  day  breaks  tipon  my  guilt ; 

Enter  Hermio. 
1  must  be  brief  and  sudden, — Hermio. 

Her.  Sir? 

Ant.  Run,  knock  up  Aberzanes  speedily ; 
Say  1  desire  his  company  this  morning 
To  yonder  horse-race,  tell  him  ;    that  will  fetch 


O,  hark  you,  by  the  way  — 

Her.  Yes.  sir. 

Ant.  Use  speed  now, 
Or  I  wUl  ne'er  use  thee  mi 
I  speak  in  a  right  hour. 
I  must  in  private  go  and 


ItVhinpers. 


lore ;  and,  perhaps, 
My  grief  o'erflows ; 
vent  my  woes.      [£aeun(. 
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ACT  V.     SCENE  I. 

A  Hall  in  Antonio's  House, 

Enter  Antonio  ^  and  Aberzanes. 

Ant.  You're  welcome,  sir. 

Aber.  I  think  I*m  worthy  on't, 
For,  look  you,  sir,  I  come  untruss'd,^  in  troth. 

Ant.  The  more's  the  pity — honester  men  go  to't — 
That  slaves  should  'scape  it.   What  blade  have  you 
got  there  ? 

Aber.  Nay,  I  know  not  that,  sir :  I  am  not  ac- 
quainted greatly  with  the  blade ;  I  am  sure  'tis  a 
good  scabbard,  and  that  satisfies  me. 

Ant.  'Tis  long  enough  indeed,  if  that  be  good. 

Aber.  I  love  to  wear  a  long  weapon ;  'tis  a  thing 
commendable. 

Ant.  I  pray,  draw  it,  sir. 

Aber.  it  is  not  to  be  drawn. 

Ant.  Not  to  be  drawn  ? 

Aber.  I  do  not  care  to  see't :  to  tell  you  troth, 
sir,  'tis  only  a  holyday  thing,  to  wear  by  a  man's 
side. 

Ant.  Draw  it,  or  I'll  rip  thee  down  from  neck  to 
navel, 
Though  there's  small  glory  in't. 

Aber.  Are  you  in  earnest,  sir  ? 

Ant.  I'll  teU  thee  that  anon. 

Aber.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Ant.  What  a  base  misery  is  this  in  life  now  ! 

s  Antonio]  MS.  has  **  Sebastian/'  and  prefixes  "  Seb."  to 
the  first  and  third  speeches  in  this  scene. 

^  untrutid']  i.  e.  the  points  or  tagged  laces  by  which  the 
hose  or  breeches  were  attached  to  the  doublet,  being  yet 
untied. 


i;an  I  light  no  way  7 
all  honest  play. — 
Cotne  forth,  thou  fruitful  wickedness,  thou  seed 
Of  shame  and  murder!  take  to  thee  in  wedlock 
Baseness  and  cowardice,  a  fit  match  for  thee  1 — 
Come,  sir,  along  with  me. 

Enter  FitANctscA. 

Aber.  'Las,  what  to  do  1 
1  am  too  young  to  lake  a  wife,  in  troth. 

Ant.  But  old  enough  to  take  a  strumpet ibough ; 
You'd  fain  get  all  your  children  beforehand. 
And  marry  when  you've  done ;   that's  a  strange 

This  woman  I  bestow  on  thee ;  what  dost  thou  say  T 
Adeh.  I  would  I  had  such  another  to  bestow  on 

Akt.  Uncharitable  slave!  dog,  coward  as  thou 
art, 
To  wish  a  plague  so  great  as  thine  to  any ! 

Aeeb.  To  my  friend,  sir,  where  I  think  I  may 

be  bold. 
Ant.  Down,  and  do't  solemnly;  contract  yoar- 

With  truth  and  zeal,  or  ne'er  rise  up  again. 
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I  will  not  liave  her  die  i'  th'  stale  of  strumpet, 
Though  she  took  pride  to  live  one. — Hermio,  the 
wine! 

Enter  Heruio  nitli  wine. 
Her.  'Tis  here,  sir. — Troth,  1  wonder  at  some 

But  I'll  keep  honest.  [/iside. 

AsT.  So,  here's  to  you  both  now,     [TAey  drink. 
And  to  your  joys,  ift  be  your  luck  to  find  'em: 
I  tell  you,  you  must  weep  hard,  if  you  do. 
Divide  it  'twixt  you  both ;  you  aholl  not  need 
A  strong  bill  of  divorcement  after  that, 
If  you  mislike  your  bargain.     Go,  get  in  now  ; 
Kneel  and  pray  lieartily  to  get  forgiveness 
Of  those  two  souls  whose  bodies  thou  hast  mur- 

[^Exeunt  Abehzanes  and  Francisca. 
Spread,  subtle  poison!     Now  tny  shame  in  her 
Will  die  when  I  die;  there's  some  comfort  yet. 
1  do  but  think  how  each  man's  punishment 
Proves  still  a  kind  of  justice  to  himself. 
I  was  tlie  man  that  told  this  innocent  gentlewoman, 
Whom  I  did  falsely  wed  and  falsely  kill. 
That  he  that  was  her  husband  first  by  contract 
Was  slsin  i'  th'  field ;  and  he's  known  yet  to  live : 
So  did  I  cruelly  beguile  his  heart. 
For  which  I'm  well  rewarded  ;  so  is  Caspar, 
Who,  to  befriend  my  love,  swore  fearful  oaths 
He  saw  the  last  breath  fly  from  him.     I  see  now 
'Tis  a  thing  dreadful  t'  abuse  holy  vows, 
And  falls  most  weight[il]y. 
Heb.  Take  comfort,  sir  ; 
You're  guilty  of  no  death  ;  they're  only  hurt, 
And  that  not  mortally. 
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Enter  Gasparo. 

Ant.  Thou  breath's!  untruths. 
Her.  Speak,  Caspar,  for  me  then. 
Gas.  Your  unjust  rage,  sir, 
Has  hurt  me  without  cause. 

Ant.  'Tis  chang'd  to  grief  for't. 
How  fares  my  wife  ? 

Gas.  No  doubt,  sir,  she  fares  well, 
For  she  ne'er  felt  your  fury.     The  poor  sinner 
That  hath  this  seven  year  kept  herself  sound  for 

you, 
'Tis  your  luck  to  bring  her  into  th'  surgeon's  hands 
now. 
Ant.  Florida? 

Gas.  She :  I  know  no  other,  sir ; 
You  were  ne'er  at* charge  yet  but  with  one  light- 
horse. 
Ant.  Why,  where's  your  lady  ?  where's  my  wife 

to-night  then  ? 
Gas.  Nay,  ask  not  me,  sir;    your  struck  doe 
within 
Tells  a  strange  tale  of  her. 

Ant.  This  is  unsufferable ! 
Never  had  man  such  means  to  make  him  mad. 

0  that  the  poison  would  but  spare  my  life 
Till  I  had  found  her  out ! 

Her.  Your  wish  is  granted,  sir : 
Upon  the  faithfulness  of  a  pitying  servant, 

1  gave  you  none  at  all ;  my  heart  was  kinder. 
Let  not  conceit  abuse  you  ;  you're  as  healthful. 
For  any  drug,  as  life  yet  ever  found  you. 

Ant.  Why,  here's  a  happiness  wipes  off  mighty 
sorrows : 
The  benefit  of  ever-pleasing  service 
Bless  thy  profession ! — 
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Enter  Lord  Governor ^  attended  by  Gentlemen, 

O  my  worthy  lord, 
I've  an  ill  bargain,  never  man  had  worse ! 
The  woman  that,  unworthy,  wears  your  blood 
To  countenance  sin  in  her,  your  niece,  she's  false. 

Gov.  False? 

Ant.  Impudent,  adulterous. 

Gov.  You're  too  loud. 
And  grow  too  bold  too  with  her  virtuous  meekness. 

Enter  Florida. 

Who  dare  accuse  her  ? 

Flo.  Here's  one  dare  and  can. 
She  lies  this  night  with  Celio,  her  own  servant ; 
The  place,  Fernando's  house. 

Gov.  Thou  dost  amaze  us. 

Ant.  Why,  here's  but  lust  translated  from  one 
baseness 
Into  another :  here  I  thought  t'  have  caught  'em, 
But  lighted  wrong,  by  false  inteUigence, 
And  made  me  hurt  the  innocent.     But  now 
ril  make  my  revenge  dreadfuUer  than  a  tempest ; 
An  army  should  not  stop  me,  or  a  sea 
Divide  'em  from  my  revenge.  [Exit, 

Gov.  I'll  not  speak 
To  have  her  spar'd,  if  she  be  base  and  guilty  : 
If  otherwise,  heaven  will  not  see  her  wrong'd, 
I  need  not  take  care  for  her.     Let  that  woman 
Be  carefully  look'd  to,  both  for  health  and  sure- 

ness. — 
It  is  not  that  mistaken  wound  thou  wear'st 
Shall  be  thy  privilege. 

Flo.  You  cannot  torture  me 
Worse  than  the  surgeon  does :  so  long  I  care  not. 

[Exit  with  Gasparo  and  a  Gentleman, 
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Got.  If  she  be'  adulterous,  I  will  never  trui 
Virtues  in  women  ;  they're  but  veils  for  lust. 

•  {^Exit  Kith  Gentlemen.  ] 

Hgb.  To  what  a  lasting  ruin  inischief  runs ! 
I  had  thought  I'd  well  and  happily  ended  all, 
In  keeping  back  the  poison  ;  and  new  rage  now 
Spreads  a  worse  venom.  My  poor  lady  grieves  me  :  I 
Tis  strange  to  me  that  her  sweet-seeming  viri 
Should  be  so  meanly  overtook  with  Celio, 
A  servant :  'ti^  not  possible. 

Enter  Isabeli.a  aTid  Sebastian. 
Is*.  Good  morrow,  Hermio  : 

My  sister  stirring  yet  ? 

Hek.  How  ?  stirring,  forsooth  ! 
Here  has  been  simple  stirring.     Arc  you  not 

Pray,  speak  ;  w^  have  a  surgeon  ready. 

IsA.  How  ?  a  surgeon  ! 

Her.  Hath  been  at  work  these  five  hours. 

IsA.  How  he  talks  ! 

Her.  Did  you  not  meet  my  master  ? 

IsA.  How,  your  master  ? 
Why,  came  he  home  to-night  ? 

Her.  Then  know  you  nothing,  madam  I 
Please  you  but  walk  in,    you  shall   hear  strange 
business. 

IsA.  I'm  much  beholding'  to  your  truth  now,  am 
I  not? 
You've  serv'd  me  fair  j  my  credit's  stain'd  for  ever! 
[_Exit  nfilh  Heemio. 

Seb.  This  is  the  wicked'st  fortune  that  e'er  blew  : 

■  Ifiht  be,  &c.]  The  MS.  makes  these  two  lines  a  pirl  of 
Florida's  speech. 
1  iKhaldiKg]  See  note,  p.  280. 
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We're  both  undone,  for  nothing  :  there's  no  way 
Flatters  recovery  now,  the  thing's  so  gross  : 
Her  disgrace  grieves  me  more  than  a  life's  loss. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Abode  q/*  Hecate  :  a  caldron  in  the  centre. 

Enter  Duchess^  Hecate,  and  Firestone. 

Hec.  What  death  is't  you  desire  for  Almachildes? 

DucH.  A  sudden  and  a  subtle. 

Hec.  Then  I've  fitted  jou. 
Here  lie  the  gifts  of  both ;  sudden  and  subtle : 
His  picture  made  in  wax,  and  gently  molten 
By  a  blue  Bre  kindled  with  dead  men's  eyes, 
Will  waste  hitn  by  degrees. 

DucH.  In  what  time,  prithee  ? 

Hec  Perhaps  in  a  moon's  progress. 

Ducii.  What,  a  month  ? 
Out  upon  pictures,  if  they  be  so  tedious ! 
Give  me  things  with  some  life. 

Hec.  Then  seek  no  farther. 

DucH.  This  must  be  done  with  speed,  despatch'd 
this  night, 
If  it  may  possible. 

Hec.  I  have  it  for  you ; 
Here's  that  will  do't :  stay  but  perfection's  time, 
And  that's  not  five  hours  hence. 

DucH.  Canst  thou  do  this  ? 

Hec.  Can  I ! 

DucH.  I  mean,  so  closely. 

Hec.  So  closely  do  you  mean  too ! 

DucH.  So  artfully,  so  cunningly. 

Hec.  Worse  and  worse;  doubts  and  incredulities! 
They  make  me  mad.     Let  scrupulous  creatures 
know 


VOL.  III. 


F  F 


Cam  votui,^  ripU  ipsis  mirantibtu,  amne* 

InfonUs  rediere  ftios ;  eotKutiaijiif  siito, 

Stantiaconcalio  catUufreta;  nvi)iia  pello, 

Nuhiiaqae  indwo ;  Fentoi  abigotjae  tocoque ; 

yipercai  ntmpo  verbis  el  carmine  faucet ; 

Et  silvat  moveo ;  jubeoijiK  IremUcere  vwntei. 

El  vmgire  sobmi,  manctjue  exire  tepulvhrU, 

Te  [quo]qtte,  luna,  irako.     Can  you  doubt  tne  Ht6n, 

daughter. 
That  can  make  mountaiDB  tremble,  miles  of  woods  j 

walk. 
Whole  earth's  foundution  bellow,  and  the  spirits 
Of  the  entomb'd  to  burst  out  IVom  their  marbles, 
Nay,  draw  yond  moon  to  my  involv'd  designs  ? 

FiBE.  I  know  as  well  as  can  be  when  my  motlier's 
mad,  and  our  great  cat  anjjry,  for  one  spits  French 
then,  and  th'  other  Bpils  Latin.  [Atidt. 

Ducii.  1  did  not  doubt  you,  mother. 

Hec.  No!  what  (lid  you? 
My  power's  so  tirm,  it  is  not  to  be  questtoa'd. 

DucH.  Forgive  what's  past:  and  now  I  know  th' 
offensiveness 
Tbat  vexes  art,  I'll  ihun  th'  occasion  ever. 

Hec.    Leave    all    to    me    and    my   five   sisters, 
daughter : 
It  shall  be  convey'd  in  at  howlet-time ; 
Take  you  no  care  :  my  spirits  know  their  moments ;    I 


mixi,  &c.]  Ovid,  Mat. 


},  when  the  firn  line  u 


but  1  find  it  quoted,  aa  in  our  text,  by  Corn.  Agri|ipa,  OcvuU,    ' 
Pliiloi.   lib,  i.  cap.  Ixxii.  p.  113.  dpp.   t  i.  cd.  Lugd. :   by 
R.  Seal,  Oiieoiarii  <4  Wittheraft,  1.  xii.  c.  vii.  p.  S25,  cd.  1£S4 1 
and  hy   Bodinui,  Ue  Magtnta  Dammmmania,  lili.  iL  i 

also,  ed.  IfilK).     From   the  lait- mentioned  work,  i 
iddleloii  seemt  to  have  iranecribei 
omile,  IE  Bodiuus  Aoa,  a  line  after  " 


e  iiassage,  ainue 
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Raven  or  screecli-owl  never  fly  by  tli'  door 

But  they  call  in  —  I  thank  'em — and  they  lose  not 

by't; 
I  give  *ein  barley  soak'd  in  infants*  blood ; 
They  shall  have  scmina  cum  sanguine^ 
Their  gorge  cramm'd  full,  if  they  come  once  to  our 

house ; 
We  are  no  niggard.  {Exit  Duchess, 

Fire.  They  fare  but  too  well  when  they  come 
hither ;  they  eat  up  as  much  t'other  night  as  would 
have  made  me  a  good  conscionable  pudding. 

Hec.  Give  me   some  lizard's  -  brain ;    quickly, 
Firestone. 

[Firestone  brings  the  different  ingredients 
for  the  charm^  cu  Hecate  calls  for  them, 
Where's  grannam  Stadlin,  and  all  the  rest  o'  th' 
sisters  ? 
Fire.  All  at  hand,  forsooth. 

Enter  Stadlin^  Hoppo,  and  other  Witches, 

Hec.  Give  me  marmaritin,  some  bear-breech : 
when  ?  ^ 

Fire.  Here's  bear-breech  and  lizard's  -  brain, 
forsooth. 

Hec  Into  the  vessel ; 
And  fetch  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair'd  girl 
I  kill'd  last  midnight. 

Fire.  Whereabouts,  sweet  mother  ? 

Hec  Hip ;  hip  or  flank.   Where  is  the  acopus  ?*" 

Fire.  You  shall  have  acopus,  forsooth. 

Hec  Stir,  stir  about,  whilst  I  begin  the  charm. 


'  uffun]  See  note,  vol.  i.  p.  164. 

"*  acopus^  I  am  uncertain  about  the  meaning  of  this  word. 
Pliny  mentions  an  herb,  and  also  a  stone,  called  acopos :  see 
Hist,  Nat.  lib.  xxvii.  cap.  iv.  t.  IL  p.  428,  and  lib.  xxxvii. 
cap.  X.  t.  ii.  p.  787,  ed.  Hard.  1723. 
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Black  spirits  "  and  wbite,  red  spirits  and  grsy. 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle,  you  that  mingle  may  I 

Titty,  Tiffin, 

KeepitstitTin; 

Firedrske,  Puckey, 

Make  it  lucky ; 

Liard,  Itobin 


Round,  I 


Wit 


Sec 
Hec.  Putii 
FmsT  WiTc: 
Sec.  Wn 


t  bob  in. 
ound,  around,  about,  about ! 
le  running  in,  all  good  keep  oi 
r.  Here's  the  blood  of  a  bat. 

that,  O,  put  in  (hat! 

Here's  libbard'a-bane. 


.  The  juice  of  toad,  tie  oil  ofaddcr.v 
-H.  Tiiose  will  make  ibe  younker  madder.l 
Hec.  Put  in — there's  all — and  rid  ihe  siench. 
FiaE.  Nay,  here's  three  ounces  of  the  Ted-hair'd| 

wench. 
All  tue  Witches.  Round,  around,  around,  Set 
)ugh  :  into  the  vessel  with  it. 


'Iiere,  't  hath  the  true  p 
it  any  miacliief  I  there's 


rfection. 
lu  villany 


.  light 


burthen. 
"  Black  ipirili , 

M8.  by  the  worii 
"Song"  of  the  " 
u.  I.  In  the  U 
anil  fl  Seng.  Bhch, 
bevn  lupplled  G 
note,  p.  iOt)  **" 


met  h  inks. 

jne  ?  'tis  to  the  tuiiQ^ 
and  that  81 
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Hec.  Come,  mjr  sweet  sisters  ;  let  the  airP  strike 


I  Whilst  we  shew  reverence  to  yond  peeping  moon. 
[They  dance  the  Witches  Dance,  and  exeunt. 

Itl  the  air,  &c.]  So  the  Itt  Witch  fay*  in  Shakespeare'a 

"  /'//  ehona  tht  air  to  gint  a  levad. 
While  you  perrorm  your  amic  round: 
That  this  greal  king  may  kindly  say. 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pxy. 

Muikk.     The  Wilchei  daacc,  and  vanish." 


In  ihe  paasage  just  quoted,  the  modem  editiotts  wrongly  ri 
lain  anfiyu«,  ihe  old  spelliog  of  anlic. 

"  Though,"  says  Lamb,  "  sotne  rcaemblsnce  m 
between  the  Chnrms  in  Macbfih  and  the  Incantations  in 
this  Flay,  which  is  supposed  to  have  preceded  it,  this  coin- 
cidence will  not  detract  touch  from  Ihe  originatily  tit  Shak- 
speare.  His  Witches  are  distiaguiaheil  from  the  Witches  of 
Middleton  by  essential  difierences.  These  are  creatures  to 
whom  man  or  woman  plotting  some  dire  mischief  might  re- 
sort  foe  occanonal  consultation.  Those  originate  deedl  of 
blood  and  bvgin  bad  impulses  to  men.  Prom  the  momenl 
iliLii  tlirir  fvea  firal  meet  with  Macbeth'a,  he  ia  spell-bound. 
Tli.'ir  niL.'liiig  sways  hit  destiny,  He  can  never  break  the 
laaciriuuun.  These  Witches  can  hurl  the  body;  thoae  have 
ivcr  the  soul.  Hecate  in  Middleton  has  a  son,  a  low 
i  thi  lugs  of  Shakspeare  have  neither  child  of  iheii 
^  ft  be  descended  from  any  parent.  They  are 
"'  J  we  know  not  whence  they  are 
y  have  beginning  or  ending.  As 
assions.  so  they  seem  to  be  without 
with  thunder  and  lightning,  and 
■  -"  —  ' if  them.     Except 
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An  Apartment  in  llie  House  of  the  Lard  Governor. 

Enter  Lord  Governor,  Isabella,  Florida,  Sebastian, 
Gasparo,  and  Servants."* 

IsA.  My  lord,  I've  given  you  nothing  but  the 
truth 
Of  a  most  plain  and  innocent  intent. 
My  wrongs  being  so  apparent  in  this  woman  — 
A  creature  that  roba  nedlock  of  all  comfort, 
Where'er  she  fastens — I  could  do  no  less 
But  seek  means  privately  to  shame  his  folly. 
No  farther  reach'd  my  malice ;  and  it  glads  me 
That  none  but  my  base  injurcr  is  found 
To  he  my  false  accuser. 

Gov,  This  is  strange. 
That  he  should  give  the  wrongs,  yet  seek  revenge. — 
But,  sirrah,  you ;  you  are  accus'd  here  doubly  : 
First,  by  your  lady,  for  a  false  intelligence 
That  caus'd  her  absence,  which  much  hurts  her 

Though  her  intents  were  blameless ;  next,  by  this 

For  an  adulterous  design  and  plot 
Practis'd  between  you  to  entrap  her  honour, 
Whilst  she,  for  her  hire,  should  enjoy  her  husband. 
Your  answer. 

Seb.  Part  of  this  is  truth,  my  lord. 
To  which  I'm  guilty  in  a  rash  intent. 
But  clear  in  act ;  and  she  most  clear  in  both, 
Not  sanctity  more  spotless. 

«  Servaaii]  Here  ibe  MS.  mark*  alao  the  entrance  at 
"  Franeitca"  and  "  Abtriiinit  i"  but  they  have  do  apeechH 
[luring  llie  present  scene. 


THE  WITCH. 


Enlcr  Hkrmio. 

Heb.  O  ray  lord! 

Gov,  What  news  breaks  there  ? 

Heh.  Of  strange  destruction  : 
Here  stands  the  lady  thut  within  tfai 
Wbb  made  a  widow. 


.  Hoi 


H  fury  :  for  my  lord 


,  Yourn 

A  fearful,  unexpected  a 

Brought  death  to  meet  i 

EnierJDg  Fernaiido's  house,  like  a  raia'd  tempest. 
Which  nothing  heeds  but  its  own  violent  rage. 
Blinded   with    wrath    and  jealousy,    which    scorn 

guides, 
From  a  false  trap-door  fell  into  a  depth 
Exceeds  a  temple's  height,  which  takes  into  it 
Part  of  the  dungeon  that  falls  threescore  &tliom 
Under  the  castle. 

Gov.  O  you  seed  of  lust. 
Wrongs  and  revenges  wrongful,  with  what  terrors 
You  do  present  yourselves  to  wretched  m&n 
When  his  soul  least  expects  you  I 

ISA.  I  forgive  htm 
All  his  wrongs  now,  and  sign  it  with  ray  pity. 

Flo.  O  my  sweet  servant  I  {^Swoom. 

Gov.  Look  to  yond  light  mistress. 

Gas,  She's  in  a  swoon,  my  lord. 

Gov.  Convey  her  hence : 
It  is  a  sight  would  grieve  a  modest  eye 
To  see  a  strumpet's  soul  sink  into  passion' 
For  him  that  was  the  husband  of  another. —  " 

^Servanti  remove  Florida. 
Yet  all  this  clears  not  yon. 


THE  wircir. 


lyseir  then. 
[_DiKOj>ert  hmtey. 

Gov.  Sebastian! 

Seb.  The  same,  much  wronged,  sir. 

IsA.  Am  I  certain 
Of  what  mine  eye  takes  joy  to  look  upon  ? 

Seb.  Your  service  cannot  alter  nie  from  know- 
ledge; 
I  am  your  servant  ever. 

Gov,  Welcome  to  life,  ajr-^ — 
Caspar,  thou  swor'st  his  death. 

Gas.  I  did  indeed,  my  lord, 
And  have  been  since  well  paid  for'i ;  one  forsworn 

mouth 
Hath  got  me  two  or  three  more  here. 

Seb.  1  was  dead,  sir, 
Both  to  my  joys  and  all  men's  understanding. 
Till  this  my  hour  of  life  ;  for  'twas  my  fortune 
To  make  the  first  of  my  return  to  Urbin 
A  witness  to  that  marriage;  since  which  time 
I've  walk'd  beneath  myself,  and  all  my  comforts 
Like  one  on  earth  whose  joys  are  laid  above : 
And  though  it  had  been  offence  small  in  me 
T'  enjoy  mine  own,  I  left  her  pure  and  free. 

Gov.  The  greater  and  more  sacred  is  thy  blessing ; 
For  where  heaven's  bounty  holy  ground-work  finds, 
'Tis  like  n  sea,  encompassing  chaste  minds. 

Heu.  The  duchess  comes,  my  lord. 

Enter  Duchess  and  Amoretta. 

Gov.  Be  you  then  all  witnesses 
Of  an  intent  most  horrid. 

DucH.  One  poor  night, 
Ever  Almachildes  now.' 


\i  nau:]   Somethiiig  uems  [i 
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Better  his  meaner  fortunes  wept  than  ours, 
That  took  the  true  height  of  a  princess'  spirit 
To  match  unto  their  greatness.     Such  lives  as  his 
Were  only  made  to  break  the  force  of  fate 
Ere  it  came  at  us,  and  receive  the  venura. 
'Tis  but  a  usual  friendship  for  a  miatresH 
To  lose  some  forty  years'  life  in  hopeful  time, 
And  hazard  an  elernsl  soul  for  ever  : 
As  young  as  he  has  donef'tl,  and  more  desertful. 

Gov.  Madam. 

DucH.  My  lord  ? 

Gov.  This  19  the  hour  that  I've  so  long  desir'd ; 
The  tumult's  full  appeaa'd;  now  may  ne  both 
Exchange  embraces  with  a  fortunate  onn. 
And  practise  to  make  love-knots,  thus. 

[.rf  curlain  u  drawn,  ami  the  Duke  disco- 
vered on  a  fuach,  as  if  dead. 

Dt-'cu,  My  lord ! 

Go*.  Thus,  lustful  woman  and  bold  murderess, 
thus. 
Blessed  powers. 

To  make  my  loyalty  and  truth  so  happy  I 
Look  thee,  thou  shame  ofgreatness,  stain  of  honour, 
Uehold  thy  work,  and  weep  before  thy  death  I 
If  thuu  be'st  blest  with  sorrow  and  a  conscience. 
Which  is  a  gifl  from  heaven,  and  seldom  knocks 
At  any  murderer's  breast  with  sounds  of  comfort. 
See  this  thy  worthy  and  unequall'd  piece  ; 
A  fair  encouragement  for  another  husband  I 

Ducii.  Bestow  me  upon  death,  sir  ;  I  am  guilty, 
And  of  a  cruelty  above  my  cause: 
His  injury  was  too  low  for  my  revenge. 
Perform  a  justice  that  may  light  all  others 
To  noble  actions  ;  life  is  hateful  to  me, 
Beholding  my  dead  lord.     Make  us  an  one 
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In  death,  whom  marriage  made  one  of  two  living, 
Till  cursed  fury  parted  us :  my  lord, 
I  covet  to  be  like  him. 

Gov.  No,  my  sword  , 

Shall  never  stain  the  virgin  brightness  on't  * 
With  blood  of  an  adulteress. 

DucH.  There,  my  lord, 
I  dare  my  accusers,  and  defy  the  world. 
Death,  shame,  and  torment :  blood  I'm  guilty  of. 
But  not  adultery,  not  the  breach  of  honour. 

Gov.  No  ? — Come  forth,  Almachildes ! 

Enter  Almachildes. 

DucH.  Almachildes? 
Hath  time  brought  him  about  to  save  himself 
By  my  destruction  ?  I  am  justly  doom'd. 

Gov.  Do  you  know  this  woman  ? 

Alm.  I've  known  her  better,  sir,  than  at  this 
time. 

Gov.  But  she  defies  you  there. 

Alh.  That's  the  common  trick  of  them  all. 

DucH.  Nay,  since  I'm  touch'd  so  near,  before 
my  death  then, 
In  right  of  honour's  innocence,  I'm  bold 
To  call  heaven  and  my  woman  here  to  witness. 
My  lord,  let  her  speak  truth,  or  may  she  perish ! 

Amo.  Then,  sir,  by  all  the  hopes  of  a  maid's 
comfort 
Either  in  faithful  service  or  blest  marriage. 
The  woman  that  his  blinded  folly  knew 
Was  only  a  hir'd 'strumpet,  a  professor 
Of  lust  and  impudence,  which  here  is  ready 
To  approve  what  I  have  spoken. 

Alm.  a  common  strumpet  ? 
This  comes  of  scarfs :  I'll  never  more  wear 
An  haberdasher's  shop  before  mine  eyes  again.. 


Gov.  My  sword  is  proud  thnu'rt  lighten'd  of  that 

Die  then  a  murderess  only  \ 

DutE  [rising  ami  etabracmg  her].  Live  a  duchess ! 
Better  Lhan  ever  lov'd,  embrae'd,  and  honour'd. 

DucH.  My  lord  I 

Duke.  Nay,  since  in  honour  thou  canst  justly 

Vanish  all  wrongs,  thy  former  practice  dies ! — 
I  thank  thcc,  Alniachildes,  for  my  life, 
This  lord  for  truth)  and  heaven  for  such  a  wife, 
Wlio,    though  her   intent   sinn'd,  yet   she   makes 

amends 
With  grief  and  honour,  virtue's  noblest  ends. — 
What  griev'd  you  then  shall  never  more  otTend 

Your  father's  skull  with  honour  we'll  inter. 
And  give  the  peace  due  to  the  sepulchre ; 
And  in  all  times  may  this  day  ever  prove 
A  day  of  triumph,  joy,  and  honest  love  ! 

\_Ejcimt  ontnes. 


THE   WIDOW. 


Thi  IFidrhui  A  Crmeilit.  .U  it  wa\  Jclid  al  Ihi  priit 
in  Blofk-Frt/tri.  with  grtiU  Apjilmur,  by  Hit  laic  . 
ScrooaJi. 


{Sen;  liiaum.     '\ 
JnhH  FMchtT.      \  C 
Tko:  tUddUlm.) 


Printtd  by  Iht  Origiaall  Copy.  Londnn,  Priahd/or  Humphrt-j 
Monlty  and  art  It  hi  Said  of  ftii  Shop,  al  iHi  Sign  o^  Ike  Prinai 
Arm  in  Si.  PmiU  Ckveh-yard.  ISSI.  4[o. 

On  the  title-page  of  a  copi;  of  the  tro,  in  m;  poBscation, 
"Am:  JohniiM"  uid  "John  FUichir"  are  drawn  through  wi(h 
■  pea,  tnd  ihe  woril  "  alune  "  U  written,  in  an  oM  hanJ,  after 
"na!  Middleoa." 

Thia  drama  has  been  reprinted  in  the  varioua  edjliont  of 
Ooddej'B  OIA  Ftayt  (vol,  vi.  of  Ihe  lirat  ed.  aud  vot.  xii.  of 
tbe  tut  iwo  eii.) :  slao  in  Webcr'a  edition  or  BEaumont  and 
Fletcher't  SFirkt,  voL  xiv. 

Malons.  by  mistake,  lias  listed  that  "  Middlelon  wrote  Thr 
Widow  with  Flelcber  and  Matti^ger :"  Lije  of  Shaimptme, 
p.  *S4— <^4.  by  Boswcll,  vol  ii.) 

"  He  [Ben  jonson]  is  said  lo  have  aasittcd  Middlelon  and 
Fletcher  in  writing  Tht  Widaw,  which  must  have  appeared 
about  this  time  [L  e.  soon  after  1621].  This  comedy  w si  very 
popular,  and  not  undeservedly,  for  it  has  a  considerable  de- 
gree of  merit.  1  cannot,  boweicr,  discover  many  traces  of 
Jonson  iu  it.  The  authors'  namea  rest,  I  believe,  on  thH 
authority  of  tile  editor,  A,  Gougb,  wbo  sent  the  pisy  to  (he 
preu  in  1692."  Such  is  Gifford's  note  on  Memoiri  qf  S.  Joi- 
Hm,  p,  cxliv.  But  in  a  note  on  Jonaon's  Kew  Inn  (HVt'i, 
ToL  V.  p.  433),  he  sayi,  that  Tlu!  Wiimo  "  appeared  on  the 
«ttM  CO  early  as  ISIS." 

The  last  editor  of  Dodsley's  Old  Play  Ihioka  "  there  is  in- 
temsl  evidence  that  Ben  Jonion  conliibuted  to  The  Widow, 
and  it  ia  rather  aurpriaing  that  Mr.  Gifford  did  not  trace  his 
pen  through  the  whole  of  the  fourth  act." 

The  meotioQ  of  "  yellow  bands"  as  "  haltful"  (see  act  ». 
•c  I,  and  note),  in  consequence  of  Mrs.  Turner's  execution, 
November  1615,  shews  that  Thi  Widtv  was  written  qfitr  ihal 
pvriod :  but  in  all  prnbability  it  tru  produced  very  nm  njlrr. 
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for  a  play,  entitled  The  Honett  Lawyer,  by  S.  S.,  and  printed 
in  1G16,  contains  a  manifest  imitation  of  a  passage  in  act  iv. 
sc.  2 :  vide  note.  We  can  hardly  suppose  that  the  author  (or 
authors)  of  The  Widow  would  have  borrowed  from  the  drama- 
tist just  mentioned. 

Wc  learn  from  Sir  Henry  Herbert's  papers  that  The  Widow 
was  one  of  the  stock-pieces  belonging  to  the  Red  Bull  actors, 
who  afterwards  became  the  king's  servants,  and  that  it  was 
played  in  1660  :  see  Malonc's  Hist.  Ace,  of  the  English  Stage, 
pp.  273-*'3  {Shakespeare,  by  Boswell,  vol.  iii.).  Downes  also 
mentions  that  it  was  performed  at  a  somewhat  later  period : 
vide  Rnscius  Anglicanus,  p.  17,  cd.  Waldron.  And  Langbaine 
says,  "  It  was  reviv'd  not  many  years  ago,  at  the  King's 
House,  with  a  new  Prologue  and  Epilogue,  which  the  Reader 
may  lind  in  London  Drollery,  p.  11,  12."  Ace,  of  Engl  Dram* 
PotiK,  p.  298. 


TO  THE  READER. 


CoNsiDEHiKo  how  the  curious  pay  some  part  of  their 
esteem   to  excellent  persons    in   the  careful  pre- 
servation but  of  their  defaced  statues  ;  instead  of  i 
decayed  medals  of  the  Romans'  greatness,  I  believed 
it  of  more  vaJue  to  present  you  this  lively  piece, 
drswn  by  the  art  of  Jonson,  Fletcher,  and  MJddle- 
lon,  which  is  thought  to  have  a  near  resemblance  to 
the  portraiture  we  have  in  Terence  of  those  worthy   ' 
minda,  where  the  great  Scipio  and  Lielius  strove   | 
to  twist  the  poet's  ivy  with  the  victor's  bays, 
the  one  was  deserved  by  their  work  in  subduing 
their  country's  enemies,  so  the  other  by  their  re-   I 
creation  and  delight,  which  was  to  banish  that  folly 
and  sadness  that  were  worse  than  Hannibal  or  all 
the  monsters  and  venom  of  Africa.     Since  our  own 
countrymen  are  not  in  any  thing  inferior,  it  were  to 
be  wished  they  had  but  so  much  encouragement, 
that  the  past  license  and  abuses  charged  on  the 
stage  might  not  ever  be  thought  too  unpardonable  I 
lo  pass  in  oblivion,  and  so  good  laws  and  instruc- 
tions for  manners,  uncapable  of  being  regulated, 
which,  if  but  according  to  this  pattern,  certainly  1 
none  need  think  himself  the  less  a  good  Chri: 
for  owning  the  same  desire  as 

Your  humble  servant, 

ALEXANDER  GOUGH.' 

■  AUrander  Goh^A]  An  aclor,  who,  during  (he  suppreiiion 
of  tlie  iheatre*.  "  helpt  Mr.  Moicly  the  Wkaeller  tc    "' 
iind  several  oihcr  dcaniitic  Msnu*oripis."     Langbaine' 


I 


i 


PROLOGUE. 


A  spoBT  only  for  Cliriatmas  is  the  play 

This  hour  presents  t'  you  ;  to  make  you  merry'' 

Is  all  th'  ambition  't  has,  and  fullesl  aim 

Bent  at  your  smites,  to  nin  itself  a  name  ; 

And  if  your  edge  he  not  quite  taken  otT, 

Wearied  with  sports,  1  hope  'twill  make  you  laugh. 


d  by  Wet 


>  "  tcoy."  fot  llie  sake  • 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Branding,  a  justice. 

Martino,  his  clerk. 

Francisco. 

Attilio. 

KiCARDO,  suitor  to  Valeria. 

Two  Old  Men,  suitors  to  Valeria. 

Latrocinio, 

OCCULTO, 

Silvio,  V  Thieves. 

Stratio, 

FiDUCIO, 

Servellio. 
Officers,  Servants, 

Valeria,  a  widow. 

Philippa,  htr  sister,  wife  to  Brandino. 

Marti  a,  daufjhter  to  one  of  Valerians  suitors,  and  disguised  as 

Ansaldo, 
ViOLETTA,  waiting-maid  to  Philippa. 

Scene,  Capo  d'Istria  and  the  neighbouring  country. 


THE    WIDOW. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 


Martino  seated  at  a  wrUmg-table  :  enter 
Francisco. 

Fran.  Martino! 

Mae.  Signer  Francisco  ?  you're  die  luckiest  gen- 
tleman to  meet  or  see  first  in  a  morning:  I  never 
taw  you  yet  but  I  was  sure  of  money  within  less 
ihan  hair  an  hour. 

Fran.  I  bring  you  the  same  luck  still. 

Mar.  What,  you  do  not?  I  hope,  sir,  you  are 
not  come  for  another  warrant? 

Fran.  Yes,  faith,  for  another  warrant. 

Mar.  Why,  there's  my  dream  come  out  then. 
I  never  dreamed  of  a  buttock  but  I  was  sure  to 
have  money  for  a  warrant;  it  is  the  luckiest  jiari 
of  nil  the  body  to  me  :  let  every  man  speak  as  he 
finds.    Now  your  usurer  is  of  opinion,  that  to  dream 

<  A  Rams  in  Brandine;  Houie]  Weber  marked  lh»  Ecene 
"Tht  Counfti/.  Au  Irnier  Court  HfBrandino'i  Hoaii."  and  he 
did  H,  I  preBume,  because  Philippa  and  Violelts  prraenOy 
"  appiar  at  a  window."  Ilul  the  scene  evidently  (akcB  place 
wiUitQ  tlie  houM.  So  in  A  Triek  la  ealch  tht  Old  One,  vol.  ii. 
p.  S3,  Joyiw  "  Bpptari  abopr,"  and,  like  PhJUppo,  thtoffB  daiirn 
a  letter  id  Witgood,  who  ia  itanding  in  «  room  or  Hoord'a 
house,  See  ilio  p.  3U  or  lliis  vol.  On  such  o 
upper  stage  was  used :  vide  uole,  toI.  ii.  p.  Vi5. 
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of  the  devil  is  your  wealthier  dream;  and  I  think 
if  a  man  dream  of  that  part  that  brings  many  to 
the  devil,  'tis  aa  good,  and  has  all  (Hie  amatch 
indeed,  for  if  one  be  the  flesh,  th'  other's  the 
broth :  so  'tis  in  all  hts  members,  and*  we  mark  it ; 
If  gluttony  be  the  meat,  lechery  is  the  porridge ; 
they're  both  boiled  together,  and  we  clerks  will 
have  our  modicum  too,  though  it  conclude  in  the 
twopenny  chop. 
Why,  sir,  signor  Francisco  ! 

Fban.  'Twas  her  voice  sure, 
Or  my  soul  takes  delight  to  think  it  was. 
And  makes  a  sound  like  her's.  lAside. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  beseech  you 

Fran.  It  is  the  prettiest-contriv'd  building  tliis  I 
What  posy's'  that,  I  prithee? 

Mar.  Which,  sir?  that 
Under  the  great  brass  squirt? 

Fran.  Ay,  that,  sir,  that. 

Mar.  From  jire,  from  water,  and  all  thing!  antitt, 
Delieer  the  house  of  an  honest  justice. 

Frak.  There's  like  to  be  a  good  house  kept  then 
when  fire  and  water's  forbidden  to  come  into  the 
kitchen. — 

Not  yet  a  sight  of  her !  this  hour's  unfortunate. — 

[Aside. 

And  what's  that  yonder,  prithee? — O  love's  famine. 

There's  no  affliction  like  thee!  [^Aside.'] — Ay,  I  hear 

Mak.   You're  quicker-ear'd  than  I  then;   you 
bear  me 
Before  I  heard  myself. 

•  and}  i.  e.  if. 

'  What  pns'i,  fitc]  Our  aDcenon  were  lo  fond  of  potiet, 
that  they  had  them  inacribcJ  on  various  pans  of  the  house  — 
nay,  even  oq  their  eliceie-trenchen :  see  vol.  i  p.  31,  and 
the  pteaeat  vol.  p.  9S. 


I  rriendsijip ; 


Fbak.  a  girt 
Some  call  it  an  i 

Mar.  It  may  he; 
Th'  allier's  ihe  sweeter  plirase  tliougli.     Look  you. 

Mine  own  mit  this,  and  'tis  as  tiur  as  turtle ; 
A  gooae-iimU  and  a  clerk,  a  constalile  and  a  lantern, 
Bring*  manv  a  bated  from  coach  to  cart,  and  nuini/  a 
Ikipto  one  turn. 

Fbak.   That  one  mrn  help'd  you  well. 

Mar.  'T  has  helped  me  to  money  indeed  for 
many  a  warrant.  I  am  forty  dollars  ihe  better  for 
that  one  turn  ;  and*  'twould  come  off  quicker, 
'IwEie  ne'er  a  whit  the  worse  for  me.  Sut  indeed, 
when  tliieres  are  tukea,  and  break  away  twice  or 
thrice  one  after  another,  there's  my  gains ;  then  go' 
out  more  warrants  to  fetch  'em  again.  One  fine 
nimble  villain  may  be  worth  a  man  ten  dollars  in 
and  out  a'  that  fiisliiun  ;  I  love  such  a  one  with  my 
heart;  ay,  and  will  help  liim  to  'scape  too,  and**  I 
can;  hear  you  me  that:  I'll  have  him  in  at  all 
times  at  a  month's  warning ;  nay,  say  I  let  him  run 
like  a  summer  nag  all  the  vacation— see  you  these 
blanks?  I'll  send  him  but  one  of  these  bridles,  and 
bring  him  in  at  Michaelmas  with  a  vengeance. 
Nothing  kills  my  heart  but  when  one  of 'em  dies, 
sir ;  then  there's  no  hope  of  more  money :  I  had 
rather  lose  at  all  times  two  of  my  best  kindred  than 
an  excellent  thief,  for  he's  a  gentleman  I'm  more 
beholding)  to. 

Fran.  You  betray  your  mystery  too  much,  sir. — 
Yet  no  comfort  1 
'TJs  but  her  sight  that  1  waste  precious  time  for, 


*  BHfsl  Old  eil.  "  Briugs." 
>W]i.e.if. 


'  S']  Old  ed.  "  goei." 
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For  more  I  cannot  hope  for,  she's  so  strict ; 

Yet  that  I  cannot  have.  \Aside, 

Mar.  Fm  ready  now,  signor.  Here  are  blank 
warrants  of  all  dispositions  ;  give  roe  but  the  name 
and  nature  of  your  malefactor,  and  I'll  bestow  him 
according  to  his  merits. 

Fran.  This  only  is  th'  excuse  that  bears  me  out. 
And  keeps  off  impudence  and  suspicion 
From  my  too  frequent  coming.     What  name  now 
Shall  I  think  on,  and  not  to  wrong  the  house  ? 
This   coxcomb   will  be  prating.    [Aside."]  —  One 

Astilio,^ 
His  offence  wilful  murder. 

Mar.  Wilful  murder?  O,  I  love  a'  life^  to  have 
such  a  fellow  come  under  my  fingers !  like  a  beg- 
gar that's  long  a-taking  leave  of  a  fat  louse,  I'm 
loath  to  part  with  him ;  I  must  look  upon  him  over 
and  over  first.  Are  you  wilful  ?  i'faith,  I'll  be  as 
wilful  as  you  then.  [IVrHes. 

[PiiiLiPPA  and  Violetta  appear  above  at 
a  window, 

Phil.  Martino! 

Mar.  Mistress? 

Phil.  Make  haste,  your  master's  going. 

Mar.  I'm  but  about  a  wilful  murder,  forsooth ; 
I'll  despatch  that  presently. 

Phil.  Good  morrow,  sir. — O  that  I  durst  say 
more !  [Aside,  and  exit  above  with  Violetta. 

Fran.  'Tis  gone  again :  since  such  are  all  life's 
pleasures, 
No  sooner  known  but  lost,  he  that  enjoys  'em 
The  length  of  life  has  but  a  longer  dream. 
He  wakes  to  this  i'  th'  end,  and  sees  all  nothing. 

[Philippa  and  Violetta  appear  again  above. 

J  Astilio]  Qy.  "  Attilio?"  one  of  the  characters  in  the  play. 
^  a'  l{fe\  i.  e.  as  my  life,  exceedingly. 
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PniL.    He  cannot  see  me  now;    I'll  mark  liim 
better 
Before  I  be  too  rash.     Sweetly  compos'd  he  ia ; 
Now  aa  he  siandB  he's  worth  a  woman's  love 
That  loves  only  for  shape,  as  most  on  's  do : 
But  I  mUEt  have  him  wise  as  well  as  proper,'' 
He  comes  not  in  tny  hooks  else ;'  and  indeed 
I've  thought  tipon  a  course  to  try  his  wit. 
Violetla. 

Vio.  Mistress? 

Pan..  Yonder 's  the  gentleman  nguin. 

Vio.  O  sweet  mistress. 
Pray  give  me  leave  to  see  him  ! 

PittL.  Nsy,  take  heed, 
Open  not  the  window,  and™  you  love  me. 

Vio.  No,  I've  the  view  of  [liis]  whole  body  here. 


Ai  this  poor  litile  slit:  O,  enough,  enough  ! 
In  troth,  'lis  a  fine  outside. 

Phil.  I  see  that. 

Vio.  Has  curl'd  his  hair  most  judiciously  well, 

PiiiL.  .Ay,  there's  thy  love  now!  it  b^ins  in 
barbarism.  She  buys  a  goose  with  feathers  that 
\ovet  a  gentleman  for  's  hair ;  she  may  be  cozened 
to  hor  face,  wench.  Away :  he  takes  his  leave. 
Beach  me  that  letter  hither;  quick,  quick,  wench. 
[V10J.ETTA  bringi  a  letter,  nibich  Philipp* 
jireientlij  throws  doniH. 

Mar.  [giving  KarraiU  to  Fr&nciscoJ  Nay,  look 
upon'l,  and  spare  not :  every  one  cannot  get  that 
kind  of  warrant  from  me,  signor.     Do  you  see  tliis 

''  fnf*r1  i.  e,  hnnUiOme. 

'  in  my  bovki']  i,  e.  in  my  favour :  we  more  tlmn  ciioufch 
wmetrmag  thii  cxfroiian.  in  the  imtM  on  Slinkvspeire'k 
Much  aia  ainl  flaihiiig.  act  i.  k.  1,  and  Nirei'i  Glmi. 

■  and']  i  e.  if.  » 
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prick  i'  th*  bottom  ?  it  betokens  power  and  speed  ; 
it  is  a  privy  mark  that  runs  betwixt  the  constables 
and  my  master :  those  that  cannot  read,  when 
they  see  this,  know  'tis  for  lechery  or  murder ;  and 
this  being  away,  the  warrant  comes  gelded  and 
insufficient. 

Fran.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Mar.  Look  you ;  all  these  are  nihils ; 
They  want  the  punction. 

Fran.  Yes,  I  see  they  do,  sir. 
There's  for  thy  pains  [g'icing'  money]: — mine  must 

go  unrewarded : 
The  better  love,  the  worse  by  fate  regarded. 

[Aside^  and  exiU^ 

Mar.  Well,  go  thy  ways  for  tlie  sweetest  custo- 
mer that  ever  penman  was  blest  withal !  Now 
will  he  come  for  another  to-morrow  again :  if  he 
hold  on  this  course,  he  will  leave  never  a  knave 
i'  th*  town  within  this  twelvemonth :  no  matters  I 
shall  be  rich  enough  by  that  time. 

Phil.  Martin o  ! 

Mar.  Say  you,  forsooth? 

Phil.  What  paper*s  that  the  gentleman  let  fall 
there  ? 

Mar.  Paper? — 'Tis  the  warrant,  I  hope:  if  it 
be,  I'll  hide  it,  and  make  him  pay  for't  again.  No, 
pox  ;  'tis  not  so  happy.  \_A^de, 

Phil.  What  is't,  sirrah  ? 

Mar.  'Tis  nothing  but  a  letter,  forsooth. 

Phil.  Is  that  nothing  ? 

Mar.  Nothing  in  respect  of  a  warrant,  mistress. 

»  exit]  Here  Weber  put  a  stage-direction,  "  Drvpa  a  letter^ 
and  exit,"  Wonderful  that  he  should  have  read  the  play, 
without  perceiving  that  the  letter  was  thrown  down  by 
Philippa !  The  other  editors  adopted  the  safer  plan  of  adding 
nothing  to  the  stage- directions  of  the  4to. 


Puii..  A  letter?  why,  'l  has  beea  many  a  man's 
undoing,  sir. 

Mar.  Sa  has  a  warrant,  and"  you  go  to  that, 


!  BUperscnptio 


thU    let 


PtiiL.  Read  but  the 
with't, 
A]as,  it  may  eoacera  the  gentlei 

M&it.    Why,    mistress, 
bI  ready. 

PtiiL.  At  horoe  1  how  mean  you,  air  1 

Mar.  You  shall  hear,  mistress  [rrnrf*]:— 7*0  thr 
dcttrvingcst  of  all  her  tex,  and  vwit  ivorthy  of  hU 
best  retpecf  and  love,  m'utreia  PlUlippa  Brandiiio. 


Phil.  How,  b: 
Mar.  To 
Puit..  Hu: 


life, 


at   home 


s  thou  lov'st  my  honour  and  thy 
I'll  not  endure  this 


o  raef 


Call  him  again ;  I'll  not  endure  tins  injury  :— 
But  stay,  stay,  now  i  think  on't,  'tis  my  credit, 
I'll  have  your  master's  counsel.     AU,  baije  fellow, 
To  leave  his  loose  lines  thus !  'tis  even  as  much 
As  a  poor  honest  gentlewoman's  undoing, 
Had  I  not  a  grave  wise  man  to  my  husband : 
And  tliou  a  vigilant  varlet  to  admit 
Thou  car'st  not  whom  1 

Mar.  'Las,  'tis  my  office,  mistress  I 
You  knOTC  you  have  a  kirtle  every  year. 
And  'lis  within  two  months  of  the  time  now ; 
The  velvet's  coming  over  ;  pray  be  milder. 
A  man  lliat  has  a  place  must  lake  money  of  any 
body:  please  you  to  throw  me  down  but  half  a 
dollar,  and  I'll  make  you  a  warrant  for  him  now ; 
that's  all  I  care  for  him. 

Phil.  Well,  look  you  he  clear  now  from  this  foul 
conspiracy 
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Against  mine  honour ;  or  your  master's  love  to  you. 
That  makes  you  stout,  shall  not  maintain  you  here; 
It  shall  not,  trust  to't.   {^Exit  above,  with  Violetta. 

Mar.  This  is  strange  to  roe  now  : 
Dare  she  do  this,  and  but  eight  weeks  to  new-year's 

tide? 
A  man  that  had  his  blood  as  hot  as  her's  now 
Would  fit  her  with  French  velvet :  1*11  go  near  it. 

Enter  Brandxno  and  Piiilippa. 

Phil.  If  this  be  a  wrong  to  modest  reputation, 
Be  you  the  censurer,  sir,  that  are  the  master 
Both  of  your  fame  and  mine. 

Bran.  Signor  Francisco ! 
rU  make  him  fly  the  land. 

Mar.  That  will  be  hard,  sir  : 
I  think  he  be  not  so  well-feather'd,  master  ; 
Has  spent  the  best  part  of  his  patrimony. 

Phil.  Hark  of  his  bold  confederate ! 

Bran.  There  thou'rt  bitter ; 
And  I  must  chide  thee  now. 

Phil.  What  should  I  think,  sir  ? 
He  comes  to  your  man  for  warrants. 

Bran.  There  it  goes  then. — 
Come  hither,  knave :  comes  he  to  you  for  warrants  ? 

Mar.  Why,  what  of  that,  sir? 
You  know  I  give  no  warrants  to  make  cuckolds  : 
That  comes  by  fortune  and  by  nature,  sir. 

Bran.    True,   that  comes   by   fortune   and   by 
nature. — Wife, 
Why  dost  thou  wrong  tliis  man  ? 

Mar.  He  needs  no  warrant,  master,  that  goes 
about  such  business:  a  cuckold  -  maker  carries 
always  his  warrant  about  him. 

Bran.  La,  has  he  answer'd  well  now,  to  the  full  ? 
What  cause  hast  thou  t*  abuse  him  ? 
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Phil.  Hear  me  out,  !  pray  : 
Through  his  ailmittauce,  li3s  had  opportunity^ 
To  come  into  the  house,  and  court  me  boldly. 

Bran.  Sirrah,  you're  foul  again,  methinks. 

Mar.  Who.  I,  sir ! 

Bban.   You  gave  this  man  admittance  imc 


Mae.  That's  true, 
order  yet 


Tow 


■  Ih'  : 


X  delight 
"  ■     ise  I  love  1 
:  what   has 


N.  Why,  t 
To  wrong  this  fellow,  wife,  ha ! 
Phil.  Pray,  see  the  fruits ;  i 
behind  here  : 

Be  angry  where  you  should  be  :  there's  few  wives 
Would  do  as  I  do. 

Bran.  Nay,  I'll  say  that  for  thee, 
I  ne'er  found  thee  but  honest. 

Phil.  She's  a  beast 
Thai  ever  was  found  otherwaya. 

Bran.  Read,  Martino  : 
Mine  eyes  are  sore  already,  and  such  business 
Would  pul  'em  out  quite. 

Mab.  [rearU  tellcTJ  Fair,  dear,  and  incomparable 
mistreM 

B>tAN.  O,  every  letter  draws  a  tooth,  methinks  ! 

Mar.  And  it  leads  mine  to  watering. 

Phil.  Here's  no  villany  !i 

Mar.  [reads]  My  love  being  so  violent,  and  ike 
opportaniti/  w  precious  in  your  hiiafmnd's  ahienre  to- 
night, mho,  ai  I  understand,  takes  a  journey  this 
morning 

»  hai  kod  i>ppori<inUif\  In  Dodilej'i  OUPioy*,  and  Weber'* 
B.  and  F.,  ne  find  (amoDg  many  similir  impTOTemcnts  of  (he 

metre),  "  he  hai  had  an  opporltinily." 

«  Hert-i  nu  idJIanji]  See  note,  vol.  i.  p.  )69. 
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Bras.  O  plot  of  villnny  ! 


Phil.  Am  I  hor 


,  think  y 


r? 


ictly  honest,  perfectly  improv'd/ — 
On,  on,  Martino. 

Mar.  [reads]  I  jnill  make  bold,  dear  mistress, 
ihoiigh  your  chastity  has  given  me  many  a  repulse,  to 
fuait  the  sweet  blessings  of  this  long-desired  oppor- 
tunity at  the  back  gate,  between  nine  and  ten  this 
night  — — 

Bkan.  I  feel  this  IniiB-a'-court  man  in  my  tem- 
ples ! 

Mab.  [reads]  Where,  tj  your  affection  be  pleased 
to  receive  me,  you  receive  the  failh/allest  tliaC  ever 
EOmed  service  to  niomnn. — Francisco. 

Bran.  I  will  make  Francisco  smart  for't ! 

Phil.  Shew  him   the  letter,  let  hitn  know  you 


That  will  li 
Are  nothing,  s 

Qban.  The  strings  shall  not  hold  long  then. — 

Come,  Martino. 
Phil.  Now  if  Francisco  have  any  wit  at  all. 
He  GomeH  at  night ;  if  not,  he  never  shall.    [Aside. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 
The  Country  :  near  Francisco's  House. 


Ric.  Nay,  mark,  mark  it,  Francisco;  it  was  the 
naturalleat  courtesy  that  ever  was  ordained ;  a 
youn|;  gentleman  being  spent,  to  have  a  rich  widow 
set  him  up  again.     To  see  how  fortune  has  pro* 

'  imprcn'ii]  Qy.  "  gpprov'd?" 
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vided  for  all  mortality's  ruins !  your  college  for 

Jrour  old-standing  scbolar,  your  hospital  for  your 
ame-creeping  soldier,  your  bawd  for  your  mangled 
roarer,'  your  open  house  for  your  beggar,  and  your 
widow  for  your  gentlemao  ;— ha,  Francisco? 

Fran.  Ay,  sir,  you  may  be  merry;  you're  in 
hope  of  a  rich  widow. 

Ric.  And  why  sliouldst  not  thou  be  m  hope  of 
another,  if  there  were  any  spirit  in  tiiee  ?  thou  art 
as  likely  a  fellow  aa  any  is  in  the  company.  I'll  be 
hanged  now  if  I  do  Dot  hit  the  true  cause  of  thy 
sadness ;  and  confess  truly,  i'faith  ;  thou  bast  some 
land  unsold  yet,  I  hold  my  life. 

Fran.  Marry,  1  hope  so,  sir. 

Rig.  a  pox  on't,  have  1  found  ii 
with't  with  all  speed,  man !  I  was 
heart  while  1  had  a  foot.    Why,  i 
minds  us  till  we  are  left  alone 
what  need  she  take  c 
but  take  care  for  the 
I  had  kept  my  lands  still,  1 


'Slight,  away 

an,  fortune  never 
3  ourselves ;  for 
lem  that  do  nothing 
Why,  dost  think  if 
,  I  should  ever  have  looked 
after  a  rich  widow  7  alas,  I  should  have  married 
some  poor  young  maid,  got  6ve  and  twenty  chil- 
dren, and  undone  myself  1 

Fran.  I  protest,  sir,  I  should  not  have  the  face 
though,  to  come  to  a  rich  widow  with  nothing. 

Ric.  Why,  art  thou  so  simple  as  thou  makest 
thyself?  dost  think,  j'faitb,  I  come  to  a  rich  widow 
with  nothing  ? 

Frah.  I  mean  with  state  not  answerable  to  her's. 
Ric.  Why,  there's  the  fortune,  man,  that  1  talk'd 


She  knows  all  tjiis,  and  yet  I'm  welcome  ti 
Fran.  Ay?  that's  strange,  sir. 


D  A  Fair  Quarrtl,  a 


her. 


Ric.  \ay  more,  to  pierce  thy  hard  hearti 
And  make  thee  hcII  thy  land,  if  ihou'st  any  grace. 
She  has.  'mongst  others,  two  substantial  suitors : 
One,  in  good  time  be't  apoke,  I  owe  much  money  to; 
She  knows  this  too,  and  yet  I'm  welcome  to  her, 
Nor  dares  th'  unconscionable  rascal  trouble  me  ; 
Sh'aa  told  him  thus,  those  that  profess  love  to  her 
Shall  have  the  liberty  lo  come  and  ^o. 
Or  else  get  him  gone  first;  she  knows  not  yet 
Where  fortune  may  bestow  her;  she's  her  gift, 
Therefore  to  nil  will  shew  a  kind  respect. 

Fran.  Why,  ihis  is  like  a  woman  :  1  ha'  no  luclc 

Ric.  And  as  at  a  sheriff's  table, — O  blest  cus- 
tom ! — 
A  poor  indebted  gentleman  may  dine. 
Feed  well  and  without  fear,  and  depart  so. 
So  to  her  lips  fearless  I  come  and  go. 

Fran.  You  may  well   boast,   you're  much  the 

happier  man,  sir. 
Ric.  So  you  would  be,  and*  you  would  sell  your 

FttAN.  I've  heard  the  circumstance  of  your  sweet 
fortunes  : 
Prithee  give  ear  to  my  imlucky  tale  now, 

Ric.  That's  an  ill  hearing ;  but  come  on  for  once, 

Fkan.  I  never  yet  lov'd  but  one  woman. 
Rtc.  Right, 
I  begun  so  too ;  but  I've  lov'd  a  thousand  since. 
Fran.  Pray,  hear  me,  sir :  but  this  is  a  man's 

wife. 
Ric.  So  have  ^  five  hundred  of  my  thousand  been. 
Fran.  Nay  see  and'  you'll  regard  me  ! 

•  Olid]  i.  e.  if.  '  kavt}  Old  ed,  "  has." 
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Ric.  No  ?  you  aee  I  Jo ; 
1  bring  you  an  example  in  for  every  thing. 

FuAH.  This  man's  wife- 

Ric.  So  you  said. 

Fkak.  Secma  very  Strict. 

Riu.  Ha,  hiimpli ! 

Fkav.  Do  you  laugh  at  that  ? 

Ric.  Seems  very  strict,  you  said ; 
I  hour  you,  man,  i'faiih ;  you're  so  jealous  gi 

Fran.  But  why  sliould  that  make  you  laugh  1 

Ric.  Because  she  ueems  so :  you're  such  another ! 

Fkan.  Nay,  sir,  I  think  she  is. 

Ric.  You  cannot  tell"  thfn  1 

Fran.  I  dare  not  ask  the  quoation,  I  proteatt 
For  fear  of  a  repulse ;  which  yet  not  having. 
My  mind's  the  quieter,  and  I  hvc  in  hope  stiU. 

Ric.  Ha,  bum !  this  'tis  to  be  a  landed  roan. 
Come,  I  jierceive  I  must  shew  you  n  little  of  my 
fortune,  and  instruct  you. 
Not  asic  the  question  ? 

Pban.  Methought  stiU  she  frown'd,  sir. 

Ric  Why  that's  the  cause,  fool,  that  she  look'd 
so  acurvily. 
Ci>me,  come,  maJie  me  your  woman;  you'l!  ne'er 

do'l  else ; 
I'll  ahew  you  her  condition^  presently. 
1  perceive  you  mu»t  begin  like  a  young  v.iulter,  and 

fet  up  at  horse-tail  before  you  get  into  the  saddle  : 
avc  you  the  boldness  to  utter  your  mind  to  me 
now,  being  hut  in  hose"  and  doublet  t  1  thhik,  if 
I  should  put  on  a  farthingale,  thou  wouldst  never 
have  the  heart  to  do't. 

•  rwmM  tell]  i.  r.  know  not  tchal  to  aaf,  or  think,  of  it : 
•ee  OiSbrd's  noic  on  B.  Jouaon'*  tVorkt,  Toh  i.  p.  125. 

•  emiiiition]  See  noic,  p.  292. 

•  hou}  '%,  e.  breecbsB. 
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Fran.  Perhaps  I  should  not  then  for  laughing 
at  you,  sir. 

Ric.  In  the  mean  time  I  fear  I  shall  laugh  at  thee 
without  one. 

Fran.  Nay,  you  must  think,  friend,  I  dare  apeak 
to  a  woman. 

Ric.  You  shall  pardon  me  for  that,  friend :  I  will 
not  think  it  till  I  see't. 

Fran.  Why,  you  shall  then :  I  shall  be  glad  to 
learn  too 
Of  one  so  deep  as  you  are. 

Ric.  So  you  may,  sir. — 
Now  'tis  my  best  course  to  look  mildly ;  I  shall  put 
him  out  at  first  else. 

Fran.  A  word,  sweet  lady ! 

Ric.  With  me,  sir  ?  say  your  pleasure. 

Fran.  O  Ricardo, 
Thou  art  too  good  to  be  a  woman  long ! 

Ric.  Do  not  find  fault  with  this,  for  fear  I  prove 
Too  scornful ;  be  content  when  you're  well  us'd. 

Fran.  You  say  well,  sir. — Lady,  I've  lov'd  you 
long. 

Ric.  'Tis  a  good  hearing,  sir. — If  he  be  not  out 
now,  I'll  be  hanged ! 

Fran.  You  play  a  scornful  woman !  I  perceive, 
Ricardo,  you  have  not  been  used  to  'em :  why,  I'll 
come  in  at  my  pleasure  with  you.  Alas,  'tis  nothing 
for  a  man  to  talk  when  a  woman  gives  way  to*t ! 
one  shall  seldom  meet  with  a  lady  so  kind  as  thou 
playedst  her. 

Ric.  Not  altogether,  perhaps :  he  that  draws  their 
pictures  must  flatter  'em  a  little ;  they'll  look  be 
that  plays  'cm  should  do't  a  great  deal  then. 

Fran.  Come,  come,  FU  play  the  woman  tliat  I'm 
us'd  to : 
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I  see  yoii  ne'er  wore  shoe  thai  pinch'd  you  yet ; 
All  your  things  come"  on  easy. 

Hic.  Say  you  so.  sir  ? 
I'll  cry  your  ladyship,  'faith. — Lady,  well  met. 

Frih,  I  do  not  think  so,  sir. 

Ric.  A  scornful  gom  !*  and  at  the  first  dash  too! 
My  widow  never  gave  me  such  an  answer ; 
I'll  to  you  again,  sir. — 
Fairest  of  creatures,  I  do  love  thee  inlinitely  ! 

Fkar.  There's  nohody  bids  you,  sir, 

Ric.  Pox  on  thee,  thou  art  the  beastliest,  crossest 
baggage  that  ever  man  met  withal !  but  I'll  see  thee 
hanged,  sweet  lady,  ere  I  be  daunted  with  this. — 
Why,  thou'ri  loo  awkward,  sirrah. 

Fkak.  Hang  thee,  base  fellow  ! 

Ric,  Now,  by  this  light,  he  thinks  he  does  't  in- 
deed I 
Nay,  ihen,  have  at  your  plum-tree  !'  faith,  I'll  not 
be  foiled. — Though  you  seem  to  be  careless,  madam, 
as  you  have  enough  wherewithal  to  be,  yet  I  do, 
mtist,  and  will  love  you. 

Fbah.  Sir,  if  you  begin  to  be  rude,  I'll  call  my 

Rio.  What  a  pestilent  cjueun's  this  !  I  shall  have 
much  ado  with  her,  I  see  that, — Tell  me,  as  you're 
a  woman,  lady,  what  serve  ki^ises  for  but  to  stop 
all  your  mouths  1 

Fban.  Hold,  hold,  Ricardo! 

Ric.  Disgrace  me,  widow  ? 

"  feme]  Old  ed.  "  cornea." 

'  (HBH]  i.  t.  mui.  fellow;  Angh-Sm.  The  Word  occurs 
tt'Equcndy  in  our  earliest  poeiry. 

'  ham  at  your  f>luM-lrre'\  Sn  in  Nnsh's  llmr  uiilh  you  ta 
SaffrtB-Walden,  l£!)ti;  "  Yen  Madam  GabHrln,  you  are  such 
■n  old  ierltcr,  then  Hey  ding  a  ding  .  .  .  haul  at  uoiit  iiliim- 

tw."    Sig.  at. 
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Fran.  Art  mad  ?  I*m  Francisco. 

Att.  Signor  Ricardo,  up,  up  ! 

Ric.  Who  is't  ?  Francisco  ? 

Fran.  Francisco,  quotha !  what,  are  you  mad,  sir? 

Ric.  A  bots  on  thee,  thou  dost  not  know  what 
injury  thou  hast  done  me ;  I  was  i'  th'  fairest  dream. 
This  is  your  way  now,  and'  you  can  follow  it. 

Fran.  'Tis  a  strange  way,  methinks. 

Ric.  Learn  you  to  play  a  woman  not  so  scorn- 
fully then ; 
For  I  am  like  the  actor  that  you  spoke  on : 
I  must  have  the  part  that  overcomes  the  lady, 
I  never  like  the  play  else.     Now  your  friendship, 
But  to  assist  a  subtle  trick  I  ha'  thought  on, 
And  the  rich  widow's  mine  within  these  three  hours. 

p.     '    [  We  should  be  proud  of  that,  sir. 

Ric  List  to  me  then. 
I'll  place  you  two, — I  can  do't  handsomely, 
I  know  the  house  so  well, — to  hear  the  conference 
'Twixt  her  and  L     She's  a  most  affable  one, 
Her  words  will  give  advantage,  and  I'll  urge  'em 
To  the  kind  proof,  to  catch  her  in  a  contract ; 
Then  shall  you  both  step  in  as  witnesses, 
And  take  her  in  the  snare. 

Fran.  But  do  you  love  her? 
And  then  'twill  prosper. 

Ric.  By  this  hand,  I  do, 
Not  for  her  wealth,  but  for  her  person  too. 

Fran.  It  shall  be  done  then. 

Ric.  But  stay,  stay,  Francisco  ; 
Where  shall  we  meet  with  thee  some  two  hours 
hence,  now  ? 

Fran.  Why,  hark  you,  sir.  [^Wluspers, 

'  and']  i.  e.  if. 
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Ric.  Enough  ;  cointnand  my  life  : 
Get  me  the  widow,  I'll  get  tliee  the  wife. 

lExeiint  RicAHDO  anil  Attiuo. 
Fkan.  O,  that's  now  with  me  past  hope  I  yet  I 
must  love  her  : 
I  would  I  could  not  do't ! 

Enter  Bhandino  and  Martimo. 
Mar.  Yonder's  tlie  villain,  master. 
Bran.  Francisco  ?  I  am  happy. 
Mab.  Let's  both  draw,  master,  for  there's  nobody 
with  him : 
Stay,  stay,  master, 

Do  not  you  draw  till  I  be  ready  too  ; 
Let's  draw  just  both  together,  and  keep  even. 
Bran.  What  and'  we  kill'd  him  now,  before  he 

Mar.  No,  then  he'll  hardly  see  to  read  the  letter. 

Braii.  That's  true  ;  good  counsel,  marry. 

Mar.  Marry,  thus  much,  sir  ;  you  may  kill  him 
lawfully  all  the  while  he's  a-reading  on't ;  as  an 
Anabaptist  may  lie  with  a  brother's  wife  all  the 
while  he's  asleep. 

Bbah.  He  turns,  he  looks. — Come  on,  sir ;  you, 
Francisco ! 
I  lov'd  your  father  well,  but  you're  a  villain  ; 
He  lov'd  me  well  too,  but  you  love  my  wife,  sir ; 
Af^er  whom  take  you  that?  I  will  not  say 
Your  mother  play'd  false. 

Fban.  No,  sir,  you  were  not  best. 
.  Bban.  But  I  will  say,  in  spite  of  thee,  my  wife's 
honest. 

Mah.  And  I,  my  mistress. 

Fran.  You  may,  I'll  give  you  leave, 

•  a»rf]  i.  B.  if.  


Bkiln.  Leave  or  leave  not,  there  she  defies  you, 
•ir.  [GiiM  the  Utter. 

Keep  your  adulieroua  sliect  to  wind  you  in, 
Or  cover  your  forbidden  parts  at  least. 
For  fear  you  want  one  :  many  a  lecher  may. 
That  sins  in  cambric  now. 

Mae,  And  in  lawn  too,  master. 

Bran.  Nay,  read  and  tremble,  sir. 

Mae.  Now  shall  1  do't,  master  ?  I  see  a  piece  of 
an  open  seam  in  his  shirt :  shall  I  run  him  in  there? 
for  my  sword  has  ne'er  a  point. 

BnAK.  No  ;  let  him  foam  a  while. 

Mar.  If  your  sword  be  no  better  than  mine,  we 
shall  not  kill  him  by  daylight ;  we  had  seed  have  a 
laji  thorn. 

Bran.  Talk  not  of  lanthoms,  he's  a  sturdy  lecher; 
He  would  make  the  borns  fly  about  my  ears. 

Prak.  1  apprehend  thee  :  admirable  woman  1 
Which  to  love  best  I  know  not,  thy  wit 


Bran.    Now,    sir,   have   you  well 
bastard  there, 
Got  of  your  lustful  bi 


you  joy  0 


r  beauty. 
lAside. 
iw'd   your 

'tl 


Fran.  I  thank  you,  sir :  although  you  apeak  in 
jest, 
I  must  confess  I  sent  your  wife  this  tetter. 
And  often  courted  her,  tempted  and  urg'd  her. 

Bran.  Did  you  so,  air  7  then  first, 
Before  1  kill  thee,  I  forewarn  thee  my  house. 

Mar.  And  I,  before  I  kill  thee,  forewarn  thee 
my  office ;  die  to-morrow  next,  thou  never  get'st 
warrant  of  me  more,  for  love  or  money. 

Fran.  Remember  but  again  from  whence  I  came. 


And  then  I  know  you 
Bran.  How's  this  ? 


t  think  amiss  of  me. 
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Mar.  Pray,  hear  hira  ;  it  may  grow  lo  a  peace  : 
for,  master,  though  we  have  carried  the  business 
nobly,  we  are  not  ahogether  so  valiant  as  we 
should  be. 

Bran.  Peace?  thou  say'st  true  in  that. — What 
is'l  you'd  say,  sir  f 

Fkak.  Was  not  my  father  —  quietness  be  with 

And  you  sworn  brothers  ? 

BaAN.  Why,  right ;  that's  it  urges  me. 
Fran.  And  could  you  have  a  thought  that  I  could 
wrong  you, 
Ab  far  as  the  deed  goes  ? 

Bkak.  You  look  the  course,  sir. 

Fran.  To  make  you  happy,  and"  you  rightly 

weigh'd  it. 
Mar.    Troth,    I'll   put   up'    at  all  adventures. 

It  comes  off  very  fair  yet. 

Fran.  You  in  years 
Married  a  young  maid ;  what  does  the  world  judge, 
think  you  ? 

Mar.  Byrlady,**  master,  knavishly  enough,  I  war-, 
rant  you ; 
I  should  do  so  myself. 

Fran.  Now,  to  damp  slander. 
And  all  her  envious  and  suspicious  brood, 
Iinade  this  friendly  trial  of  her  constancy. 
Being  son  to  him  you  lov'd  ;  that,  now  confirm'd, 
I  might  advance  my  sword  against  the  world 
In  her  moat  fair  defence,  which  joys  my  spiril. 


»  muri  i.e.  if. 

■  put  Hp]  i.  e.  sheathe  my  iword. 

*  ijriarfy]  See  note,  p.  8. 
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Mar.  O  master,  let  me  weep  while  you  embrace 
himl 

Bkan.  Francisco,  is  thy  falhor'a  soul  in  thee  ? 
Lives  he  here  still  ?  what,  will  he  shew  himself 
Id  his  male  seed  to  me  ?     Give  me  thy  hand ; 
Methinks  it  feels  now  like  thy  father's  to  me  : 
Prithee,  forgive  me ! 

Mar.  And  me  (oo,  prithee  ! 

Bran.    Come  to  my   house;  thy  father   never 

Mar.  Fetch  now  as  many  warrants  as  you  please, 


And  welcome  too. 

Fran.  To  see  how  soon  man's  goodness 
May  be  abus'd ! 

Bran.  Bui  now  1  know  thy  intent. 
Welcome  to  all  that  I  have  ! 

Fran.  Sir,  I  take  it: 
A  gift  BO  given,  hang  him  that  would  forsake  it ! 

Bkan.  Martino,  I  applaud  my  fortune  and  thy 
counsel. 

Mar.  You  never  have  ill  fortune  when  you  fol- 
low it.  Here  were'  things  carried  now  in  the  true 
nature   of  a   quiet  duello;    a   great  strife  ended, 

without  the  rough  soldier  or  the f    And  now 

you  may  take  your  journey, 

Bran.  Thou  art  my  glee,  Martino.  [ExeaiA. 
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ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 
A  Room  m  Valeria's  House. 

Enter  Valeria  and  Servellio. 

Val.  Servellio! 

Ser.   Mislress? 

Val.  If  ihat  fellow  come  again, 
Answer  him  without  me  ;  HI  not  speak  with  him. 

Ser.  He  in  the  nutraeg-colour'd  band,  forsooih? 

Val.  Ay,  that  spic'd  coxcomb,  sir :  ne'er  may  I 
marry  again,  \^Exit  Servellio. 

If  his  right  worshipful  idolatrous  face 
Be  not  most  fearfully  painted ;    so  hope  comfort 

1  might  perceive  it  peel  in  many  places ; 
And  under  'a  eye  lay  a  betraying  foulness. 
As  maids  sweep  dust  o'  th'  house  all  to  one  corner ; 
It  shew'd  me  enough  there,  prodigious  pride, 
That  cannot  but  flill  scornfully.     I'm  a  woman  ; 
Yet,  I  praise  heaven,  1  never  had  th'  ambition 
To  go  about  to  mend  a  better  workman  : 
She  ever  shames  herself  i'  th'  end  that  does  it. 
He  that  likes  me  not  now,  as  heaven  made  me, 
I'll  never  hazard  hell  to  do  him  a  pleasure  ; 
Nor  lie  every  night  like  a  woodcock  in  paste 
To  please  some  gautly  goose  in  the  morning ; 
A  wise  man  likes  that  best  tliat  is  itself. 
Not  that  which  only  seems,  though  it  look  fairer. 
Heaven  send  me  one  that  loves  me,  and  I'm  happy ! 
Of  whom  I'll  make  great  trial'erc  I  have  him, 
Thongh  I  speak  all  men  fair,  and  promise  sweetly  : 
I  learn  that  of  my  suitors  ;  'tis  their  own. 
Therefore  injustice  'twere  to  keep  it  from  'em. 


Enter  Illc 


R:c.  And  so  as  I  said,  sweet  widow 

Val.   Do  yoii  begin  where  you  left,  sir  1 

Ric.  I  always  desire,  wiien  I  come  to  a  widow, 

to  begin  i'  th'  middle  oTa  sentence;  for  I  presume 

she  has  a  bad  memory  of  a  woman  that  cannot 

remember  what  goes  before. 

Val.  Slay,  stay,  sir ;  let  me  look  upon  you  well ; 

Are  not  you  painted  loo  ? 
Ric,  How,  jiainled,  widow! 
Val.  Not  painted  widow;  I  do  not  use  il,  trust 

Ric.  That  makes  me  love  thee. 

Val.  I  mean  painted  gentleman, 
Or  if  you  please  to  give  him  a  greater  style,  sir  : 
Blame  me  not,  sir ;  it's  a  dangerous  age,  I  tell  you ; 
Poor  simple- dealing  women  had  need  look  about 


s  thcr 


such  a  fellow  in  the  world. 


As  you  are  pleas'd  to  talk  on  ? 

Val.  Nay,  here  lately,  sir, 

Ric.  Here?  a  pox,  I  think  I  smell  him!  'tis 
vermilion  sure;  ha,  oil  of  ben!*  Do  but  shew 
him  mc,  widow,  and  let  me  never  hope  for  comfort, 
if  I  do  not  immediately  geld  him,  and  grind  his 
face  upon  one  o'  th'  stones. 


t  nil  qf  ben]  "  •  Been  or  behen,  in  phsnUMy,  denotes  ■  me- 
dicinal rooi,  retebraied,  ecpecially  amonff  llie  Arabs,  far  ill 
arontatic.  cardiac,  and  alcxiterial  virtues.'  Chninbers'i  Die- 
liimarj/.  The  aame  wriler  snya,  [liere  are  two  Idnds  of  brm, 
nhite  and  red.  and  Ihal  lliey  are  both  brought  from  the  Levant, 
and  have  the  tame  virCuei,  being  substituted  for  each  other." 
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V4L.  Suffices  youVe  express'd  me  your  love  and 
valour, 
And  manly  hate  'gainst  that  unmanly  pride  : 
But,  sir,  I'll  save  you  that  labour;  he  ne'er  comes 
Within  my  door  again. 

Ric.  I'll  love  your  door  the  better  while  I  know't, 
widow ;  a  pair  of  such  brothers  were  filler  for 
posts''  without  door  indeed,  to  make  a  shew  at  a 
new-chosen  magistrate's  gate,  than  to  be  used  in  a 
woman's  chamber.  No,  sweet  widow,  having  me, 
you've  the  truth  of  a  man  ;  all  that  you  see  of  me 
is  full  mine  own,  and  what  you  see,  or  not  eee, 
shall  be  yours:  I  ever  hated  to  be  beholiling'  to 
art,  or  to  borrow  any  thing  but  money. 

Val.  True,  and  that  you  never  use  to  pay  again. 

Ric.  What  matter  is't?  if  you  be  pleased  to  do't 
for  me,  I  hold  it  as  good.  ■^^M 

Val.  O,  soft  you,  sir,  I  pray  !  ^^H 

Ric.  Why,  I'faitb,  you  may,  and'  you  will.     ^^H 

VAt.  I  know  that,  sir.  ^^| 

Ric.  Trotb,  and  1  would  have  my  will  then,  if  I 
were  as  you :  there's  few  women  else  but  have.^ 

Val.  But  since  I  cannot  have  ii  in  all,  signor, 
1  care  not  to  have  it  in  any  thing. 

Ric.  Why,  you  may  have't  in  all,  and^  you  vrili, 

Val.  Pish  !  I'd  have  one  that  loves  me  for  my- 
self, sir. 
Not  for  my  wealth ;  and  that  I  cannot  have. 

Ric.  What  say  you  to  him  that  does  the  thing 
you  wish  for  1 

Val.  Why,  here's  my  band,  I'll  marry  none  but 


,/-]  S 


/J»f],S«B 


:,  p.  58. 


0  and  Attilio 


Hic.  And  so  as  I  said,  sweet  widow 

Val.  Do  you  begin  where  you  left,  sir? 

Brc.  I  always  desire,  when  I  come  to  a  widow, 
to  begin  i'  lb"  middle  of  a  sentence;  for  1  presume 
she  has  a  bad  memory  of  a  woman  that  cannot 
remember  what  goes  before. 

Val.  Stay,  stay,  air ;  let  me  look  upon  you  well ; 
Are  not  you  painted  too  ? 

Ric.  How,  painted,  widow  ? 

Val.  Not  painted  widow;  I  do  not  use  il,  trust 

Rtc.  That  makes  me  love  thee. 

Val.  I  mean  painted  gentleman, 
Or  if  you  please  lo  give  him  a  greater  style,  sir; 
Blame  me  not,  sir;  it's  a  dangerous  age,  I  tell  you; 
Poor  simple- dealing  women  had  need  look  about 


Ric.  But 


I  ther 


I  fellow  in  the  world, 


As  you  arc  pleas'd  to  talk  on  ? 

Val.  Nay,  here  lately,  sir. 

Ric.  Here?  a  pox,  I  think  I  smell  him!  'tis 
vermilion  sure;  ha,  oil  of  ben!^  Do  but  shew 
him  ree,  widow,  and  let  me  never  hope  for  comfort, 
if  I  do  not  immediately  geld  him,  and  grind  his 
face  upon  one  o'  th'  stones. 


*  inl  qf  htn]  "  '  Been  or  beheH,  in  phnrinscY,  dcnotpi  a  me- 
dicinal root,  celebreted,  npecialty  nmang  tlie  Arabi,  for  iu 
aromatic,  cardiac,  and  olexiteria]  vinuea.'  Chamben's  Die- 
timmry.  The  same  nrlter  t,aya,  there  are  two  kiodi  oFAan. 
white  Hod  red,  and  that  lliey  are  boih  brought  from  the  LeTant, 
and  have  the  same  virtues,  being  subatimted  for  each  other." 


? 
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Val.  Suffices  you've  express'd  me  your  love  and 
valour, 
And  manly  hate  'gainst  that  unmanly  pride : 
But,  sir,  I'll  save  you  that  labour ;  he  ne'er  comes 
Within  my  door  again. 

Ric.  1*11  love  your  door  the  better  while  I  know't, 
widow;  a  pair  of  such  brothers  were  fitter  for 
posts  ^  without  door  indeed,  to  make  a  shew  at  a 
new-chosen  magistrate's  gate,  than  to  be  used  in  a 
woman's  chamber.  No,  sweet  widow,  having  me, 
you've  the  truth  of  a  man ;  all  that  you  see  of  me 
is  full  mine  own,  and  what  you  see,  or  not  see, 
shall  be  yours :  I  ever  hated  to  be  beholding^  to 
art,  or  to  borrow  any  thing  but  money. 

Val.  True,  and  that  you  never  use  to  pay  again. 

Ric.  What  matter  is't  ?  if  you  be  pleased  to  do't 
for  me,  I  hold  it  as  good. 

Val.  O,  soft  you,  sir,  I  pray ! 

Ric.  Why,  i'faith,  you  may,  and^  you  will. 

Val.  I  know  that,  sir.  * 

Ric.  Troth,  and  I  would  have  my  will  then,  if  I 
were  as  you :  there's  few  women  else  but  have.^ 

Val.  But  since  I  cannot  have  it  in  all,  signor, 
I  care  not  to  have  it  in  any  thing. 

Ric.  Why,  you  may  have't  in  all,  and^  you  will, 
widow. 

Val.  Pish  !  I'd  have  one  that  loves  me  for  my- 
self, sir. 
Not  for  my  wealth ;  and  that  I  cannot  have. 

Ric.  WJiat  say  you  to  him  that  does  the  thing 
you  wish  for  ? 

Val.  Why,  here's  my  hand,  I'll  marry  none  but 
him  then. 

^  posts'}  See  note,  p.  58. 

i  beholding}  See  note,  p.  286. 

i  and]  i.  e.  if:  ^  have}  Old  ed.  *'  has." 
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Ric.  Your  hand  and  faith! 

Val.  My  hand  and  faith. 

Rie.  'Tia  I,  rhen. 

Vit.  I  shall  be  glad  on't,  trust  me ;  'shrew  my 

heart  else ! 
Ric.  a  match! 

[Francisco  and  Attilio  comeforicanL 
Frait.  Give  you  joy,  sweet  widow  ! 
Att.  Joy  to  you  both  ! 
Val.  How? 

Ric.  Nay,  there's  no  starting  now,  I  have  you 
fast,  widow. — 
You're  witness,  gentlemen. 
J^«-}  We'll  be  depos'don-t. 

Val.  Am  I  belray'd  [o  this,  then?  then  I  see 
'Tis  for  my  wealth  ;  a  woman's  wealth's  her  traitor. 

Ric,  'Tis  for  love  chiefly,  I  proieai,  sweet  widow ; 
I  count  wealth  but  a  fiddle  to  make  us  merry. 

Val.  Hence  1 

Ric.  Why,  thou'rt  mine. 

Val.  I  do  renounce  it  utterly. 

Ric.  Have  I  not  hand  and  faith  ? 

Val.  Sir,  take  your  course. 

Ric.  With  all  ray  heart;  ten  courses,  and"  you 


^ill,  \ 
.  Sir,  i 


,  la 


3  games 


II  think 


I'll  stand  you  out  by  law. 

Ric.  By  law  1  O  cruel,  merciless  woman, 
To  talk  of  law,  and  know  I  have  no  money! 

Val.  I  will  consume  myself  to  the  last  stamp,' 
Before  thou  gett'st  me. 


"  hairpeno}'."    Reed. 
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Ric.  'Life,  I'll  be  as  wilful  then,  too  : 
I'U  rob  all  (be  carriers  in  Chriaiendom, 
But  I'll  liave  thee,  and  find  my  lawyers  money. 
I  scorn  to  gei  thee  unAs-i  forma  pauperii; 
I  have  too  proud  a  heart,  and  love  thee  better. 

Val.   As  for  you,   gentkiuen,  I'll   take  course 
agaioBt  you ; 
You  came  into  my  house  without  my  leave; 
Your  practices  are  cunning  and  deceitful ; 
I  know  you  not,  and  I  hope  law  will  right  me. 

Ric.   It  is  sufHcient  that  your  husband  knows 
'em  : 
'Tis  not  your  business  to  know  every  man; 
An  honest  wife  contents  herself  with  one. 

Val.  You  know  what  you  shall  trust  to.     Pray 
depart,  sir. 
And  take  your  rude  confederates  along  wiih  you, 
Or  1  will  Bend  for  those  shall  force  your  absence  : 
I'm  glad  1  found  your  purpose  out  so  soon. 
How  ([iiickly  may  poor  women  be  undone! 

Ric.  Lose  thee  ?  by  this  hand,  I'll  fee  fifteen 
counsellors  first,  though  I  undo  a  hundred  poor 
men  for  'em ;  and  I'll  make  'em  yaul  one  another 
deaf,  but  I'll  have  thee. 

Val.  Me! 

Ric.  Thee. 

Val.  Ay,  fret  thy  heart  out.         \_Ex'd  RicAnno. 

Fran.  Were  I  he  now, 
I'd  see  thee  starve  for  man  before  I  had  thee. 

Val.  Pray,  counsel  bim  to  that,  sir,  and  I'll  pay 
you  well. 

Fran.  Pay  me  ?  pay  your  next  husband. 

Val.  Do  not  scorn't,  gallant;   a  worse  woman 
than  I 
Has  paid  a  better  man  than  you. 

\_^Exeunt  Attilio  and  Francisco. 
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Enter  tmo  Suitors. 

FiBST  Suit.  Why,  how  now,  sweet  widow  ? 
Val.  O  kind  gentlemen,  I'm  so  abus'd  here  ! 
Both  Suit.  Abused  ?  [^Drawing  their  stoords. 

Val.    What  will   you  do,   sirs  ?    put  up    your 


weapons. 
Sec.  Suit.  Nay,  theyY 
I  must  tell  you  ;  mine  he 
years  ;  marry,  in  your  ca 
long  a-drawing.     Abused  I  by  who 
Val.  Nay,  by  a  beggar. 
Sec.  Suit.  A  be^ar  t  I'll  have  hir 
and  lent  to  the  House  of  Correction. 
Val.  Ricardo,  sir. 

.  Suit.  Ricardo  ?    nay,  by  tb'  mass,  he's  a 

man-beggar ;    he'll  be  hanged  before  he  be 

Why,  you'll  give  me  leave  to  clap  him  up, 


so  easily  drawn,  that 
t  been  out  this  three 
w,  'twould  not  be 
I,  widow  ? 


1  whipt  then. 


gen  til 
whipt. 
I  hope ( 

Val.  'Tis  too  good  for  him  ;   that's  the  thing 

he'd  have, 
He  would  be  clapt  up,  whether  1  would  or  no,  me- 

thinks ; 


n  pan  ions  privately, 
purpose  to  entrap  me 
,  and  at  last  stole  from  me 

sill  put  me  to  some  trouble, 

lUrtesy,  which  hia  h 


Plac'd  twoofhii 

Unknown  to  me 

In  my  kind 

That  which  I  fear 

A  kind  of  verbal  c 

And  he,  forsooth,  call  by  thi 
First  Soit.  O  politic  villain  I 
Val.  But  I'm  resolv'd.  gentlemen. 

If  the  whole  power  of  my  estate  can  cast  him. 

He  never  shall  obtain  me. 

Sec.  Suit.  Hold  you  there,  widow  j 

Well  lare  your  heart  for  that,  i'faith. 
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First  Suit.  Stay,  stay,  stay; 
You  broke  no  gold  between  you  ? 

Val.  We  broke  nothing,  sir. 

First  Suit.  Nor  drunk  to  one  another  ? 

Val,  Not  a  drop,  sir. 

FiasT  SciT.  You're  sure  of  this  you  speak? 

Val.  Moat  certain,  sir. 

First  Suit.  Be  of  good  comfort,  wench  :  I'll  un- 
dertake then. 
At  mine  own  charge,  to  overthrow  him  for  thee. 

Val.  O,  do  but  that,  sir,  and  you  bind  rne  to  you  ! 
Here  shall  1  try  your  goodness.    I'm  but  a  woman. 
And,  alas,  ignorant  in  Inw  businesses  : 
I'll  bear  the  charge  most  willingly. 

FmsT  Suit.   Not  a  penny  ; 
Thy  love  will  reward  me. 

Val.  And  where  love  must  be. 
It  is  all  but  one  purse,  now  1  think  on't. 

First  Suit.  All  comes  to  one,  sweet  widow. 

Skc.  Suit.  Are  you  so  forward  1  [^Aside. 

FiHST  Suit.  I  know  his  mates,  Attilio  and  Fran- 

ril  get  out  process,  and  attach  'em  all : 
We'll  begin  first  with  them. 

Val.  I  like  that  sirangely. 

First  Suit.  1  have  adanghier  run  away,  I  ibank 
her; 
I'll  be  a  scourge  to  all  youth  for  her  sake : 
Some  of  'em  has  got  her  up. 

Val.  Your  daughter  ?  what,  sir,  Martia? 

First  Suit.  Ay,  a  shake  wed  her ! 
I  would  have  married  her  to  a  wealthy  gentleman. 
No  older  tlian  myself;  she  was  like  to  be  shrewdly 
hurt,  widow. 

Val.  It  was  too  happy  for  her. 
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First  Suit.  I'm  of  thy  tnind. 
Farenell,  sweet  widow  ;  I'll  about  iIiU  siraiglu ; 
I'll  have  'em  all  three  put  into  ope  writ, 
And  BO  save  charges. 

Val.  How  I  love  your  providence  ! 

[£ii(  FirtC  Suitor. 

Sec.  Suit.  Ib  my  nose  bor'd  ?  I'll  cross  ye  both 
for  this, 
Although  it  cost  tne  as  much  o'  th'  other  Ride : 
I  have  enough,  and  t  will  have  my  humour. 
I  may  get  out  of  her  what  may  undo  tier  too. 

Hark  you,  sweet  widow,  you  must  now  take  heed 
You  be  of  a  sure  ground,  he'll  o'erthrow  you  elae. 

Val,  Marry,  fair  hope  forbid! 

Sec.  Suit.  That  will  he  :  marry,  le'  me  see,  le'  roe 

Pray  how  far  past  it  'tween  you  and  Ricardo  ? 

Val.  Farther,  sir. 
Than  I  would  now  it  had  ;  bnt  I  hope  well  yet. 

Sec.  Suit.   Pray  let  me  bear't;    I've  a  shrewd 
guess  o'  th'  law. 

Val.  Faith,  sir,  I  rashly  gave  my  hand  and  faith 
To  marry  none  but  him. 

Sec.  Suit.  Indeed  '. 

Val.  Ay,  trust  me,  sir. 

Sec.  Suit.  I'm  very  glad  on't;  I'm  another  wit- 

And  he  shall  have  you  now. 
Val.  What  said  you,  sir? 
Sec.  Suit.  He  shall  not  want  money  in  an  honest 


I  know  I'v 
Val.  Ai 

Sec.  Sui 


enough,  and  I  will  have  my  Im 
:  all  the  world  betrayers  ? 
.  Pish,  pifh,  widow  ! 


You've  borne  me  in  hamj"  [his  tliree  months,  and 

now  fobb'd  me  ; 
I've  koown  the  time  when  I  could  please  a  woman. 
Ill  not  be  laugh'd  at  non;  when  I'm  croBt,  I'm  a 

tiger  : 
1  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Val.  This  only  shews  your  malice  to  me,  sir ; 
The  world  knows  yon  ha'  small  reason  to  help  him, 
So  much  in  your  debt  already. 

Sec.  SriT.  Therefore  I  do't, 
I  have  no  way  but  that  to  help  myself; 
Though  I  lose  you,  1  will  not  lose  all,  widow ; 
He  marrying  you,  as  I  will  tbllow't  for  him, 
I'll  make  you  pay  his  debts,  or  lie  without  him. 

Val,   I  look-d  for  this  from  you. 

Sec.  Suit.  1  ha'  not  deceiv'd  you  then  : 

[jEiit  Valeria, 
Fret,  vex,  and  chafe,  I'm  obstinate  where  I  take. 
I'll  seek  him  out,  and  cheer  him  up  against  her  t 
o  child  of  mine  own. 


I  ha-  no  charge 

But  two  I  got  oi 

And  they're  boi 

hospital. 

I  have  ten  thousand  pound  to  bury 
And  I  will  have  my  humour. 


ided  for,  they're  V  th' 


SCENE  11. 
A  Street. 
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Ab  well  as  bis  dear  friend :  I'm  forc'd  to  steal  froTn 

To  get  thifl  night  of  aport  for  mine  own  use. 
What  says  her  amiable,  witty  letter  here  ? 

[Reads  letter. 
'  Tivixl  nine  and  ten, — now  'tis  'twixt  six  and  seven ; 
As  fit  as  can  be  ;  he  that  follows  lechery 
Leaves  all  at  six  and  seven,  and  so  do  1,  methinks : 
Sun  sets  at  eight,  it's  'bove  un  hour  high  yet ; 
Some  fifleen  mile  have  L  before  1  reach  her, 
But  I've  an  excellent  horse  ;  and  a  good  gallop 
Helps  man  as  much  as  a  provoking  banquet. 


Enter  Firat  Suitor  and  Officers. 

First  Suit.  Here's  one  of 'ems  begin  with  bim 
first,  officers. 

First  Orr.  By  virtue  of  this  writ  we  attach  your 
body,  sir.  [Officert  ttize  Fhancisco. 

Fran.  My  body  ?  'life,  for  what  ? 

First  Suit,  Hold  him  fast,  officers. 

First  Off,  The  least  of  us  can  do't,  now  his 
sword's  off)  sir ; 
We  have  a  trick  of  hanging  upon  gentlemen. 
We  never  lose  a  man. 

Fran.  O  treacherous  fortune!  — 
Why,  what's  the  cause? 

First  Suit.  The  widow's  business,  air : 
I  hope  you  know  me  ? 

Fran.  For  a  busy  coxcomb, 
This  fineen  year,  I  take  it. 

First  Suit,  O,  you're  mad,  sir  ; 
Simple  though  you  make  me,  1  stand  for  the  widow. 

Fran.  She's  simply  stood  for  then;  what'.s  this 

Or  she,  or  you,  or  any  of  these  flesh-hooks  ! 


First  Suit,  You're  like  to  find  good  bail  before 
you  leave  us, 
Or  lie  till  the  suit's  tried. 
Fran.  O  my  love's  misery  I 
First  Suit.  I'm  put  in  trust  to  foUow't,  and  I'll 
do't 
With  all  severity;  build  upon  tliat,  sir. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Attiuo. 
Fban.  How  I  could"  curse  myself! 
Ric.  Look,  here's  Francisco  : 
Will  you  believe  me,  now  you  see  his  qualilJus  1 
Art-  'Tis  strange  to  me. 
Ric,  I  tell  you  'tis  his  faahian; 
He  never  stole  away  in's  life  from  me, 
But  stitl  I  found  him  in  such  scurvy  company.^ 
A  pox  on  thee,  Francisco  I   wilt  never  leave 
Thy  old  tricks  ?    are  these  lousy  companions   for 
thee? 
Fran.  Pish,  pish,  pish! 

First  Suit-  Here  they  be  all  three  now ;    'pre- 
bend 'em,  officers. 

[^Officern  seize  Ricardo  and  Attilio. 
Ric.  What's  this? 

Fran.  I  gave  you  warning  enough  to  make  away; 
I'm  in  for  the  widow's  business,  so  are  you  now. 

Ric.  What,  all  three  in  a  noose  1   this  is  like  a 
widow's  business  indeed. 

First  Suit.  Sh'as  catch'd  you,  gentlemen,  as  you 
catch'd  her. 
The  widow  means  now  to  begin  with  you,  sir. 

Ric,  I  thank  her  heartily,  sh'as  taught  rae  wit ; 

for  had  I  been  any  but  an  ass,  I  should  ha'  begun 

with  her  indeed.      By  this  light,   the  widow's  a 

notable  housewife!  she  bestirs  herself.     I  have  a 

°  eoitW]  Old  ed.  "  would." 
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greater  mind  to  her  now  than  e'er  I  had  :  I  cannot 
go  to  prison  for  one  I  love  better,  I  protest ;  that's 
one  good  comfort, — 

And  what  are  you,  I  pray,  sir,  for  a  coxcomb  ?" 
FiasT  Suit.  It  seems    you   know  me  by   your 


mger,  s 


.  I'v 


r  guesH 


First  Suit.  Gueas  what  you  please,  i 
I'm  he  ordain'd  to  trounce  you,  and,  indeed, 
1  am  the  man  must  carry  her. 

But  I'll  swear  she's  a  beast,  and"  she  carry  thee. 
First  Sdit.  Come,  where's  your  bail,  airf  quickly, 

Ric.  Sir,  I'm  held  wrongfully;  my  bail's  taken 
already. 

FiHST  Suit.  Where  is't,  sir,  where? 

Ric.  Here  ihey  be  both.  Pox  on  you,  tliey  were 
taken  before  I'd  need  of 'em.  And"  you  be  honest 
officers,  let's  bail  one  another  ;  for,  by  this  hand, 
I  do  not  know  who  will  else.— 

Enter  Second  Suitor. 

'Ods  light,  is  he  come  too  1   I'm  in  for  midnight 

then  ;    I   shall  never   find  the   way  out  again  :   my 

debts,  my  debts!     I'm  like  to  die  i'  th'  HoleP  now. 

FiBST  Suit.  We  have  him  fast,  old  signor,  and 


Now  you  may  lay  action  on  action  on  h 
Sec.  Sdit.  That  may  I,  sir,  i'faith. 
First  Suit.  And  I'd  not  spare  him,  s 
Sec.  Suit.  Know  you  me,  oflicera  1 

"  vihal  are  you  .  .  ,  /or  a  micowli]  i.  e.  wlial 
youl  compare  lol.  ii.  p.  421,  nnd  note. 
'  and]  i.  e.  if, 
<•  ■'  a,'  Bolt']  See  note,  *oI.  i.  p.  392. 
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First  Off.  Your  bounteous  worship,  sir. 

Ric.  I  know  the  rascal  so  well,  I  dare  not  look 

Sec.  SniT.  Upon  my  worth,  deliver  me  that  gen- 
tleman. 
Fran,  Which  gentleman  ? 
Sec.  Suit.  Not  you,  sir,  you're  too  hasty  ; 
No,  nor  you  neither,  sir,  pray,  stay  your  time, 

j'a  all  but  I  now,  and  1  dare  not  think 


hen 


■.  Suit.  Dehv 


,  0,1 


e  he  lie. 


i  Ricardo. 


Or  else  I  do  not  h 

First  Off.  Signor  Ricardo 

Ric.  Well,  what's  the  matter  ? 

FtBST  Off.  You  may  go  ;  who  lets  you?'' 
It  is  his  worship's  pleasure,  sir,  to  bail  you. 

Ric.  Bail  me  ? 

Sec.  Suit.  Ay  will  1,  sir.   Look  in  ray  face,  man  ; 
Thou'st  a  good  cause ;  thou'lt  pay  me  when  thou'rt 
able? 

Ric,  Ay,  every  penny,  as  I'm  a  gentleman. 

Sec.  Suit,  No  matter  if  thou  dost  not,  then  I'll 
make  thee. 
And  that's  as  good  at  all  times. 

First  Suit.  But,  I  pray,  sir,^ 
You  go  against  the  hair  there.'' 

Sec.  Suit.  Against  the  widow  you  mean,  sir  ; 
Why,  'tis  my  purpose  truly,  and  'gainst  you  too : 
I  saw  your  politic  combination  ; 
I  was  thrust  out  between  you.  Here  stands  one 
Shall  do  as  much  for  you,  and  he  stands  rtghtegt. 
His  cause  is  strong  and  fair ;  nor  shall  he  want 

You  jaay  go ;  who  leli  yas]  Given  in  old  eil.  to  RJcarJo  -. 
againil  llie  hair]  See  note,  ToL  L  p.  \GS. 


Ut, 


378  THE  WIDOW. 

Money,  or  means,  or  friends,  but  he  shall  have  her : 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

First  Suit.  Hang  thee  !  I  have  a  purse  as  good 

as  thine. 
Ric.  I  think  they're  much  alike,  they're  rich 
knaves  both. —  {^Aside. 

Heart,  and^  I  take  you  railing  at  my  patron,  sir, 
1*11  cramp  your  joints ! 

Sec.  Suit.  Let  him  alone,  sweet  honey ; 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  though. 
Ric.  This  is  wonderful ! 
Fran.  O  Ricardo, 
'Tis  seven  struck  in  my  pocket !  I  lose  time  now. 
Ric.  What  say'st,  Francisco  ? 
Fran.  I  ha'  mighty  business, 
That  I  ne'er  thought  on ;  get  me  bail'd,  I'm  spoilt 
else. 
Ric.  Why,  you  know,  'tis  such  a  strange  miracu- 
lous courtesy, 
I  dare  not  be  too  forward  to  ask  more  of  him, 
For  fear  he  repent  this,  and  turn  me  in  again. 
Fran.  Do  somewhat,  and^  you  love  me ! 
Ric  I'll  make  trial,  faith. — 
May't  please  you,  sir, — 'life,  if  I  should  spoil  all 
now ! 
Sec  Suit.  What  say'st,  Ricardo  ? 
Ric  Only  a  thing  by  th'  way,  sir ; 
Use  your  own  pleasure. 

Sec  Suit.  That  I  like  well  from  thee. 
Ric  'Twere  good,  and*  those  two  gentlemen  were 
bail'd  too ; 
They're  both  my  witnesses. 

Sec  Suit.  They're  well,  they're  well : 
And*  they  were  bail'd,  we  know  not  where  to  find 
*em. 

*  and"]  L  e.  if. 
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Let  'em  go  (o  prison;  they'll  be  forthcoming  the 

belter : 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Ric,  I  knew  there  was  no  more  good  to  be  done 
upon  him : 
'Tia  well  I've  this ;  heaven  knows  1  never  look'd 
for't. 
Fban.  What  plaguy  luck  had  I  to  be  cnsnar'd 

thUB  I 

First  Off.  O,  patience  1 

Fbab.  Pox  o'  your  comfortable  ignorance  I 


Bran.  Mai 
Mar.  But 


ride  kIoi 


Your  hasty  riders  often  come  short  home,  master. 

Bran.  Bless  this  fair  company  ! 

Fran.  Here  he's  again  too; 
I  am  both  sham'd  and  cross'd. 

Brj,n.  Seest  thou  who's  yonder,  Martino? 

Mak.  We  ride  slow,  I'll  be  sworn  now,  master, 
w,  Francisco,  art  thou  got  before 


me? 

Fran.  Yes,  thank  my  fortur 
you. 


.  I  « 


1  got  before 


Bran.  \Vhat,  no,  in  hold  ? 

Ric.  Ay,  o'  my  troth,  poor  gentleman  ! 
Your  worship,  sir,  may  do  a  good  deed  to  bail  him. 

Bran.  Why  do  not  you  do't  then  ? 

MaR'   La,  you,  sir,  now,  my  master  has   that 
honesty. 
He's  loath  lo  take  a  good  deed  from  you,  sir. 

Ric.  Vn  tell  you  why,  I  cannot,  else  I  would,  sir. 

Fran.  Luck,  I  beseech  tbee  ! 
If  he  should  be  wrought  to  bail  me  now,  to  go  to 
His  wife,  'twere  happiness  beyond  expression. 
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Bran.  A  matter  but  of  controversy  ? 

Ric.  That's  all,  trust  me,  sir. 

Bran.  Francisco  shall  ne'er  lie  for't;  he's  my 
friend, 
And  I  will  bail  him. 

Mar.  He's  your  secret  friend,  master  ; 
Think  upon  that. 

Bran.  Give  him  his  liberty,  officers ; 
Upon  my  perils  he  shall  be  forthcoming. 

Fran.  How  I  am  bound  to  you  ! 

First  Suit.  Know  you  whom  you  cross,  sir  ? 
'Tis  at  your  sister's  suit ;  be  well  advis'd,  sir. 

Bran.  How,  at  my  sister's  suit  ?  take  him  again 
then. 

Fran.  Why,  sir,  do  you  refuse  me  ? 

Bran.  I'll  not  hear  thee. 

Ric.  This  is  unkindly  done,  sir. 

First  Suit.  'Tis  wisely  done,  sir. 

Sec.  Suit.  Well  shot,  foul  malice  ! 

First  Suit.  Flattery  stinks  worse,  sir. 

Ric.  You'll  ne'er  leave  till  I  make  you  stink  as 
bad,  sir. 

Fran.  O  Martino,  have  I  this  for  my  late  kind- 
ness? 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  gentleman,  dost  complain  to  me  ? 
Thou  shalt  not  fare  the  worse  for't. — Hark  you, 

master, 
Your  sister's  suit,  said  you  ? 

Bran.  Ay,  sir,  my  wife's  sister. 

Mar.  And  shall  that  daunt  you,  master  ?  think 
again  : 
Why,  were't  your  mother's  suit, — your  mother's 

suit, 
Mark  what  I  say, —  the  dearest  suit  of  all  suits, 
You're  bound  in  conscience,  sir,  to  bail  this  gentle- 
man. 


BfiAM.  Yea,  am  I  so?    how  prov'st  thou  that, 
Mar  lino  ? 

Mar.   Have   you  forgot   so  soon  what  he  did 
lately  ! 
Has  he  not  tried  your  wife  to  your  hand,  master, 
To  cut  the  throat  of  slander  and  suspicion? 
And  can  you  do  too  much  for  such  a  man  ? 
Shall  it  be  said,  1  serve  an  ingrateful  master? 

Brak.  Never,  Mariino;  I  will  bail  him  now. 
And"  'twere  at  my  wife's  suit. 

Fran.  'Tia  like  to  be  so.  '[Asule. 

Mar.  And  1  his  friend,  to  follow  your  example, 

Frah.  Precious  Martino  ! 

First  Suit.  You've  done  wondrous  well,  sir; 
Your  sister  shall  give  you  thanks. 

Ric.  This  makes  him  mad,  Kir. 

Sec.  Suit.  We'll  foUow't  now  to  th'  proof. 

FiasT  Suit.  Folloiv  your  humour  out; 
The  widow  shall  find  friends. 

Sec.  Suit.  And  so  shall  he,  sir. 
Money  and  means. 

Ric.  Hear  you  me  that,  old  huddle  I 

Sec.  Suit.   Mind  him  not;   follow  me,  and  I'll 
supply  thee ; 

[Exeunt  First  Suilor  and  Officers. 
Thou  shah  give  all  thy  lawyers  doulilc  fees : 
I've  buried  money  enough  to  bury  me. 
And  I  will  have  my  humour. 

lExit  niith  RicARDo  and  Attilio. 

Brak.  Fare  thee  well  once  again,  my  dear  Fran- 

I  prithee,  use  my  house. 

Frah,  It  is  my  purpose,  sir. 


Bbait.  Nay,  you  muHt  do't  then ;  thougli  Tni  old, 

rm  free.  [fxil. 

Mak.  And  when  you  want  a  warrant,  cotne  to  me. 

[Exit. 

Frax.  That  will  be  shortly  now,  within  this  few 

This  fell  out  strangely  happy.     Now  to  horse  ; 
I  shall  be  nighted  :  but  an  hour  or  iwo 
Never  breaks  square  in  love  ;  he  conies 
That  conies  at  all ;  absence  is  all  love's 


(Exit.  ] 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

The  Country. 

Enter  Occdlto,  Silvio,  Stratio,  Fibiicio,  and  other  \ 

Thie>:cs. 

Occ.  Come,  come,  let's  watch  th'  event  on  yonder  I 
hill ;  ' 

If  he  need  help,  we  can  relieve  him  suddenly. 

Sit.    Ay,   and  nith   safety  too,    the  hill  being  J 

watch'd.  sir. 
Occ.  Have  you  the  blue  coats'  and  the  beards  ? 
S.J..  They're  here,  sir. 

Occ.  Come,  come  away,  then  ;  a  fine  cock-shoot* 
evening.  [Exetint. 

Enter  Latrocikio,  and  Martia  disguised  a*  a  man. 
Lat.  [(ingj]  Kuek  before,  and  kuck  behind,  Jj'c. 

'  blue  coafi]  In  which  they  were  to  disguise  themseliea  ■•  I 
servnnl"  :  see  note,  p.  146. 

■  ctict-i/inoi]  Properly,  cork-ihtil — was  ■  Isrg?  net,  sm- 
pGQded  betaeen  t»u  polei,  eioployeJ  to  calcli,  or  lAaf  in, 
woodcocki,  and  uied  chleS;  in  the  twilight — hence  nck-ikut 
came  to  lignify  rwilight.  (See  GiSbrd's  nute  on  B,  JonioD's 
K'orki,  vol.  vi.  p.  473.)  Pcrlisiis  "  a  fine  ttek-sliBal  mt  '  ~ 
meaiii  here — a  Que  evening  for  taking  our  game. 


THE  WIDOW. 


388 


Maktia.  Troth,  you're  die  merriest  anddeligbt- 
full'st  company,  sir. 
That  ever  traveller  was  blest  withal ; 
I  praise  my  fortune  that  I  overtook  you,  sir. 

Lat.  Pish,  I've  a  hundred  of  'em. 

Mastia.  And  believe  me.  sir, 
I'm  infinitely  taken  with  such  things. 

Lat.  I  see  tliere'a  music  in  you ;  you  kept  time, 
me  (ho  ugh  I, 
Pretty  and  handsomely  with  your  little  hand  there. 

Maetia.  It  only  shews  desire,  hut,  troth,  no  skill, 

Lat.  Well,  while  our  horses  walk  dovrn  yonder 
hill,  sir, 
111  have  another  for  you. 
Martia.  It  rids  way  pleasantly. 
Lat.  Le"  me  see  now — one  confounds  another. 

You've  heard  this  certainly,  Come,  my  dainty  doxks 

Mahtia.   O,  that  is  all  the  country  over,  sir  ! 
There's  scarce  a  gentlewoman  but  has  that  prick'd. 
Lat.  Well,  here  comes  one  I'm  sure  you  nevei 
heard,  then.  [^S'mgi 

I  keep  my  hone,  I  keep  my  whure, 
I  take  no  renti,  yet  am  not  poor ; 
I  traverse  all  the  land  about. 
And  yet  was  horn  to  never  a  fool ; 
With  partridge  plump,  with  moodcock  Jine, 
I  do  at  midnisht  often  dine  ; 
And  if  my  whore  be  not  in  case. 
My  hostess'  daughter  has  her  place  : 
The  maids  sit  up  and  watch  their  turns ; 
If  I  stay  long,  the  tapster  mourns ; 
The  cookmaid  has  no  mind  to  sin. 
Though  tempted  by  the  chamberlin  ,-* 

mlleo  for  the  uke  <i(  ibe  rhym*. 
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But  tvhen  1  knock,  0  bow  they  buitle  ! 

The  ostler  yaims,  the  geUiingt  juttU ; 

If  maid  but  ileep,  O  how  lliey  curse  her  ! 

And  all  thii  comet  of.  Deliver  your  purse,  liri 
Mabtia.  How,  sir? 
Lat.  Few  words :  quickly,  come,  deliver  your 

Martia.  You're  not  tliat  kind  of  gentleman,  I 

To  sing  me  out  of  my  money  7 

Lat.  'Tia  most  fit 
Art  should  be  rewarded  :  you  must  pay  your  music. 

Where'er  you  come. 

Martia.  But  not  at  your  own  carving. 

Lat.  Nor  am  I  common  in't :  come,  come,  your 

Mabtia.  Say  it  should  prove  th'  undoing  of  a 
gentleman  1 

Lat.  Why,  sir,  do  you  look  for  more  conscience 
in  ua  than  in  usurers  ?  young  gentleman,  you've 
small  reason  for  that,  i'faich. 

Martia.  There  'lis,  and  all  I  have 
and,  BO  truth  comfort  n 
All  I  know  where  to  have! 

Lat.  Sir,  that's  not  written 
In  my  belief  yet ;  search — 'tis 
Your  horse  can  take  no  harm — 

Maktia,  May  my  hopes  perish, 
all,  sir  ! 

And  more,  I  know,  than  your  compassionate  charity 
Would  keep  from  me,  if  you  but  fell  my  wants. 

Lai.  Search,  and  that  speedily  :  if  I  take  you  in 

You'll  find  me  rough;  methinksmen  should  be  rul'd, 
When  they're  so  kindly  spoke  to  :  fie  upon't  t 


e  [gives  puTse] ; 


if  you  have 


Martia.  Good  fortune  and  my  wit  assist  me  then ! 
A  thing  I  took  in  hasie,  and  never  thought  on't. 

[Aiide. 

Look,  sir,  I've  search 'd  ;  here's  a)]  tliat  I  can  find, 

IPresenU  a  piilol. 

And  you're  so  covetous,  you'll  have  all,  you  say. 

And  I'm  content  you  shall,  being  kindly  spoke  to. 

Lat.  A  pox  o'  that  young  devil  of  a  handTul  long, 
That  has  fray'd  many  a  tall  thief  from  a  rich  pur- 

Mabtia.  This  and  my  money,  sir,  keep'  company ; 
Where  one  goes,  th'  other  must ;  assure  your  soul 
They  vow'd  never  to  part. 

Lat.   Hold,  I  beseech  you,  sir  ! 

Mabtia.  You  rob  a  prisoner's  box,  and'  you  rob 

Lat.  There  'tia  again.  [^Retumt  parte. 

Mahtia.  I  knew  'twould  never  prosper  with  you ; 
Fie,  rob  a  younger  brother  ?  O,  take  heed,  sir  ! 
'Tis  against  nature  that :  perhaps  your  father 
Was  one,  sir,  or  your  uncle  ;  it  should  seem  so. 
By  the  small  means  was  lef^  you,  and  less  manners. 
Go,  keep  you  still  before  me  ;  and,  do  you  hear  me  '. 
To  pass  away  the  time  to  the  next  town, 
I  charge  you,  sir,  sing  all  your  songs  for  nothing. 

Lat.  O  horrible  punishment !  [^  songJ' 

Re-enter  Siratio,  disguised  as  a  servant. 

Stba.  Honest  gentleman 

Mabtia.  How  now,  what  art  thou  ? 

r  fmnhatt]  See  note,  p.  199, 

'  keep]  Old  ed,  "  keepi."  ■  and]  i.  e.  if. 

*  A  toag]  ThiT  longi  are  frequently  omilled  in  the  printed 
copies  of  our  early  dramas  :  but  the  preienl  direeiion  leema 
to  mein,  that  the  nrlor  who  played  Lalrocinia  vrai  to  slug  u 
few  nordi  of  any  song  he  mi|{lit  choaie. 

VOL.   III.  L  L 


TBK  fflDOVr. 


Stba.  Stand  y 


n  need  of  lielp? 


1  made  all  haste  I  could,  my  master  cliarg'd  me, 
A  knight  of  worship  ;  he  saw  you  fiTBt  assaulted 
From  top  of  yonder  hill. 

Maktia.  Thanks,  honest  friend. 

Lat.  I  taste  this  trick  already,    {^/tttde,  and  exit,   I 

SrnA.  Look,  he's  gone,  sir  ; 
Shall  he  be  stopt  ?  what  is  he  ? 

Mabtia.  Let  him  go,  sir  ; 
Me  can  rejoice  in  nothing,  that's  the  comfort. 

Stra.  You  have  your  purse  still  then  ? 

Maktia.  Ay,  thanks  fair  fortune 
And  this  grim  handful ! 

Stra.  We  were  all  so  'fraid  o'  you  ; 
Hon  my  good  lady  cried,  O  help  the  gentleman  ! 
'Tis  a  good  woman  that.    But  you're  too  mild,  si 
You  should  ha'  mark'd  him  for  a  villain,  faith. 
Before  h'ad  gone,  having  so  sound  a  means  too. 

Mabtia.  Why,  there's  the  Jest,  man  ;  he  had  on 
my  purse. 

Stra.  O  villain  !  would  you  let  him  'scape  v 
massacred  1 

Mahtia.  Nay,  hear  me,  sir,  I  made  him  yield  it 
straight  again, 
And,  GO  hope  bless  me,  with  an  uncharg'd  pistol. 

Stba.  Troth,  I  should  laugh  at  that  a 

Martia.  It  was  discharg'd,  sir, 
Before  1  meddled  v  '  " ' 


Martia.  Why,  how  n 
Stra.  Ho,  Latrocinio 
Occulto,  Silvio  1 


r  what's  your  w 


«  ker. 


ill? 


Re-enter  Latrocinio,  Occulto,  Silvio,  Fiducio, 

and  other  Thievei, 
Lat.  What,  are  you  caught,  sir  f 
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speak. 

;  yet  I  fear'd  hin 
It  ways  too  merci 


Stba.  The  pistol  car 
Lat.  He  was  too  yoi 
I  ever  thought  he  could  not 
Mabtia.  You've  found  o 
betray, 
Under  the  veil  of  friendship  and  of  charity. 

Lat.  Away,  airs,  bear  him  in  to  th'  next  copse, 

and  strip  him. 
Stra.  Brandino's  copse,  the  justice  ? 
Lat.  Best  of  all,  sir,  a  man  of  lavr ;  a  spider  lies 
unsuspected  in  the  corner  of  a  buckram-bag,  man. 
Mastia.  What  seek  you,  sirs?  take  ali,  and  use 

no  cruelty. 
Lat.  You  shall  have  songs  enough. 

Song  hij  Latrocinto  and  the  other  Thieves. 
Horn  round  the  world  goes,  and  every  thing  that's  in  it  I 
The  tidei  of  gold  and  iilver  ebb  andJUmi  in  a  minute  : 
From  the  usurer  to  his  sons  iAert^'jj  a  current  smijily 

runs; 
From  the  sons  to  queans  in  chief,  from  the  gallant  to 

the  thief; 
From  the  thief  unto  hit  host,  from  the  host  to  huiband- 

From  the  country  to  the  court ;  and  so  it  comet  to  us 

agen.^ 
Hom  round  the  world  goes,  and  ecery  thing  that's  in  i( .' 
The  tides  of  gold  and  silver  ebb  awiJUm  in  a  minute. 
lExeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Before  Bbakdino's  House. 
Enter  Philippa  and  Violetta  above,  at  a  mndow. 
Pmil.  What  lime  of  night  is't  ? 

"  1^^]  See  note,  p.  1S2. 
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Vio.  Time  of  night  <lo  you  call't  t 
It  is  so  late,  'tis  almost  early,  mistress. 

Phil.  Fie  on  him  !   there's  no  looking  for  him 
then; 
Why,  sure  this  gentleman  apprehends  me  not, 

Vio.  'Tis  happy  then  you're  rid  of  such  a  fool, 
mistress. 

Phil.  Nay,  sure,  wench,  if  he  find  me  not  out  in 
this. 
Which  were  a  beaten  path  to  any  wise  man, 
I'll  never  trust  him  with  my  reputation ; 
Therefore  I  made  this  trial  of  his  wit : 
If  he  cannot  conceive  what's  good  for  himself, 
He  will  worse  understand  what's  good  for  me. 

Vio.  But  suppose,  mistress,  as  it  may  be  likely. 
He  never  saw  your  letter  1 

Phil.  How  thou  pliest  me 
With  suppositions  !  why,  I  tell  ihee,  wench. 
'Tis  equally  as  impossible  for  my  husband 
To  keep  it  from  him  as  to  be  young  again, 
Or  as  his  first  wife  knew  him,  which  he  brags  on. 
For  bearing  children  by  him. 

Vio.  There's  no  remedy  then  ; 
I  must  conclude  Francisco  is  an  ass. 

Phil.  I  would  my  letter,  wench,  were  here  again  ! 
I'd  know  him  wiser  ere  1  sent  him  one. 
And  travel  some  five  year  first. 

Vio.  So  h'ad  need,  methinks. 
To  understand  the  words ;  methinks  the  words 
Themselves  should  make  him  do't,  had  he  but  the 

perceive  ranee'' 
Of  a  cock-sparrow,  that  will  come  at  Philip,'' 


ptrceimraiirt]  Or  as  (he  vard  i<  luuaily  found,  fH 

e.  power  of  perceirinj;.     Old  ed.  "  perseverance." 

al  Philip]  i.e.  when  oDe  calli  lo  it  Philip  — i  familiar 

ic  for  a  aparrow. 


I 


I 


1 

1 
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And  can  nor  write  nor  read,  poor  fool  I   this  cox- 
comb 
Ife  can  do  both,  and  your  name's  but  Philippa  ; 
And  yet  to  see,  if  he  can  come  vvhen's  call'd  ! 
Phil.  He  never  shall  be  caird  again  for  me, 
sirrah.** 
Well,  as  bard  as  the  world  goes,  we'll  have  a  song, 

wench, 
Wp'll  not  sit  up  for  nothing.  « 

Vio.  That's  poor  comfort  though. 
Phil.  Better  than  any's  brought,  for  aught  I  see 
yet : 
So  set  to  your  lute.  L'^^y  ^^g* 

Phil.  If  in  this  question  I  propound  to  thee 
Be  any,  any  choice^ 
Let  me  have  thy  voice, 
Vio.     You  shall  most  free. 
Phil.   fVhich  hadst  thou  rather  6e, 

If  thou  might  choose  thy  life, 
AfooVs^  afooVs  mistress^ 
Or  an  old  man*s  wife  ? 
Vio.     The  choice  is  hard,  I  know  not  which  is  best ; 
One  ill  you're  bound  to,  and  I  think  that's 
least. 
Phil.  But  being  not  bound,  my  dearest  sweet, 

I  could  shake  off  the  other. 
Vio.    Then  as  you  lose  your  sport  by  one, 

You  lose  your  name  oy  t* other. 

Phil.  You  counsel  well,  but  love  refuses 

What  good  counsel  often  chooses. 

[Exeunt  above. 

Enter  Martia  in  a  shirt. 

Martla.  I  ha'  got  myself  unbound  yet ;  merciless 
villains, 

*  tirrah']  See  note,  p.  44. 
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I  never  felt  such  hardness  aince  life  dwelt  in  me; 
Tib  for  my  sjna.     That  light  in  yonder  window, 
That  was  my  only  comfort  in  the  woods. 
Which  oil  ihe  trembling  of  a  leaf  would  lose  me, 
Has  brought  me  thus  far;  yet  I  cannot  hope 
For  succour  in  this  plight,  the  world's  so  pitiless. 
And  every  one  will  fear  or  doubt  me  now  ; 
To  knock  will  be  too  bold  ;  I'll  to  the  gale, 
And  listen  if  I  can  hear  any  stirring. 


Enter  Frakcisco. 


Fran.   Was 


is'd!   1 


i 


Or  the  dew  dropping  from  the  leaves  above  me  ; 
I  thought  'l    had   bled   again.      These    wenching 

businesses 
Arc  strange  unlucky  things  and  fatal  fooleries  ; 
No  mar'l*  so  many  gallants  die  ere  thirty  ; 
"Tis  able  to  vex  out  a  man's  heart  in  five  year. 
The  crosses  that  belong  to't :  first,  arrested. 
That  set  me  back  two  mangy  hours  at  least ; 
Yet  that's  a  thing  my  beat  could  have  forgiven. 
Because  arresting,  in  what  kind  soever, 
Is  a  most  gentleman-like  affliction ; 
But  here,  within  a  mile  o'  th'  town,  forsooth. 
And  two  mile  off  this  place,  when  a  man's  oath 
Might  ha'  been  taken  for  his  own  security. 
And  his  thoughts  brisk  and  set  upon  the  business, 
To  light  upon  a  roguy  flight  of  thieves  ! 
Pox   on   'em,    here's    the   length   of  one   of  their 

whittles :' 
But  one  of  my  dear  rascals  I  pursu'd  so, 
The  gaol  has  him,  and  be  shall  bring  out's  fellows. 


'  teUlllei]    i.  e.   knjvf*.     Old    ed.   ■'  wLwtles," 
did  not  itarlle  pr^cediug  edilorB. 


Had  ever  young  man's  love  such  crooked  fortiir 

I'm  glad  I'm  so  rear  yel;   tlie  surgeon  hade  me 

Have  a  great  care  ;  I  shall  ne'er  think  ol'  (hat  nc 

Martia.  One  of  the  thieves  come  back  agai 

I'll  stand  close; 
He  dares  not  wrong  me  now,  so  near  the  house. 
And  call  in  vain  'tis,  till  I  see  him  otTer't. 

Fean,  'Life,  what  should  thai  be  !  a  prodigioi 

thing 
Stands  just  as  I  should  enter,  in  that  shape  too 
Which  always  appears  terrible. 
Whate'er  it  be,  it  is  made  strong  against  me 
By  my  ill  purpose  ;  for  'tis  man's  own  sin 
Hiat  puts  on  armour  upon  all  liis  evils, 
And  gives  them  strength  to  strike  him.  Were  it  It 
Than  nhat  it  is,  my  guilt  would  make  it  serve : 
A  wicked  man's  own  sliadow  has  distracted  him. 
Were  this  a  business  now  to  save  an  honour. 
As  'tis  to  spoil  one,  I  would  pass  this  then. 
Stuck  all  hell's  horrors  i'  thee :  now  I  dare  not. 
Why  may't  not  be  the  spirit  of  my  father, 
That  lov'd  this  man  so  well,  whom  1  make  haste 
Now  to  abuse?  and  I've  been  cross'd  about  it 
Moat  fearrull;  hitherto,  if  I  well  think  on't; 
Scap'd  death  but  lately  too,  nay,  most  miraculous] 
And  what  does  fond"  man  venture  all  these  ills  fc 
That  may  so  sweetly  rest  in  honest  peace  I 
For  that  which  being  obtain'd,  is  as  he  was 
To  his  own  sense,  but  remov'd  nearer  still 
To  death  eternal.     What  delight  has  man 
Now  at  this  present  for  his  pleasant  sin 
Of  yesterday's  committing?  'las,  'tis  vanish'd, 
And  nothing  but  tbe  sting  remains  within  him  I 

*  prodigbna]  See  note,  p.  5. 
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The  kind  man  bail'd  me  too;  I  will  not  do't  nov 
And'  'twere  but  only  that.     How  blest  were  mai 
Might  be  but  bave  his  end  appear  stil]  to  him, 
That  he  might  read  hU  actions  i'  th'  event ! 
'Twould  make  him  write  true,  though  he   never    I 

meant. 
Whose  check  soe'er  thon  art,  father's,  or  friend's, 
Or  enemy's,  I  thank  thee ;  peace  requite  thee  ! 
Light,  and  the  lighter  mistress,  both  farewell ! 
He  keeps  his  promise  best  that  breaks  with  hell. 

Martia.  He's  gone  to  call  the  rest,  and  makei  | 
all  speed ; 
I'll  knock,  whate'er  befalls,  to  please  my  fears, 
For  no  compassion  can  be  less  than  theirs. 

[^Knocks  at  the  door. 

Re-enter  Philifpa  and  Violetta  above. 
Phil.  He's  come,  he's  come  ! — O,  are  you  come  I 
at  last,  sir? 
Make  little  noise. — Away,  he'll  knock  again  else. 

[£ji(  nfcote  mVA  VmLETTA.  J 
Martia.  I  should  have  been  at  Istria,  by  day- 
break too ; 
Near  to  Valeria's  house,  the  wealthy  widow's. 
There  waits  one  purposely  to  do  me  good. 
^Vhat  will  become  of  me  1 

Enter  Viol  ETTA. 
Vio.  O,  you  area  sweet  gallant  I  this  your  hourl 
Give  me  your  hand ;  come,  come,  sir,  follow  me. 
I'll  bring  you  to  light  presently  :  soflly,  soAly,  air.    ' 
lExeuHt,  { 

'  ^ad]  i.  e.  if. 
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SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  Brandino's  Home. 

Enter  PniLiprA. 


n  him  up  to  all  tny  thoughts 
If  he  had  not  found  it ; 


L 


Phii..  I  should  ha'  gi 
The  dullest  young  niai 
So  short  of  apprehension  and  so  nortJiless, 
He  were  not  fit  for  woman's  fellowship: 
IVe  been  at  cost  too  for  a  banquet  for  him: 
Why,  'twould  ha'  kill'd  my  heart,  and  most  especially 
To  think  that  man  should  ha'  no  more  conceit ; ' 
I  should  ha'  thought  the  worse  on's  wit  for  ever. 
And  blam'd  mine  own  for  too  much  forwardness. 

EnlET  ViOtETTA. 

Vio.  O  mistress,  mistress  I 

Phil.  How  now 

Vio.  O,  I  was  o 
half! 

Phil.  Hah! 

Vio.  They  are  scarce  settled  yet,  mistress. 

Phil.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Vio.  Do  you  ask  that  seriously  ?J 
Did  you  not  hear  me  squeak  ? 

Pua.  How?  sure  thou  art 
Out  of  thy  wits  indeed. 

Vio.  O,  I'm  well  now. 
To  what  I  was,  mistress. 

Phil.  Why,  where's  the  gentleman  ? 

Vio.  The  gentleman's  forthcoming,  and  a  lovely 
one, 
But  not  Francisco. 

'  cBitcriO  >.  £■  Hiiickness  oFapprehenrion. 
I  atk  thai  leriDu/yJ   Thui  improred  in  Dodiley'i  Old  Play,, 
and  Weber's  B.  and  F.,  "  <uk  me  thai  queition  iirioiufy  /'' 
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L.  Whatsay'stl  not  FranciKco  ? 

,  Pish,  he's  a  coxcomb!  think  not  aft  him. 


Phil.  What's  all  this  1 

Vio.  I've  often  beard  you  say,  ye'd  rather  have 
A  wise  man  in  his  shirt  that)  a  fool  fealhcr'd  ; 
And  now  fortune  has  sent  you  one,  a  sweet  young 

gentleman, 
RobVd  even  to  nothing,  but  what  first  he  brought 

with  him ; 
The  slaves  had  atript  hira  to  the  very  sliirt,  mis- 

I  think  it  was  a  shirt ;  I  know  not  well, 
For  gallants  wear  both'  now-a-days. 

PutL.  This  is  strange. 

Vio.  But  for  a  face,  n  hand,  and  as  much  skin 
As  I  durst  look  upon,  he's  a  most  sweet  one; 
Francisco  is  a  child  of  Egypt**  to  him  : 
1  could  not  but,  in  pity  to  th'  poor  gt-ntleman. 
Fetch  him  down  one  of  my  old  master's  suits. 

Phil.  'Twas  charitably  done, 

Vio.  You'd  say,  mistress,  if  you  had  seen  bim 
as  [  did.  Sweet  youth!  I'll  be  sworn,  mistress, 
he's  the  loveliest,  propercst  young  gentleman,  and 
so  you'll  say  yourself,  if  ray  master's  clothes  do  not 
spoil  him,  that's  all  the  fear  now  ;  I  would  't  had 
been  your  luck  to  have  seen  him  without  'em,  but 
for  scaring  on  you, 

Phil.  Go,  prithee,  fetch  him  in,  whom  thou  com- 

mcnd'st  so.  [Exit  Violetta. 

Since  fortune  sends  him,  surely  we'll  make  much  on 

And  better  he  deserves  our  love  and  welcome 


i  both']  i.  e.  shirt!  ind  imocki : 
•mbUti  btiidei  Wmen,  act  i.  »c.  1 
'  child  Iff  Bgypi}  i.e.  gipsy. 


autlioi 


i  Mart  DU' 


Q  happily, 


1  will  have  trial  of  his  w 

Before  1  make  him  partner  with  my  hoi 


•Twaaji 


ind  he  dec 


d  me; 


I'll  take  more  heed  o'  th'  next  for't :  perhaps 

To  furnish  his  distress,  he  will  appear 

Full  of  fair,  promising  courtship ;  but  I'll  prove  him 

For  a  next  meeting,  when  he  needs  me  not. 
And  see  what  he  performs  then  when  the  storm 
Of  his  so  rude  misfortunes  is  blown  over. 
And  he  himself  again.     A  distrest  man's  flatteries 
Are  like  vows  made  in  drink,  or  bonds  in  prison  ; 
There's  poor  assurance  in  'em  :  when  he's  from  me. 
And  in's  own  power,  then  I  shall  see  his  love. 
'Mans,  here  he  comes. 


1  Bkandiko'b  clothes,  and 


eross'd  gentleman 
tirgin's  love 


Enter  Mai 


Martia.  Ne> 
More  happy  in 
Than  I  in  yours. 

Vio.  I'm  sorry  they're  no  better  for  you  ; 
I  wish'd  'em  handsomer  and  more  in  fashion, 
But  truly,  sir,  our  house  affords  it  not : 
There  is  a  suit  of  our  clerk's  hangs  i'  ih'  garret, 
But  that's  far  worse  than  this,  if  I  may  judge 
With  modesty  of  men's  matters. 

Martia.  I  deserve  not  this, 
Dear  and  kind  gentlewoman.     Is  yond  your  mis- 

Phii..  Why.  trust  me,  here's  my  husband  young 
again ! — 
It  is  no  sin  to  welcome  you,  sweet  gentleman. 
Mabtia.  1  am  so  much  indebted,  courteous  lady. 
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To  ihe  unmatched  cliarity  of  your  house. 

My  thanks  are  such  poor  things  they  would  but   | 

Phil,  fieshrew  thy  heart  for  bringing  o'  him!  I 

I  have  found  wit  enough  already  in  him. 

If  I  couid  truly  but  resolve'  myself 

My  husband  was  thus  handsome  at  nineteen. 

Troth,  I  should  think  the  belter  of  him  at  fourscore 

Vio,  Nay,  mistress,  what  would  he  be,  were  he 
in  fashion  — 
A  hempen  curse  on  those  that  put  him  out  on't ! — 
That  now  appears  bo  handsome  and  so  comely 
In  clothes  ahle  to  make  a  man  an  unbeliever, 
And  good  for  nothing  but  for  shift,  or  so. 
If  a  man  chance  to  fall  i'  ih'  ditch  with  better? 
This  is  the  best  that  ever  I  mark'd  in  'era, — 
A  man  may  make  him  ready"  in  such  clothes 
Without  a  candle. 

Phil.  Ay,  for  shame  of  himself,  wench. 

Vio.  My  master  does  it  oft  in  winter  mornings, 
And  never  sees  himself  till  he  be  ready. 

Phil.   No,  nor  then  neither,  as  he  should  do, 
wench. — 
I'm  sorry,  gentle  sir,  we  cannot  shew  you 
A  courtesy  in  all  points  answerable 
To  your  undoubted  worth  :  your  name,  I  crave,  air. 

Martia.  Ansaldo,  lady.  | 

Phil.  'Tis  a  noble  name,  sir. 

Maetia.  The  most  unfortunate  now  ! 

Vio.  So  do  I  think  truly. 
As  long  as  that  suit's  on. 
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Piiir..  The  moat  unfitting 

And  unproviiled'Bt,  sir,  of  all  o« 

I  do  presunne  is  that  you've  pas 

Your  pardon  but  for  that,  and  * 

Mahtia.  My  faithful  service 

PuiL.   Please  you,  sir,  to  taat 

'd  already ;                    ^^H 
ve're  encourag'd.             ^H 

lady.                                ^M 
E  the  next,                        ^H 

A  poor  alight  bDnrjuet,  for  sure 

Unluckily  prevented  of  your  su 

Martia.  Myfortunc makes  m 

lady. 

In  your  sweet  kindness,  which 

I  think  you  were             ^H 

pper,  air.                           H 
more  than  amends,         ^M 

so  nobly  shewn  to          ^^M 

It  makes  me  bold  to  speak  my 
I  am  this  morning,  that  with  cle 

ai^Ts's  now  '"'"  ''             1 

So  cheerfully  hastens  me,  to  meet  a  friend                        ^^M 
Upon  my  state's  establishing,  and  the  place                      ^^| 

Ten  mile  from  hence :  O,  I  am 

brc'd  unwillingly            ^^| 

To  crave  your  leave  for't,  which  done,  I  return               ^^| 

In  service  plentiful. 

^^B 

Phil.  Is't  so  important  ?                                                   ^H 
Martia.  If  I  should  fail,  as  much  as  my  undoing.         ^^M 
Phil,   I  think  too  well  of  you,  t'  undo  you,  sir,             ^^M 

Upon  this  small  acquaintance.                                             ^^M 
Martia.  My  great  happiness  !                                        ^^M 
Phil.  But  when  should  I  be  sure  of  you  here         ^^| 

Martia.  As  fast  as  speed  can 
PiijL.  You  will  not  fail ! 

possibly  return  me.         ^H 

Martia.  May  never  wish  go 

well  with  me  then  !          H 

Phil.   There's  to  bear  charge 

Martia.  Courtesy  dwells  in 

I  brought  my  horse  up  with  me 

That's  all  the  good  they  left  m 

s..iT.  [Give. pur.e.         ■ 

from  the  woods,               ^^M 
e,  'gainst  their  wills         ^H 

May  your  kind  breast  never  wa 
Bui  still  supplied  as  liberally  a 

nt  comfort,  lady,              ^H 
you  give                          ^M 

VOL.   III.                                 M  M 

J 

_^ 
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Phil.  Farewell,  sir,  and  be  faithful. 

Mahtia.  Time  shall  prove  me.  [^Exil. 

Phil.   In  my  opinion,   now,  this   young  man's 
likeliest 
To  keep  his  word;  he's  modest,  wise,  and  courteous. 
He  has  the  language  of  an  honest  soul  in  him  i 
A  woman's  reputation  may  lie  safe  there, 
I'm  much  deceiv'd  else;  has  a  faithful  eye, 
If  it  be  well  observ'd. 

Vio.  Good  speed  be  with  thee,  sir  !  — 
He  puts  him  to't,  i'faith.  [Looking  out. 

Phil.  Violetta. 

V,o.  Mistress? 

Phil,  Alas,  what  have  we  done,  wench  1 

Vio.  What's  the  mailer,  mistress  ? 

Phil-  Run,  run,  call  him  again  ;  he  must  stay, 
tell  him. 
Though  it  be  upon's  undoing ;  we're  undone  else  ; 
Your  master's  clothes,  they're  known  the  country 

Vio.  Now,  by  this  light,  that's  true,  and  well 
remember'd ; 
But  there's  no  calling  of  him,  he's  out  of  sight  now. 

Phil.  O,  what  will  people  think  ? 

Vio.  What  can  they  think,  mistress  ? 
The  gentleman  has  the  worst  on'i :  were  I  he  now, 
I'd  make  this  ten  mile  forty  mile  about, 
Before  I'd  ride  through  any  market-town  with  'em. 

Phil.  Will  he  be  careful,  think'st? 

Vio.  My  life  for  yours,  mistress. 

Phil.  I  shall  long  mightily  to  see  him  agen." 

Vio.  And  so  shall  I ;  I  shall  ne'er  laugh  till  then. 
[Exevni. 


ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

Near  Valeria's  Haute. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  Secmd  Suitor  on  one  tide,  and 
Valeria  and  First  Suilor  on  the  other. 

Ric.  It  goes  well  hitherto,  my  sweet  protector. 

Sec.  Suit.  Ay,  and  shall  still  to  th'  end,  to  th' 

end,  my  honey  : 

Wherefore  have  I  enough,  but  to  have't  go  well,  sir  ? 

First  Svit.    My  whole  state  on't,   thou   over- 


thro 


'•at  hilt 


Val.  I  hope  well  still,  sir. 

First  Suit.  Hope  1  be  certain,  wench  : 
I  make  no  question  now  but  thou  art  mine. 
As  sure  as  if  I  had  thee  in  thy  night-gear. 

Val.  Byrlady,"  ihat  I  doubt,  sir. 

First  Suit.  O,  'tis  clear,  wench. 
By  one  thing  that  I  mark'd. 

Val.  What's  that,  good,  sweet  sir  ? 

First  Suit.  A  thing  that  never  fail'd  me. 

Val.  Good  sir.  what? 

First  Suit.  1  heard  our  counsellor  speak  a  word 
of  comfort, 
Invita  volunlale  :  ha,  that's  he,  wench. 
The  word  of  words,  the  precious  chief,  i'faith  ! 

Val.  Invita  volunlale ;  what's  the  meaning,  sir  ? 

First  Suit.  Nay,  there  I  leave  you,  but  assure 
you  thus  much, 
I  never  heard  him  speak  that  word  i'  my  life. 
But  the  cause  went  on's  side,  that  I  mark'd  ever. 

Sec.  Suit.  Do,  do,  and  spare  not :  thou  wouldst 
talk  with  her  1 

'  Bgriadj/I  Sec  note,  p.  9. 
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Ric,  Yes,  with  your  leave  and  liking. 

Sec.  Suit.  Do,  my  adoption, 
My  chosen  child  ;  and"  tliou  liold'st  so  obedient, 
Sure  thou  wilt  live  and  cozen  all  my  kindred. 

Ric.  a  child's  part  in  your  love,  that's  my  am- 

Sec.  Suit.  Go,  and  deserve  it  then  ;   please  me 

I  love  wrangling  a'  life,P  boy,  there's  my  delight ; 
I  have  no  other  venery  but  vexation, 
That's  all,  my  honey,  now  :  smartly  now  to  her  ; 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Ric.  This  need  not  ha'  been,  widow. 

Val.  You  say  right,  sir  ; 
No,  nor  your  treachery,  your  close  conspiracy 
Against  me  for  my  wealtli,  need  not  ha'  been  neither. 


;achery 

meant  to  marry, 
eserv'd  for  wife. 

;  be  not  asham'd  a 


.  I  had  you  fairly  ;  I  s 
To  your  woman  that  I  never 
Much  more  to  you,  whom  I 

Val.  How,  wife! 

Ric.   Ay,  wife,  wife,  widow 
It's  the  best  calling  ever  woman  came  to, 
And  all  your  grace  indeed,  brag  as  you  list. 

Sec.  Suit.  Ha,  ha! 

Vai.  I  grant  you,  sir,  hut  not  to  be  your  wife. 

First  Suit.  O,  O  ! 

Ric.  Not  mme  ?  I  think  'tis  the  best  bargain 
That  e'er  thou  mad'st  i'  thy  life,  or  ever  shall  again. 
When  my  head's  laid,  but  that's  not  yet  this  three- 
score year ; 
Let's  talk  of  nearer  matters. 

Val.  You're  as  near,  sir. 
As  e'er  you're  like  to  be,  if  law  can  right  me. 

■>  and]  i.  e.  if. 

'  a'  /(/i>]  See  note,  p.  348 — altered,  in  Oodsle/e  Old  Play 
BOd  Welter's  3.  and  F.,  to  "  1  love  a  wraagliog  life  I " 


THE  WIDOW. 


Rie.  Now,    before 
vife. 


you  n 


Val.  Hot 

Ric.  Ay,  and  I  fear  you  spend  my  goods  lavishly. 

Val.  Your  goods  ? 

Ric.  I  Bhall  miss  much,  1  doubt  me, 
When  I  come  to  look  over  the  inventory. 

Val.  11]  give  you  my  word  you  shall,  sir. 

Ric.  Look  to't,  widow; 
A  night  may  come  will  call  you  to  account  for'i. 

Val.  0,  if  you  had  me  now,  air,  in  this  heat, 
I  do  but  think  how  you'd  be  reveng'd  on  me '. 

Ric.  Ay,  may  I  perish  else;  if  I  would  not  get 
Three  children  at  a  birth,  andi  I  could,  o'  thee  ! 

First  Suit.  Take  off  your  youngster  there, 

Sbc.  Suit.  Take  off  your  widow  first, 
He  shall  have  the  last  word,  I  pay  for't  dearly. — 
To  her  again,  sweet  boy,  that  side's  the  weaker : 
i  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Enter  Bhandino  and  Martino. 

Vai,.  O  brother,  see  I'm  up  to  th'  ears  in  law 

Look,  copy'  upon  copy. 

Brak.  'Twere  grief  enough. 
If  a  man  did  but  hear  on't,  but  I  am 
In  pain  to  see  it. 

Val.  What,  sore  eyes  still,  brother  ? 

Bic;^i<.  Worse  and  worse,  sister ;  the  old  woman's 

Does  me  no  good. 

Val.  Why,  't'as  help'd  many,  sir. 

«  and]  i.  e.  if. 

'  fopy]  "  i-  e.  plenty,  a  lenie  in  which  Bpn  Jonion  fre- 
quently used  pops,  from  cepia.  Hence  we  may  infer  ihal  he 
wrote  thi>  portion  of  the  play-  The  next  scene  ii  in  hia  beat 
manner."  Collieb.  Surely  in  the  text  "  copy  upon  copy" 
it  Co  be  underBtood  of  lan-papera. 


Bran,  !t  helps  not  me,  I'm  sure, 

Mar.  O,  0  ! 

Vai,.  What  ails  Martino  loo  ? 

Mar.  O,  O,  the  toolliache,  the  toothache 

Bbak.  Ah,  poor  worm  f  this  he  endures 


for  r 


There  beats  not  a  more  mutual  pulse  of  passion 
In  a  kind  husband  when  his  wife  breeds  child 
Than  in  Martino ;   I  ha'  mark'd  it  ever  ; 
He  breeds  all  niypains  in's  teeth  still,  and  to  quit* 

It  is  his  eye-tooth  too. 

Mar.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay. 

Val.  Where  did  1  hear  late  of  a  skilful  felloK-. 
Good  for  all  kind  of  maladies?  true,  true,  sir; 
His  flag  hangs  out  in  town  here  i'  ih'  Cross  Inn, 
With  admirable  cures  of  all  conditions; 
It  shews  him  a  great  travelling  and  learn'd  empiric. 

Bras.  We'll  both  to  him,  Martino. 

Val.  Hark  you,  brother  ; 
Perhaps  you  may  prevail,  as  one  indifferent. 

First  Shit.  Ay,  about  that,  sweet  widow, 

Val.  True;  speak  low,  sir. 

Bran.  Well,  what's  the  business  ?  say,  say. 

Val.  Marry,  this,  brother ; 
Call  the  young  man  aside  from  the  old  wolf  there. 
And  whisper  in  his  ear  a  thousand  dollars. 
If  he  will  vanish  and  let  fall  the  suit. 
And  never  put's  to  no  more  cost  and  trouble. 

First  San,  Say  me  those  words,  good  sir,  I'll 
make  'em  worth 
A  chain  of  gold  to  you  at  your  sister's  wedding. 

Bban.  I  shall  do  much  for  thai, 
£nter  Viol  ETTA. 

Val,  Welcome,  sweetheart, 

■  /o  jiii/}  i.  e.  to  be  even — equal  with. 
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Thou  com'st  most  happily  ;  I'm  hold  to  send  for  thee 
To  make  a  purpose  good. 

Vio.  I  lake  deliffhi,  foraooth, 
In  any  such  employment. 

First  Suit.  Good  wench,  trust  me. 

Ric.  How,  sir,  let   fall   the  suit?    'life,  I'll  go 
naked  first. 

Bran.  A  thousand  dollars,  sir,  think  upon  them. 

Ric.  Why,  they're  but  &  thousand  dollars,  when 
tliey're  thought  on. 

Bban,  a  good  round  sum, 

Ric.  A  good  round  widow's  better  ; 
There's  meat  and  money  too.     I  have  been  bought 
Out  of  my  lands,  and  yielded  ;  but,  air,  scorn 
To  be  bouRhi  out  of  my  affection. 

Bban.  Why,  here's  even  just  my  university  spirit; 
I  priz'd  a  piece  of  red  deer  above  gold  then. 

Ric.  My  patron  would  be  mad,  and'  he  should 

Mar.  I  pray,  what's  good,  sir,  for  a  wicked  tooth? 
Ric.  Hang'd,  drawn, and  quartering:  ia't  a  hollow 

one? 
Mab.  Ay,  'tis  a  hollow  one. 
Ric.  Then  take  the  powder 
Of  a  burnt  warrant,  mix'd  with  oil  of  felon. 
Mas.  Why  sure  you  mock  me. 
Ric.  Troth,  1  think  I  do,  sir. 
Sec.Suit.  Come  hither,  honey  ;  what's  the  news? 


Bran.  He  will  not  be  bought  out. 

Val.  No  ?  that's  strange,  brother  ; 
Pray  take  a  little  pains  about  this  project  then. 
And  try  what  that  effects. 

Bkak.  I  like  this  better. — 
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Look  you,  sweet  gentles,  see  what  I  produce  here 

For  amity's  sake  and  peace,  to  end  all  controversy ; 

This  gentlewoman,  my  charge,  left  by  her  friends, 

Whom  for  her  person  and  her  portion 

I  could  bestow  most  richly,  but  id  pity 

To  her  affection,  which  lies  bent  at  you,  sir, 

I  am  content  to  yield  to  her  desire. 

Ric.  At  me? 

Bran.  But  for  this  jar,  't  had  ne'er  been  ofifer'd. 
I  bring  you  flesh  and  money,  a  rich  heir, 
And  a  maid  too,  and  that's  a  thing  worth  thanks,  sir. 
Nay,  one  that  has  rid  fifteen  mile  this  morning 
For  your  love  only. 

Sec.  Suit.  Honey,  hearken  after  her  ; 
Being  rich,  I  can  have  all  my  money  there  ; 
Ease  my  purse  well,  and  never  wage  law  further: 
I  have  enough,  yet  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Ric.  Do  you  love  me,  forsooth? 


litely! 

Ric.  I  do  not  ask  the4 

But  only  to  know  what  ci 

Vio.  My  time  was  con 

Ric.  'Las,  poor  soul ! 


,  P" 


thee? 


.  that  I  meant  to  have  thee, 
me  in  thy  head  to  love  me. 
e,  sir  ;  that's  all  !  can  say. 
where  didst  thou  love  me 


Vio.  In  happy  hour  be't  spoke,  out  at  a  window, 
Ric.  a  window?  prithee,  clap't  to,  and  call  it 

What  was  I  doing  then,  should  make  thee  love  mc  ? 

Vio.  Twirling    your     band-string,    which,    me- 
thought,  became  you 
So  generously  well. 

Ric.  'Twas  a  good  quality  to  choose  a  husband 
for ;  that  love  was  likely  to  be  tied  in  matrimony 
that  begun  in  a  band-string;  yet  1  ha'  known  as 
much  come  to  pass  ere  now  upon  a  tassel.     Fare 
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you  well,  sister  ;  I  may  be  cozened  in  a  maid,  I 
cannot  in  a  widow. 

Sec.  Suit.  An  thou  come  home  again  ?  stick'st 
thou  there  alillf 
I  will  defend  thee  still  then. 

First  Sdit.  Sir,  your  malice 
Will  have  enough  on't. 

Sec.  Suit.  I  will  hove  my  humour. 

First  Suit.  Beggary  will  prove  the  sponge. 

Sec.  Suit.  Sponge  i'  thy  gascoyns, 
Thy  gally-gascoyns  °  there  1 

Ric.  Ha,  brave  protector  1 

Bkan.  I  thought  'twould   come    to    open  wars 
again: 
Let  'em  agree  as  they  will,  Iwo  tesiy  fops! 
I'll  have  a  care  of  mine  eyes. 

Mar.  I  of  my  chops.  {_Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  the  Crois  Inn. 

EnttT  Latrociniu   diigahed  as  an   empiric,   and 

Occur.To  as  las  man. 

Lat.  Away,  out  with  the  banner !  send's  good 

luck  to-day  ! 

Occ.  I  warrant  you;  your  name's  spread,  sir,  for 

an  empiric : 

[Hanging  up  a  Banner  of  Cures  and  Disease!. 
There's  an  old  mason  troubled  with  the  stone 
Has  sent  to  you  this  morning  for  your  counsel, 


He 


•ukl  h 


IS  mornmg  lor  youi 


'  Lat.  Marry,  I  cannot  blame  him,  sir; 
But  how  he  will  come  by't,  there  lies  the  question. 
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Occ.  You  must  do  somewhat,  sir;  for  he's  swoln 
most  piteously. 
Has  urine  in  him  now  was  brew'd  last  March. 

Lat.  'Twill  be  rich  gear  for  dyers. 

Oec,  I  would  'twere  come  to  that,  sir. 

Lat.  Le'  me  see, 
I'll  send  htni  a  whole  musket- charge  of  gunpowder.* 

Occ.  Gunpowder  7  what,  sir,  to  break  the  stone  7 

Lat.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  sir. 
It  is  the  likeliest  thing  I  know  to  ila't; 
I'm  sure  it  breaks  stone-walla  and  castlea  down; 
I  see  no  reason  but't  should  break  the  atone. 

Occ.  Nay,  use  your  pleasure,  sir. 

Lat.  Troth,  if  that  do  not, 
lothing  else  that  will. 


Occ.  I  know  that 
Lat.  Why  tlier 

Go  call  in  all  ibe 


!  employment  for  them. 
[_Exit  OceuLTO. 
When  the  highways  grow  thin  wiih  travellers, 
And  few  portmanteaus  stirring,  as  all  trades 
Have  their  dead  time  we  see,  thievery  poor  takings. 
And  lechery  cold  doings,  and  so  forwards  still ; 

m  lend  kim  a  ahalr  miakrt-ehargt  i^ gtmpowdtr.  Sec.  &c.] 
Sa  in  TV  UaiKtl  Lau/yer.  Acted  by  Ihr  Qvttnci  Maittliti  Ser- 
pantt.     Written  by  S.  S.  1616.  Mo. ; 

"  Valentine.  What  i^'t  Sir,  Ibat  1117  Art  onnot  extend  to  t 
CRiei.  Tbc  itone,  [he  stone:   1  un  |tiiti fully grip'd With 

Lei's  xce.     Me  thinks  a  little  Gun-powder 
Should  haue  tome  itrange  relation  to  thia  Gt. 
I  haue  leene  Gun-powder  ofl  driue  out  iloue* 
From  Forts  and  CaBtlc-WHlli."  S;o.  Sig.  P  2. 

CoacemiDg  this  pauage,  lee  my  remark,  p.  340. 
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Then  do  I  take  tn;  inn,  and  thnse  ciirmudgconR 

Whose  purses  I  can  never  get  abroad, 

I  lake  'em  at  more  ease  here  i'  my  diamber, 

And  make  'em  come  to  me  ;  it's  more  state-like  too. 

Hang  him  that  lias  but  one  way  to  his  trade  I 

He's  like  a  mouth  that  eats  but  on  one  side. 

And  half-cozens  his  belly,  'specially  if  he  dine  'mong 

shavers 
And  both-handed  feeders. — Stratio,  Silvio,  and  Fi- 


here'a  parts  for  you. 

;o  several  shapes, 

lay  be  a  miller. 

les  too  near  a  thief; 


Enter  Silvio,  Str^ 
I  will  have  none  leH  out,  I 

SiL.  For  us  1  pray  let  u 

Lat.  Change  yourselve 
With  all  speed  possible  in 
Far  from  your  own  :  as,  y 
A  grazier  you  -,  and  you  r 

Fid.  O  no,  a  miller  comes  too  at 
That  may  spoil  all  again. 

Lat.  Some  country  tailor  then. 

Fid,  That's  near  enough,  byrlady,"  yet  I'll  ven- 
ture that ; 
The  miller's  a  white  devil,  he  wears  his  theft 
Like  innocence  in  badges  most  apparently 
Upon  his  nose,  sometimes  between  his  lips  ; 
The  tailor  modestly  between  his  legs. 

Lat,  Why,  pray,  do  you  'present  that  modest 
thief,  then ; 
And  hark  you,  for  the  purpose. 

Sii,.  'Twill  improve  you,  sir. 

Lat.  'Twill  get  believers,  believe  that,  my  mas- 
ters. 
Repute  and  confidence,  and  make  all  things  clearer ; 

"  byrtad^l  See  note,  p.  6. 


When  you  see  any  come,  repair  you  to  iiie, 
As  samples  of  my  skill :  there  are  fen  arts 
But  have  their  shadows,  sirs,  to  set  'em  otT; 
Then  where  the  art  itself  is  but  a  shadow, 
What  need  is  there,  my  friends  I   Make  haste,  anay, 
sirs.    {_Bxeunl  Silvio,  Stbatio,  and  Fiddcio. 

Re-enter  Occulto,  I 

Occ,  Where  are  you,  sir!  I 

Lat.  Not  far,  man;  what's  the  news? 
Occ.  Th'  old  justice,  sir,  whom  we  robb'd  once 
by  moonlight, 
And  bound  his  man  and  he  in  haycock  time 
With  a  rope  made  of  horse-meat,  and  in  pity 
Left  their  mares  by  'em,  which,  I  think,  ere  mid- 
night 

Did  eat  their  hay-bound  masters  both  at  liberty 

Lat.  'Life,  what  of  him,  man  ? 
Occ.  He's  inquiring  earnestly 
For  the  great  man  of  art,  indeed  for  you,  air ; 
Therefore  withdraw,  sweel  sir;  make  yourself  dainty 

And  that's  three  parts  of  any  profession. 

Lat.  I  have  enough  on't,  [Exit. 

Enter  Martia  in  Brakdino's  chlkes. 
Occ.  How  now,  what  thing's  this  7 
Now,  by  this  light,  the  second  part  o'  th'  justice 
Newly  reviv'd,  with  never  a  hair  on's  face. 
It  should  be  the  first  rather  by  his  smoothness, 
But  I  ha'  known  the  first  part  written  last :' 

'  IhefinI  pari  wrillsn  (ojlj  "  Thi«  alluijei  to  the  finl  and 
second  parti  ofhiBIorical  plays  and  tragedies,  nbich  had  been 
■o  much  in  faihioii.  It  hos  been  s^ceruined  in  mare  Ibui  one 
ioHlaDce,  that  the  lirsl  pan  of  a  succeiBfui  play  nas  written 
after  the  second  bad  met  with  applause."    Collier. 


Tis  lie,  or  let  roe  petish,  the  yoang  gentleman 
We  robb'd  and  stnpt ;  but  I  am  far  froia  knoivledge 
now.  [A^de. 

Mahtia.  One  word,  I  pray,  sir. 

Occ.  With  me,  gentle  sir  1 

Mabtu.  Was  there  not  lately  seen  about  these 

A  knot  of  fellows,  whose  conditions 
Are  privily  suspected  ? 

Oec.  Why  do  you  ask,  sir ! 

Martia.    There  was   a  poor  young  gentleman 
robb'd  last  night. 

Occ.  Robb'd? 

Martia.  Siript  of  all,  i'faiih. 

Occ.  O  beastly  rascals  ! 
'Las,  what  was  he  ? 

Martia.  Look  o'  mc,  and  know  him,  sir. 

Occ.  Hard'bearted  villains !  strip  1  troth,  when 
I  saw  you, 
Metbought  those  clothes  were  never  made  for  you, 

Martia.  Want  made  me  glad  o'  'em. 
Occ.  Send  you  better  foriunes,  sir  ! — 
That  we  may  have  a  bout  with  you  once  again. 

Martia.  I  thank  you  for  your  wish  of  love,  kind 


Occ.  'Tis  with  my  heart,  i'faith ;  now  a 


2  of 


And  better  clothes 

Mahtia.  There 

And  charitably-n 


vith  y 


h  you! 
;'s  some  honest  yel, 
inded.     How,  what's  here  to  do  ? 
[Reads  on  the  banner. 
Here  within  tkii  place  it  car'd 
All  the  griefs  that  ivere  ever  endur'd. 
Nay,  there  thou  ticsl ;  !  endur'd  one  last  night 
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Thou  canst  Qot  cure  this  morning  ;  a  Etrange  pro- 
miser !  [«ead*. 

Palsy,  govt,  hydropic  humour. 
Breath  that  ttin/iM  beyond  perfumer, 
Ftilida  in  ano,  ulcer,  megrim, 
Or  what  dUetue  soe'er  beleaguer  'em, 
Stone,  rupture,  tquinaiicy,  impoathume ; 
Yet  too  dear  it  thall  not  cott  'em. 

That's  conscionably  said,  i'faith.  \_Readt. 

In  brief,  you  cannot,  I  assare  you. 
Be  aniound  so  fast  ax  I  can  cure  you. 

Byrlady,'  you  shall  pardon  me,  I'll  not  iry't,  sir. 

Enter  Beandino  and  Martino. 

Bran.  Martino,  is  not  yond  ray  hinder  parts? 

Mar,  Yes,  and  your  fore  parts  too,  sir. 

Bran.   I  trow  bo; 
I  never  saw  my  hind  parts  in  my  life  else. 
No,  nor  my  fore  ones  neither, — What  are  you,  sir  1 
Are  you  ajustice,  pray? 

Martia.  Ajustice?  no,  truly. 

Brak.  How  came  this  suit  to  you,  then? 

Martia.  How  this  suit? 
Why,  must  he  needs  be  a  justice,  sir,  that  wears  it  ? 

Bkan.  You'll  iind  it  so;  'twas  made  for  nobody 

I  paid  for't. 

Martia,  O  strange  fortune !  I've  undone 
The  charitable  woman.  [Aside. 

Bran.  He'll  be  gone. 
Martino,  hold  him  fast,  I'll  call  for  aid. 

Martia.  Hold  me  ?  O  curse  of  fate ! 

[Strikes  Maktino. 

Mar,  O  master,  master ! 


>  SyrJoEly]  See  ni 
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Bran.   What  ails  Martino  ? 

Mar.   In  my  conscience, 
Has  beat  out  the  wrong  tooth  ;   I  feel  it  now 
Three  degrees  off. 

Bran.  O  slave,  spoiFd  a  fine  penman ! 

Martia.  He  lack'd  good  manners,  though ;  lay 
hands  o'  me  ? 
I  scorn  all  the  deserts  that  belong  to  it. 

Re-enter  Latrocinio. 

Lat.  Why,  how  now  ?  what's  the  broil  ? 

Bran.  The  man  of  art, 
I  take  you,  sir,  to  be. 

Lat.  I'm  the  professor 
Of  those  slight  cures  you  read  of  in  the  banner. 

Bran.  Our  business  was  to  you,  most  skilful  sir ; 
But  in  the  way  to  you,  right  worshipful, 
I  met  a  thief. 

Lat.  a  thief? 

Bran.  With  my  clothes  on,  sir : 
Let  but  the  hose'  be  search 'd,  I'll  pawn  my  life 
There's  yet  the  tailor's  bill  in  one  o'  th'  pockets. 
And  a  white  thimble  that  I  found  i'  moonlight — 
Thou  saw'st  me  when  I  put  it  in,  Martino  ? 

Mar.  Oy,  oy ! 

Bran.  O,  has  spoil'd 
The  worthiest  clerk  that  e'er  drew  warrant  here ! 

Lat.  Sir,  you're  a  stranger,  but  I  must  deal  plain 
with  you ; 
That  suit  of  clothes  must  needs  come  oddly  to  you. 

Martia.  I  dare  not  say  which  way,  that's  my 
affliction.  \_Aside, 

Lat.  Is  not  your  worship's  name  signor  Bran- 
dino,  sir  ? 

*  hose]  i.  e.  breeches — altered  in  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  and 
Weber's  B.  and  F.,  to  "  coat  I" 
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Bran.  It  has  been  so  theKe  threescore  year[8]  and 
upwards. 

Lat.  1  heard  there  was  a  robbery  done  last  night 
Near  lo  your  house. 

Martia.  You  heard  a  truth  then,  sir. 
And  I  the  man  was  robb'd. 

Lat.  Ah,  that's  too  gross  ! — 
Send  hira  away  for  fear  of  farther  mischief; 
I  do  not  like  him,  he's  a  cunning  knave. 

Lat.  Within  there  ! 

Enter  Ser cants. 


URAN.  aeize  upon 
rhat  impudent  thief. 
Martia.  Then  hcj 
Bran,  Away ! 
'11  neither  hear  thee  speak,  nor  wear  those  cI6t!ieB 

again.— 
Po  prison  with  the  varlet ! 
Mahtia.  How  am  I  pnntsh'dl 
Bran.  I'll  make  thee  bring  out  all  before  I  leave 
thee,  [£j:CTinl  Servants  tvitk  Martia. 

Lat,  You've  took  an  excellent  course  with  this 

bold  villain,  sir. 
Bran.  I'm  sworn  for  service  to  the  commonwealth, 


Enter  Silvio,  Stratio,  and  Fmucio,  ditguued. 
What  are  these,  learned  sir? 

Lat.  O,  they're  my  patients. — 
Good  morrow,  gout,  rupture,  and  palsy. 

Stra.  'Tis  farewell   gout  almost,  1  thank  your 
worship. 

Lat.  What,  no,  you  cannot  part  so  soon,  I  hope  ? 
You  came  but  lately  to  me. 


Stba.  But  moat  happily  ; 
I  can  go  near  to  leap,  sir.  [^Lcaps, 

Lat.  What,  you  cannot  ? 
Away,  I  say !    take    heed,    be    not    too   vent'rous 

Ikoiighi 
I've  had  you  but  three  days,  remember  that. 

Stba.  Those  three  are  better  than  three  hundred, 
sir.  [Leaps, 

Lat.  Yet  again? 

Stra.  Ease  takes  pleasure  to  be  known,  sir. 

Lat.  You  with  the  rupture  there,  hernia  in  scro- 

Pray  let  me  see  your  apace'  this  morning ;  walk,  sir, 
I'll  take  your  distance  siraight;  'twas  F.  O.  yes- 
terday : 
All,  sirrah,  here's  a  simple  alteration  1 
Secundo  grada,  ye  F.  U.  already  ; 
Here's  a  most  happy  change.     Be  of  good  comfori. 

Your  knees  are  come  within  three  inches  now 
Of  one  another  ;  by  to-morrow  noon, 
I'll  make  'em  kiss  and  jostle. 

SiL.  Bless  your  worship! 

Brak.  You've  a  hundred  prayers  in  a  morning, 

Lat.  Faith,  we've  a  few  to  pass  away  the  day 
with.— 
Tailor,  you  had  a  stitch  7 

Fid.   0,  good  your  worship, 
I  have  had  none  since  Easter :  were  I  rid 
But  of  this  whoreson  palsy,  I  were  happy  ; 
I  cannot  thread  my  needle. 

Lat.  No  7  that's  hard  ; 
I  never  mark'd  so  much. 


t  an  instant! 
n  from  shaking  7 
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Fid.  It  comes  by  fita,  sir. 

Lat.  Alas,  poor  man ! — What  would  j 
Khip  say  now 
To  see  me  help  this  fellow  a 

Bran.  And  make  him  firn 

Lat.  As  a  steeple. 
From  the  disease  on't. 

Bran.  'Tib  to  me  miraculous. 

Lat,  You  with  your  whoremaater  disease,  come 

Here,  take  me  this  round  glass,  and  hold  It  stedfast ; 
[Gwet  gUtti. 
Yet  more,  sir  ;  yet,  I  say  ;  so. 

Bbah.  Admirable  '. 

Lat.  Go,  live,  and  thread  thy  needle. 

Bkan.  Here,  Mart ino : — 
Alas,  poor  fool,  his  mouth  is  Ml  9f  praises, 
And  cannot  utter  'em. 

Lat.  No?  what's  the  malady? 

Brak.  The  fury  of  a  toolh. 

Lat.  a  tooth?  ha,  ha.' 
I  thought 't  had  been  some  gangrene,  Sstula, 
Canker,  or  rames. 

Bban.  No,  it's  enough  as  'tis,  sir. 

Lat.  My  man  shall  ease  that  straight. — B 

down  there,  air —     [Martino  teatt  himtelf. 
Take  the  tooth,  sirrah,  daintily,  insensibly — 
But  what's  your  worship's  malady  ?  that's  for  me. 

Bran.  Marry,  pray,  look  you,  sir;    youc  wor- 
ship's counsel 
About  mine  eyes, 

Lat.  Sore  eyes  ?  that's  nothing  too,  air. 

Bkan.  Byrlady,*  I  that  feel  it  think  it  somewhat. 


■  Bgrladg']  See  noli 
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,  pricking  aches, 


Rupinres,  or  apostemaies  ? 

Bran.  No,  by  my  faith,  sir, 
Nor  do  I  desire  to  have  'em. 

Lat.  Those  are  cures  ; 
There  do  I  win  tny  fame,  sir. — Quickly,  sirrah. 
Reach  me  the  eye-cup  hither. — 

[OccuLTo  gives  him  the  eye-cup. 
Do  you  make  water  well,  sir? 

Brak.  I'm  all  well  there. 

Lat.  You  feel  no  grief  i'  th'  kidney  ? 

Bran.  Sound,  sound,  sound,  sir. 

Lat.  O,  here's  a  breath,  air,  I  must  talk  withal, 
Otie  of  these  mornings. 

Bran.  There  I  think,  i'faith, 
I  am  to  hiamc  indeed,  and  my  wife's  words 
Are  come  to  pass,  sir. 

Mar.  O,  O  I  'tis  not  that,  'tis  not  that ! 

\Whik  OccCLTo  gii-es  a  jmll  at  one  of  his  teeth. 
It  is  the  next  beyond  it ;  there,  there,  there ! 

Occ.  The  best  have  their  mistakings  :  noi*  I'U 

Bran.  What's  that,  sweet  sir,  that  comforts  with 

his  coolness  1 
Lat.  O,  sovereign  gear  :  wink  hard,  and  keep  it 

\_Wk\le  lie  applieg  the  eye-cup  to  Brandino, 
he  pickn  his  pocket. 
Mar.  O,  O,  O  ! 

Occ.  Nay,  here  he  goes ;  one  twitch  more,  and 
he  conies,  sir. 
{While  he  draws  one  o/'Martino's  teeth,  /le 
picki  hii  pocket. 
Mar.  Auh,  ho ! 
Occ.  Spit  out  ,*  I  told  you  he  was  gone,  sir. 
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Bran.  How  cheers  Martino  ? 

Mah,  O,  I  can  answei  you  now,  master ; 
I  Teel  great  caae,  sir. 

Brak.  So  do  I,  Martino. 

Mar.  I'm  rid   of  a  sore  burden,  for  my  part, 
roaster. 
Of  ascaldMitllc  one. 

Lat.  Please  but  your  worship  now 
To  take  three  drops  of  the  rich  water  with  you, 
I'll  undertake  your  man  shall  cure  you,  air, 
At  twice  i'  your  own  chamber. 

Brak.  Shallheso,  sir? 

Lat.  I  will  uphold  him  in't. 

Mas.  Then  will  I  do'i,  sir.  ' 

Lat.  How  lively  your  man's  now  ! 

Mak.  O,  I'm  so  light,  methinks, 
Over  I  was  »• 

Bran.  What  is't  contents  your  worship? 

Lat.  Even  what  your  worship  please ;  I  am  not 
mercenary. 

Bran,  My  purse  is  gone,  Martino! 

Lat.  How,  your  purse,  sir  ? 

Bran.  'Tis  gone,  i'faith  ;  I've  been  among  some 
rascals. 

Mar.  And  that's  a  thing 
I  ever  gave  you  warning  of,  master ;  you  care  not 
What  company  you  run  into. 

Brak.  Lend  me  some  money  ;  chide  me  anon,  I 
prithee. 
A  pox  on  'em  for  vipers  !  they  ha'  suck'd  blood 

Mar.  O  master ! 


Mar.  My  purse  is  gone  too  ! 

BsAN.  How? 
I'll  ne'er  take  warning  more  oflhee  while  Hive  then; 
Thou  art  an  hypocrite,  and  art  not  fit 
To  give  good  counsel  to  ihy  master,  (hat 
Canst  not  keep  from  ill  company  thyself. 

Lat.  This  is  most  strange,  sir  ;  both  your  purses 

Mar,  Sir,  I'd  my  hand  on  mine  when  I  came  in. 

Lat,  Are  you  but  sure  of  that?  O,  would  you 
were  I 

Mar.  As  I'm  of  ease. 

Lat.  Then  they're  both  gone  one  nay. 
Be  that  your  comfort. 

Bhan.  Ay,  but  what  way's  that,  sir? 

Lat.  That  close  knave  in  your  clothes  has  got 
'em  both  ; 
'Tis  well  you've  clapt  liim  fast. 

Bran.  Why,  that's  impossible. 

Lat.  O,  tell  not  me,  sir !    I  ha'  known  purses 

And  the  thief  stand  and  look  one  ftill  i'  ih'  face, 
As  I  may  do  your  worship  and  your  man  now. 

Mah.  Nay,  that's  roost  certain,  master. 

Bran.  I  will  make 
That  rascal  in  my  clothes  answer  all  this  then, 
And  all  the  robberies  that  have  been  done 
Since  the  moon  chang'd, — Get  you  home  first,  Mar- 

And  know  if  any  of  my  wift's  things  are  missing. 
Or  any  more  of  mine  :  tell  her  he's  taken. 
And  by  that  token  he  has  took  both  our  purses. 

Mar.  That's  an  ill  token,  master. 

Bran.  That's  all  one,  sir. 
She  must  have  that  or  nothing  ;  for  I'm  sure 
The  rascal  has  left  nothing  else  fur  a  token. 


e  part  o'  tli'  way. 


Begone ! 

Make  haste  again,  and  meet  n 

Mae.  I'll  hang  the  villain, 
And  'twere  for  nothing  bm  the  aouse  he  gave  me. 
lExit. 

Bran.  Sir,  1  depart  asham'd  of  my  requital, 
And  leave  this  seal-ring  with  you  as  a  pledge 
Of  further  thankfulness.  [Gieet  ring. 

Lat.  No,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 

Bran.  Indeed  you  shall,  sir. 

Lat.  O,  your  worship's  word,  sir. 

Bran.  You  shall  have  my  word  too,  for  a  rare 
gentleman 
As  e'er  I  met  withal.  {Exit. 

Lat.  Clear  sight  be  with  you,  sit ; 
If  conduit-water,  and  my  hostess'  niilk. 
That  comes  with  the  ninth  child  now,  may  afibrd  it ! 
'Life,  I  fear'd  none  but  thee,  my  villanous  tooth- 

Occ.  There  was  no  fear  of  me ;  I've  odea  tnld 
yon 
I  was  bound  prentice  to  a  barber  once. 
But  ran  away  i'  th'  second  year. 

Lat.  Ay,  marry, 
That  made  thee  give  a  pull  at  the  wrong  tooth. 
And  me  afraid  of  diee.     What  have  we  there,  sirs? 

Occ.  Some  threescore  dollars  i'  the  master's  purse, 
And  sixteen  in  the  clerk's,  a  silver  seal, 
Two  or  three  amber  beads,  and  four  blank  warrants. 

Lat.  Warrants !   where  be  ihey  t  the  best  news 
came  yet : 
'Mass,  here's  his  hand,  and  here's  his  seal ;  1  thank 

him: 
This  comes  most  luckily;  one  of  our  fellows 
Was  took  last  night,  we'll  set  him  first  at  liberty. 
And  other  good  boys  after  bim ;  and  if  he 
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In  iV  old  justice's  suit,  whom  we"^  robb'd  lately, 
Will  come  ofT  roundly,"  we'll  net  him  Tree  too. 

Occ.  That  were  a  good  deed,  fiLith ;  we  may,  in 
pity. 

Lat.  There's  nothing  done  merely  for  pity  now- 

Money  or  ware  must  help  too. 

Song,  in  parts,  by  Latrocihio  and  the  rest. 
Gioe  me  fortune,  give  me  health. 
Give  me  freedom,  I'll  get  wealih: 
Who  complains  htsfate't  amUs, 
When  he  hai  the  rvide  world  hit? 
He  that  hai  the  devil  in  fee 
Can  have  but  ail,  and  so  have  we. 
Give  vt  fortune,  give  us  health. 
Give  tu  freedom,  we'll  get  wealth. 
In  every  hamlet,  town,  and  city. 
He  lias  lands  that  wai  born  willy. 

lE.eun,. 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 
A  Room  in  Bramdiko's  Houie. 
Enter  Philippa  and  Vio 


Phil.  How  well  this  gentleman  keeps  his  pro- 
Sure  there's  no  trust  in  man, 

Vio.  They're  all  Franciscos, 
That's  my  opinion,  mistress  ;  fools,  or  iahe  ones. 
He  might  have  had  the  honesty  yet,  i'failh, 
To  send  my  master's  clothes  home. 


Phil.  Ay,  those  clothes  ! 

Vio.  CoUiera  come  by  the  door  every  day,  mis- 
Nay,  this  is  niarket'day  too,  poulterers,  butchers ; 
They  would  have  Iain  most  daintily  in  a  pannier. 
And  kept  veal  from  ihe  wind. 

Phii..  Those  clothes  much  trouble  me. 

Vio.  Failh,  and'  he  were  a  gentleman,  as  he 
seem'd 
To  be,  they  would  trouble  him  too,  I  think ; 
Melhinks  he  should  liave  small  desire  to  keep  *em. 

Phil.  Faith,  and  less  pride  to  near  'em,  I  should 
think,  wench, 
Unless  he  kept  'em  as  a  testimony 
For  after-limes,  to  shew  what  misery 
He  past  in  his  young  days,  and  then  weep  o'er  'em. 

Vio.  Weep,  mistress ! 
Nay,  sure,  melhinks  he  should  not  weep  for  laughing. 

Enter  Marti  no. 

Phil.  Martino  ?    O,  we're  spoii'd,  wench!    are 

they  come  then  1 
Mab.  Mistress,  be  of  good  cheer,  I've  excellent 

news  for  you  ; 
Comfort  your  heart.     What  have  you  to  breakfast, 


You  shall  have  all  again,  I  warrant  you. 
Phil,  What  says  he,  wench  ? 
Vio.  I'm  loBlh  to  understand  him. 
Mar,  Give  me  a  note  of  all  your  things,  s' 
mistress ; 

You  shall  not  lose  a  hair,  take't  of  my  word; 

We  have  him  safe  enough. 

•  a>tj]\.e.i!. 
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Phil.  O,  'las,  sweet  wench. 
This  man  talks  fearfully  ! 

Vio.  And  I  know  not  what  yet ; 
That's  the  worst,  misiress. 

Mar.  Can  you  tell  me,  pray. 
Whether  the  rascal  has  broke  ope  my  desk  or  no  ? 
There's  a  fine  little  barrel  of  pome-citrons 
Would  have  serv'd  me  this  seven  year  :  O,  and  my 

fig-cheeae ! 
The  fig 'of  everlasting  obloquy 
Go  with  him,  if  he  have  eat  it !  I'll  make  haste  ; 
He  cannot  eat  it  all  yet.     He  was  taken,  mistress, 
Grossly  and  beastly  ;  how  do  you  think,  i'faith  ? 

Phil.  1  know  not,  sir. 

Mar.  Troth,  in  my  master's  clothes  : 
Would  any  thief  but  a  beast  been  taken  so  ? 

Phil.  Wench,  wench  ! 

Vio.  I  have  grief  enough  of  mine  own  to  tend, 


Phil.  Did  he  confess  the  robbery  ? 
Mar.  O  n 


ming  rascal,  he  confess'd  nothing  ; 
While  we  were  examining  on  him,  he  took  away 
My  master's  purse  and  mine,  but  confess'd  nothing 
still. 
Phil.  That's  but  some  slanderous  injury  rais'd 
against  him. —  [^Aside. 

Came  not  your  master  with  you  ? 

Mar.  No,  sweet  mistress  : 
I  must  make  hasie  and  meet  him ;  pray,  despatch 
me  then. 
Phil.  I've  look'd  o'er  all  with  special  heedful- 


'  The  fig,  Sc]  See  the  lalter  part  of  Gifford'a  nole  on 
B.  Jouion's  Worki,  vol.  i.  p.  SI,  and  Doucc'b  lllusi.  ofShaki- 
tftate,  voL  i.  p.  492. 
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a  assure  you,  i 
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There's  nothing  mlss'd,  I 
But  that  suit  of  your  mai 

Mab.  I'm  right  glad  on't: 
That  suit  would  hang  him,  yet  I  would  not  have 
Him  faang'd  in  that  suit  though ;  it  will  disgrace 
My  master's  fashion  for  ever,  and  make  it  as  hateful 
As  yellow  bands.*  [Exit. 

Phii.  0  what  shall's  do,  wench? 

Vio.  'Tis  no  marvel,  niistresa, 
The  poor  young  gentleman  could  not  keep  his  pro- 

,  has  confess'd  nothing 


Phil.  Alas,  swe. 
yet,  wench ! 

Vio.  That  shews  his  constancy  and  love  to  you, 
mistress : 
But  you  must  do't  offeree,  there  is  no  help  for't. 
The  truth  can  neither  shame  nor  hurt  you  much ; 
Lei  'cm  make  what  they  can  on't.     'Twere  sin'  and 

pity,  i'faith. 
To  cast  away  bo  sweet  a  gentleman 
For  such  a  pair  of  infidel  hose''  and  doublet; 
I'd  not  hang  a  Jew  for  a  whole  wardrobe  on  "em. 
Phil.  Thou  say'st  true,  wench. 


wore  Bl  Ihe  gHlloni  a  nifTof  her  Tavi 
man,  we  arn  told,  having  his  bands  and  culTa  alio  yellow. 
Hence  ihe  epithet  "  hacerul"  in  the  text.  Vet  B.  Rich,  in 
The  Iriih  Hubbub,  declarei  ihnt  "  yellow  alarcht  bands  .... 
begnnne  CTen  then  [L  e.  immediately  aFter  Mn.  Turner's 
death]  to  be  more  generall  than  ihey  were  before ;"  and  they 
were  ceruinly  warn  in  1621 :  see  note  on  Atbuwaer — Dods- 
ley'i  Otd  Playi,  vol  vii.  p.  133,  last  ed. 
'  Aon]  L  t.  bneohei. 


Enter  Mabtia,  disguised  as  before. 

Vio,  O,  O,  they're  come  again,  tniatreu! 

Fhil>  Stgnor  Ansaldo  1 

Martia.  The  same  ;  mightily  cross'd,  lady, 
But,  past  hope,  freed  again  by  a  doctor's  means, 
A  man  of  art,  1  know  not  justly  nhst  indeed; 
But  pity,  and  the  fortunate  gold  you  gave  me, 
Wrought  my  release  between  'em. 

Phil.  Met  you  not 
My  husband's  man  ? 

Maktia.  I  took  such  strange  ways,  lady, 
1  hardly  met  a  creature. 

PHit.  O,  most  welcome  ! 

ViD.  But  how  shall  we  bestow  him  now  we  have 
him,  mistress  ? 

Phil.  Alas,  that's  true! 

Vio.  Marlino  may  come  back  again. 

Phil.  Step  you  into  that  little  chamber  speedily, 

And  dress  him  up  in  one  of  my  gowns  and  head- 

His  youth  will  well  endure  it. 

Vio.  That  will  be  admirable. 

Phil.  Nay,  do't,  do'i  quickly  lien,  and 


t  that 


Into  a  hundred  pieces,  that  it  may  never 
Be  known  again. 

Vio.  A  hundred  ?  nay,  ten  thousand  at  the  least, 
mistress  ;  for  if  there  be  a  piece  of  that  suit  left  as 
big  as  my  nail,  the  deed  will  come  out :  'tis  worse 
than  a  murder ;  I  fear  'twill  never  be  hid. 

Phil.  Away,  do  your  endeavour,  and  despatch, 
wench.  [£j:eun(  Violetta  and  Maktia. 

I've  thought  upon  a  way  of  certain  safety. 
And  1  may  keep  him  while  1  have  him  too. 
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Without  suspicion  now  ;  I've  heard  o'  th'  like : 

A  gentleman,  that  for  a  lady's  love 

Was  thought  itix  months  her  woman,  tended  on  her 

In  her  own  garments,  and  she  being  a  widow. 

Lay  night  by  night  with  her  in  way  of  comfort ; 

Marry,  in  conclusion,  match  they  did  together:  ' 

Would  I'd  a  copy  of  the  same  conclusion  ! 


He's 


Enter  Bran 
nie  himself  r 


milk  a  writing. 
If  thou  be'sl 


happy    ' 


Be  fortunate  in  thy  speed !  I'll  delay  time 
With  all  the  means  I  can. — O,  welcome,  sir 

Bran.  I'll  speak  to  you  anon,  wife,  and  kiss  you 
shortly ; 
I'm  very  busy  yet  r  [readi]  Cocktey-donm,  Memberry, 
Her  fruinor-houM  at  WcU-dim. 

Phil.  What's  that,  good  sir? 

-        .The«-      ■ 


?irt: 


1,  your 


Sh'as  made  all  her  estate  o 


ie,  wench ; 


She'll  be  too  hard  for  'em  all :  and  now  come  buss    { 

Good  luck  aAer  thieves'  handsel. 

Pint.   O  'tis  happy,  sir. 
You  have  him  fast ! 

Bran.  I  ha'  laid  him 

Phil.  I  was  so  lost  i 
I  quite  forgot  one  thin^ 

Bkan.  What's  that,  swee 

Phil.  He  and  his  villain 
Robh'd  a  sweet  gentlewoman  last  night. 

Bran,  a  gentlewoman? 

Phil.  Nay,  most  uncivilly  and  basely  stript  her, 

Bkan.  O  barbarous  slaves! 


iafe  enough,  wench, 
joy  at  the  report  on' 
to  tell  Martino. 

t  blood  ? 
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Phil.  I  was  even  fain,  for  womanhood's  sake, 
Alas,  and  charity's,  to  receive  her  in. 
And  clothe  her  poor  wants  in  a  suit  of  mine. 

Bran.  'Twas  most  religiously  done;   1  long  for 

Who  have  1  brought  to   see  thee,   thmk'st  ihou, 

PsiL.  Nay,  sir,  I  know  not. 
Bran.  Guess,  I  prithee,  heartily; 
An  enemy  of  thine. 

Phil.  That  I  hope  you  have  not,  sir. 

Bran.  But  all  was  done  in  jest:  he  cries  thee 

Francisco,  sirrah.' 

Phil.  O,  !  think  not  on  him ! 

Bran.  That  letter  was  but  writ  to  try  thy  con- 
stancy ; 
He  confess'd  all  to  me. 

Phil.  Joy  on  him,  sir! 


So  far  am 
Welcome, 


Enter  Francisco. 
I  from  malice,  look  you,  sir 
sweet  signor ;   but  I'll  ne'e 


Bran.  Faith,  I'm  beholding'  to  thee,  wife,  for  this. 

Fran.   Methinks  I  enter  now  this  house  with  joy. 
Sweet  peace,  and  quietness  of  conscience  ; 
I  wear  no  guilty  blush  upon  my  cheek 
For  a  sin  stampt  last  midnight :  I  can  talk  now 
With  that  kind  man,  and  not  abuse  him  inwardly 
With  any  scornful  thought  made  of  his  shame  : 
What  a  sweet  being''  is  an  honest  mind! 
It  speaks  peace  to  itself  and  all  mankind.      j^Aside. 
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Re-enter  MiitiiNo, 

Bran.  Manino! 

Mar.  Master? 

Bran.  There's  anotlier  robbery  done,  sirrah, 
By  the  same  parly. 

Mar.  What?  your  worship  mocks, 
Under  correction. 

Phil.  I  forgot  to  tell  thee : 
He  robb'd  a  lovely  gentles 


Mai 


Op 


II  be  ston'd  to  death  with  pipkin 
Your  women  in  the  suburbs  will  ao  maul  him 
With  broken  cruises  and  pitchers  without  ears 
He'll  never  die  alive,  that's  my  opinion. 

Re-enter  Martia  dressed  as  a  wmnan,  and  Vio 

Phil.  Look  you,  your  judgments,  gentlemen  ; — 
yours  especially, 
Signor  Francisco,  whose  mere*  object  now 
Is  woman  at  these  years,  that's  the  eye-aaint,  1 

know. 
Amongst    young    gallants  : — husband,    you've    a 

glimpse  too ; 
You  offer  half  an  eye,  as  old  as  you  are. 

Bkah.  Byrlady,'  belter,  wench ;  an  eye  and  a 
half,  I  trow; 
I  should  be  sorry  else. 

Pkii,.  What  think  you  now,  sirs, 
Is't  not  a  goodly,  manly  gentlewoman  ? 

Bran'.  Beahrew  my  heart  else,  wife.— 
Pray,  soft  a  little,  signot;    you're  but  my  guesi. 

remember ; 
I'm  master  of  the  house,  I'll  have  the  first  buss. 


I  Bt/rladij]  See  ni 


S  p.  9 
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Phil.  But,  husband,  'tis  the  courtesy  of  all  places 
To  give  a  stranger  ever  the  firBl  bit. 

Bran.  In  ivoodcoek  or  so;  but  there's  no  heed  to 

be  taken  in  mutton  ;'°  we  comnionly  fa])  so  roundly 

to  that,  we  forget  ourBClves.— 

I'm  sorry  for  thy  fortune,  but  thou'rt  welcome,  lady. 

[A'ww*  Martia. 

Mar,  My  master  kisses  as  I've  heard  a  hackney- 


Cheer  I 


lAtide. 


I  are, — chap,  chap  ! 

I>RAN.  1  nave  him  fast,  lady. 
And  be  shall  lie  by't  close. 

Maktia.   You  cannot  do  tne 
A  greater  pleasure,  sir. 

Bran.  I'm  happily  glad  on't. 

Fban.  [after  kiting  Martia]   Methinks  there's 
somewhat  whispers  in  my  soul, 
This  is  the  hour  I  must  begin  my  acquaintance 
With  honest  love,  and  banish  all  loose  thoughts ; 
My  fate  speaks  to  me  from  the  modest  eye 
Of  yon  sweet  gentlewoman.  [yis'tde, 

Phil.  Wench,  wench  ! 

Vio.  Pish,  hold  in  your  breath,  mistress  ; 
If  you  be  seen  to  laugh,  you  spoil  all  presently  i 
I  keep  it  in  with  all  the  might  1  have — pub  ! 

Martia.  Pray,  what  young  gentleman's  that,  air  ? 

Bran.  An  bonest  boy,  i'faith. 
And  come"  of  a  good  kind  ;  dost  like  him,  lady  ? 
I  would  thou  hadst  him,  and^  ihou  be'st  not  pro- 


He' 


worth  ten  thousand  dollars. 
Vio.  By  this  light,  n 
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My  master  will  go  near  to  make  a  match  a 
Methinks  I  dream  of  admirable  sport,  n 

Phil.  Peace  ;  thou'rt  a  drab. 

Bkan.  Come  hither  now,  Francisco  : 
I've  known  the  time  I've  had  a  belter  stomach  ; 
Now  I  can  dine  with  looking  upon  meat. 

Fran.  That  face  deserv'd  a  better  fortune,  lady, 
Than  last  night's  rudeness  shew'd. 

Martia.  We  cannot  be 
Our  choosers,  sir,  in  our  own  destiny. 

Frak.  1  return  better  pleas'd  than  when  I  went. 

Mar.  And  could  that  beastly  imp  rob  you,  for- 
sooth 1 

Martia.  Most  true,  forsooth, 
1  will  not  altogether,  sir,  disgrace  you, 
Because  you  look  half  like  a  gentleman. 

Mar,  And  that's  the  mother's  half. 

Maktia,  There's  my  hand  for  you. 

Mar.  I  swear  you  could  not  give  me  any  thing 
I  love  better,  a  hand  gets  me  my  living: 
O  sweet  lemon-peel !  \_Kuies  Mabtia's  liond, 

Frah,  May  I  request  a.  modest  word  or  two. 
Lady,  in  private  with  you  ? 

Martia.  With  me,  sir  ? 

Fbah,  To  make  it  sure  from  alt  suspect  of  in- 
jury 
Or  unbeseeming  privacy,  which  heaven  knows 
Is  not  my  aim  now,  I'll  entreat  this  gentleman 
For  an  ear-witness  unto  all  our  conference. 

Martia.  Why.  so,  I  am  content,  sir. 

Bran.  So  am  I,  lady. 

lExeunt  Martia  nnd  Francisco, 

Mar.  O  master,  here  is  a  rare  bedfellow 
For  my  mistress  to-night !  for  you  know  we  must 
Both  out  of  town  again. 

Bran.  Thai's  true,  Martino, 
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Mab.  I  do  but  think  how  they'll  lie  telling  of 

tales  together, 
The  prettiest  1 

Bran.  The  prettiesf  indeed. 

Mar.  Their  tongues  will  never  lin''   wagging, 

master. 

Martino,  never. 

[^Exeunt  Brandino  and  Mabtd 
Phil.  Take  heed  you  be  not  heard. 


>  severally. 


.   I  fea 


youn 


,  fool?  ha,  ha! 
Vio.  Why,  look  you,  mistress,  faith,  you're  faulty ; 

Pril.  Well  said,  i'faith  ;  where  lies  the  fault  now, 
goBsip  ? 
.  O  for  a  husband  !  I  shall  burst  with  laugh- 


ing 


This  house  is  able  to  spoil  any  maid. 

Phil.  I'll  be  reveng'd  now  soundly  of  Francisco, 
For  failing  me  when  time  was. 

Vio.  Are  you  there,  mistress  ?  I  thought  you 
would  not  forget  that,  however:  a  good  I  urn  dis- 
appointed is  ever  the  last  thing  thai  a  woman  for- 
gives, she'll  scarce  do't  when  she's  speechless  ;  nay, 
though  she  hold  up  her  whole  hand  for  all  olher 
injuries,  she'll  forgive  ihat  hut  with  one  finger. 

Phil.  I'll  vex  his  heart  as  much  as  he  mock'd 

Vio.  But  that  may  mar  your  hopes  loo,  if  our 

Be  known  to  be  a  man. 

Pna.  Not  as  I'll  work  it ; 
I  would  not  lose  this  sweet  revenge,  meihinks, 


]  Old  eJ.  "  pretiliest." 


'  (in]  i. 
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Re-enter  Maktia. 
Wliy,  liow  now,  sir  ?   what  course  take   you  for 

laughing  1 
We  are  undone  for  one. 

Martm,  Faith,  with  great  pail) 
Stifle  it,  and  keep  it  in  j  I  lia'  no  receipt  for't, 
But,  pray,  in  sadneas,^  say,  what  is  the  gentleman  1 
1  never  knew  his  like  for  tedious  urgings, 
He  wiU  receive  no  answer. 

Phil.  Would  he  would  not,  sir  ! 

Maktia.  Says  I'm  ordain'd  for  him,  merely  for 


And  that  his  wiving  fate  speaka  in  mi 
Will  force  on  me  a  jointure  speedily 
Of  some  seven  thousand  dollars. 
Phil.  Would  thou  hadst 


to  him  ; 


Iknc 


'hec 


ind'hewiU. 


s  pity. 


.  Forw 
What  is  this  gentler 

Pbil.  Faith,  shall  I  tell  you,  sir  ? 
One  that  would  make  an  excellent,  honest  husband. 
For  her  that's  a  juat  maid  at  one  and  twenty  ; 
For,  on  ray  conscience,  he  has  his  maidenhead  yet. 

Maktia.  Fie,  out  upon  him,  beast  I 

Phil.  Sir,  if  you  love  me, 
Give  way  but  to  one  thing  I  shall  request  of  you. 

Mabtia.    Your  courtesies,  you  know,  may  lay 
commands  on  me. 

Fiiii,.  Then,  si  his  next  solicitings,  let  a  consent 
Seem  to  come  from  you ;  'twill  make  noble  sport, 


■,.]  i.  e. 


Slid]  i.  e.  if. 
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We'll  get  jointure  and  all ;  but  you  must  bear 
Yourself  most  affable  to  all  his  purposes. 

Martia.  I  can  do  that. 

Phil.  Ay,  and  take  heed  of  laughing. 

Maktia.  I've  bide  the  worst  of  that  already,  lady. 

Phil.  Peace,  set  your  countenance  then,  for  here 
he  comes. 


Fran.  There  is 


Re-enter  Fr, 
niddle 


1  thtc 


pas- 


I  feel  it,  since  it  must  be  love  or  death. 

It  was  ordain'd  for  one.  [^Asidc. 

Pmil.   Signor  Francisco, 
I'm  sorry  'twas  your  fortune  in  my  house,  air, 
To  have  so  violent  a  stroke  come  to  you  ; 
The  gentlewoman's  a  stranger ;  pray,  be  counsell'd. 


Till  you  hear  further  of  her  friends  and  portion. 

Fran.  'Tis  only  but  her  love  that  I  desire  ; 
She  comes  most  rich  in  that. 

Phii..  But  be  advis'd  though  ; 
I  think  she's  a  rich  heir,  but  see  the  proof,  sir, 
Before  you  make  her  Buch  a  generous  jointure. 

Fran.  'Tis  mine,  and  I  will  do't. 

Phil.  She  shall  be  yours  too, 
If  I  may  rule  her  then. 

Fran,  You  speak  all  sweetness. 

Phil.  She  likes  your  person  well ;  f  tell  you  so 

But  take  no  note  I  said  so. 

Fran.  Not  a  word. 

Phil-  Come,  lady,  come,  the  gentleman's  desertful, 
And,  o'  my  conscience,  honest. 

Martia.  Blame  me  not; 
1  am  B  maid,  and  fearful. 
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Ma! 


Fran.  Never  truth 
Came  perfecter  from  m. 

Ph[l.  Give  her  a  lip 
That  she  herBclfmay  prai 

[FRAKC«C0t»,        -■ 

her,  Phili 


Re'enter  Bi 
Bbam,  Yea,  a  match,  i'faith 
My  house  is  lucky  for  'em.- — 

Re-enter  Mabi 


Ntii 


Mai 


Mar.  Master,  the  widow  has  the  day. 

Bran.  The  day  7 

Mar.  Sh'as  overthrown  my  youngster. 

Bhan.  Precious  tidings  1 
Clap  down  four  woodcocks  more. 

Mar.  They're  all  at  hand,  sir. 

Bran.  What,  both  her  adversaries  too  ? 

Mar.  They're  come,  air. 

Bran.  Go,  bid  the  cook  serve  in  two  geese  in  a 
dish. 

Mar,  1  like  your  conceit,  master,  beyond  utter- 
ance. {Exit. 

Enter  Valeeia,  Bicardo,  and  ttvo  Suitors. 
Bran.  Welcome,  sweet  aioter!  which  is  the  man 

I'd  welcome  nobody  else. 

First  Suit.  Come  to  me  then,  sir. 

Brak.  Are  you  he,  faith,  my  chain  of  gold?'  I'm 

glad  on't. 
Val.  I  wonder  you  can  have  the  face  to  follow 


■  oiain  o/foirf]  See  p,  402. 
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Thai  have  so  prosecuted  things  agaiaGt  me. 
But  1  ha'  reaolv'd'  myself  'tis  done  to  spile  me. 

Ric.  0  dearth  of  truth  ! 

Sec.  Suit.  Nay,  do  not  spoil  thy  hair ; 
Hold,  hold,  1  say  ;  I'll  get  thee  a  widow  somewhere. 

Rtc.  If  hand  and  faith  be  nothing  for  a  coniraci, 
What  shall  man  hope? 

Sec.  Suit.  'Twas  wont  to  be  enough,  honey. 
When  there  was  honest  meaning  amongst  widows  ; 
But  since  your  bribes  came  in,  'tis  not  allow'd 
A  contract  without  gifts  to  bind  it  fast ; 
Every  thing  now  must  have  a  feeling*  first. — 
Do  I  come  near  you,  widow ! 

Vai.  No,  indeed,  sir, 
Nor  ever  shall,  1  hope  : — and  for  your  comfort,  sir, 
That  sought  all  means  t'  entrap  me  for  my  wealth, 
Had  law  unfortunately  put  you  upon  me. 
You'd  lost  your  labour,  all  your  aim  and  hopes,  sir; 
Here  stands  the  honest  gentleman,  my  brother. 
To  whom  I've  made  a  deed  of  gii\  of  all. 

BaAK.  Ay,  that  she  baa,  i'faith  ;  I  thank  her,  gen- 
Look  you  here,  sirs,  \_Slietiis  ttritin^. 

Val,  I  must  not  look  for  pleasures, 
That  give  more  grief  if  they  prove  false,  or  fail  us. 
Than  ever  thev  gave  joy. 

First  Spit.  'Ha'  you  serv['d]  me  so,  widow  ? 

Sec  Sdit.  I'm  glad  thou  hast  her  not.— Loiigli 
at  him,  honey  ;  ha,  ha  ! 

Val.  I  must  take  one  that  loves  me  for  myself: 
Here's  an  old  gentleman  looks  not  after  wealth, 
But  virtue,  i 


'  rejoh'j]  i,  e.  convinced,  latitfied. 
'  fitliig]    Altered,  in   Dodilej-'g  Old  Playi, 
which  Weber  correclid  into  "  selling," 
•  coHdUlmil  Set  noW,  p.  292. 
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First  Suit.  Yes,  by  my  faiti),  I  inuat  have  lord- 

ehips  too,  widow. 
VAt.  How,  sir? 
FiBST  Suit.  Your  manners,  virtue,  and  conditions, 


vithin  doors,  I  like  well  on  'em  ; 
imewhat  wltliout,  lying  or  being 
^cupation  of  master'  such  a  one, 


;   but  there's 


ras  for  love, 
words  to  a 


Are  pretty  things 
But  I  must  have  a 
In  the  tenure  or  t 

ha? 
Those  are  fine  things  indeed. 

Val.  Why,  sir,  you  swore 

First  Suit.  Ti 
bargain  ever, 
All  the  world  over  ;  and  if  love  be  one, 
I'm  sure  money's  the  other  ;  'tis  no  bargain  else  : 
Pardon  me,  I  must  dine  as  well  as  sup,  widow. 

Val.  Cry  mercy,  1  mistook  you  all  this  while,  sir ; 
It  was  this  ancient  gentleman  indeed. 
Whom  I  crave  pardon  on. 

Sec.  Suit.  What  of  me,  widow  ? 

Val.  Alas,  I've  wrong'd  you,  sir !  'twas  you  that 


You  lov'd  me  for  myself. 

Sec.  Suit.  By  my  troth,  but  I  did  not ; 
Come,  father  not  your  lies  upon  me,  widoi 
I  love  you  for  yourself  ?— Spit  at  me,  geni 
If  ever  I'd  such  a  thought.— Fetch  me  in, 
You'll  find  your  reach  too  short. 

Val.  Why,  you've  enough,  you  say. 

Sec.  Suit.  Ay,  but  I'll  have 
My  humour  too  ;  you  never  think  of  that 
They're  coach-horaes,  they  go  togethi 

Val.  Whom  should  a  widow  trus 


till. 


•  -«(«■]  c 


"(fl 


That  made  me  believe  ao. — Mass,  think  'twas  you. 

Now  I  remember  me. 

Ric.  I  swore  loo  much, 
To  be  beliey'd  so  little. 

Val.  Was  it  you  then  ? 
Beshrew  my  heart  for  wronging  of  you  ! — 

Ric,  Welcome  blessing ! 
Are  you  mine  faithfully  now  ? 

Val.  As  love  can  make  one. 

FiKST  Suit.  Why,  this  fills  the  commonwealth  so 
full  of  beggars, 
Marrying  for  love,  which  none  of  mine  shall  do. 

Val.  But,  now  I  think  on't,  we  must  part  again, 

Ric.  Again  1 

Val.  You're  in  debt,  and  I,  in  doubt  of  all, 
Left  myself  nothing  too  ;  we  must  not  hold. 
Want  on  both  sides  makes  all  aAectlon  cold  : 
I  shall  not  keep  you  from  that  gentleman. 
You'll  be  his  more  than  mine  ;  and  when  he  lisl. 
He'll  make  you  He  from  me  in  some  sour  prison ; 
Then  let  him  take  you  now  for  altogether,  sir. 
For  he  that's  mine  shall  be  all  mine,  or  nothing. 

Ric.  I  never  felt  the  evil  of  my  debts 
Till  this  afflicting  minute. 

Sec.  Suit.  I'll  be  mad 
Once  in  my  days :  I  have  enough  to  cure  me. 
And  I  will  have  my  humour ;  ihey  are  now 
But  desperate  debts  again,  I  ne'er  look  for  'em  : 
And  ever  since  I  knew  what  malice  was, 
I  always  held  it  sweeter  to  sow  mischief 
Than  lo  receive  money ;  'tis  the  finer  pleasure. 
I'll  give  him  in  his  bonds,  as  'twere  in  pity. 
To  make  the  match,  and  bring  'cm  both  lo  beggary  ; 
Then  will  they  ne'er  agree,  that's  a  sure  point ; 
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He'll  give  her  a  black  eye  williin  these  three  days, 
Beat  half  her  leeth  out  by  All-hallowtide, 
And  break  the  little  houseliold  stuff  they  have 
With  throwing  at  one  another  :  O  sweet  sport ! — 

\_Mide. 
Come,  widow,  come,  I'll  try  your  honesty  : 
Here  to  my  honey  you've  made  many  profTers, 
I  fear  they're  all  but  iricka.  —  Here  are  his  debts, 
gentlemen ;  [Shrwi  bemdt. 

How  I  came  by  'em  I  know  best  myself, — 
Take  him  before  us  faithfully  for  your  husband. 
And  he  shall  tear  'em  all  before  your  face,  widow. 

Val.  Else  may  all  faith  refuse  me  ! 

See.  SciT.  Tear  'em,  honey; 
'Tis  firm  in  law,  a  consideration  given : 

[RicAHDO  tears  the  bonds. 
What,  with  thy  teeth  ?  thou'lt  shortly  tear  her  so, 
That's  all  my  hope,  thou'dst  never  had  'em  else : 
I  have  enough,  and  [  will  have  my  humour. 
:l  liberty,  widow. 


Val.  Ill  be  so 

And  then  I  come 

brother. 

Gran.  Hold,  s 

Val.  Look  yc 

free: 

He  that  ha 


to  thee. — Give  me  this  from  you, 
{_TaJres  rvriling. 


,   the  deed  of  gift,  s 


I'm 


a  all,  and  thou  art  he. 

Both  Suit.  How's  that? 

Val.  You're  bobb'd  ;  'twas  but  a  deed  in  trust, — 
And  all  to  prove  thee,  whom  I've  found  most  juat. 

BaAN.  I'm  bobb'd  among  the  rest  too  ;  I'd  have 
sworn 
'T  had  been  a  thing  for  me  and  my  heirs  for  ever ; 
If  I'd  but  got  it  up  to  the  black  box  above, 
][t]  had  been  past  redemption. 

First  Sdit.  How  am  I  cheated  ! 


spay 


Rtc.  O  nicked  r. 

Open  not  thy  lips  ! 

Sec.  Suit.  How, 

Ric.  Thou  hast 

thin 


I  hope  you'll  have  tli 

ver  of  strife  and 


>  charge" 


I  all. 


child  of 


0  thou  gott'st  once  of  a  scouring -woman, 
And  they're  boih  well  provided  for,  they're  i'  th' 

hospital : 
Thou  hast  len  thousand  pound  to  bury  thee  ; 
Hang  thyself  when  thou  wilt,  a  slave  go  with  thee  ! 
Sec,  SniT.  I'm  gone,  my  goodness  comes  all  out 

together : 
1  have  enough,  but  I  have  not  my  humour.    [_Exil. 

Re-enter  Violetta. 
Vto.  O  master,  gentlemen,  and  you,  sweet  ui' 
dow, — 
I  think  you  are  no  forwarder,  yet  I  know  not, — 
If  ever  you  be  sure  to  laugh  again, 
Now  is  the  time  ! 

Val.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  wench  ? 
Vio.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Bran.  Speak,  speak. 
Vio.   Ha!  — a  marriage. 
A  marriage ;  1  cannot  tell't  for  laughing  —  ha,  ha  I 
Bkan.  a  marriage  ?  do  you  make  that  a  laughing 

matter  ? 
Vio.  Ha  ! — ay,  and  you'll  make  it  so  when  you 
know  all. 
Here  they  come,*  here  they  come,  one  man  married 
to  another ! 
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Val.  How  ?  man  to  man  ? 

Vio.  Ay,  man  to  man,  i'faith  ;  ^^ 

There'll  be  good  sprtrt  at  night  to  bring 'em  both 


Re-enter  Mai 


,  PiitLiPPA,  and  Francisco. 


Do  you  see  'em  now  ?  ba,  ha,  ha  '. 

First  Suit.  My  daughter  Martia  ! 

Maetia.  Omy  father!  your  love  and  pardon,  sir! 

Val.  'Tia  she  indeed,  gentlemen. 

Martia.  I  have  been  disobedient,  1  confess, 
Unto  your  mind,  and  heaven  has  punish'd  me 
With  much  afRiclion  since  I  fled  your  sight ; 
But  finding  reconcilement  from  above 
In  peace  of  heart,  the  next  I  hope's  your  love. 

First  Suit.  I  cannot  but  forgive  thee  now  I  see 
thee; 
Thou  fledd'st  a  Jiappy  fortune  of  an  old  man, 
But  Francisco's  of  a  noble  family, 
Though  he  be  somewhat  spent, 

Fran.  I  lov'd  lier  not,  sir, 
As  she  was  yours,  for  1  protest  1  knew't  not. 
But  for  herself,  sir,  and  her  own  deservings. 
Which,  had  you  been  as  foul  as  you've  been  spiteful, 
I  should  have  lov'd  in  her. 

First  Suit.  Well,  hold  your  prating,  air  ; 
You  are  not  like  to  lose  by't. 

Phil.   O  Violetta, 


Who  shall  laugh  n 

Vio.  The  child  unborn. 


Fban.  Be  honest. 
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Mahtia.  Heaven  will  not  let  you  ain,  and^  you'd 

be  careful. 
FsAtr.  What  means  it  sends  to  help  you,  think. 

You're  as  much  bound  as  we  to  praise  that  friend. 

Phil.  I  am  so,  and  1  will  so. 

Mabtia.  Marry  you  speedily  ; 
Children  lame  you,  you'll  die  like  a  wild  beast  else. 

Vio.  Ay,  by  my  iroth,  should  I.     I've  much  ado 
To  forbear  laughing  now,  more'a  my  hard  fortune. 


Mai 


Re-enter  Martino, 
.  O  master,  mistress,  and  you  gentles  \ 


To  horse,  to  horse  presently,  if  you  n 
Your  country  any  service  ! 

Bkak.    Art  not    asham'd,    Martino,    to  talk   of 
horsing 
So  openly  before  young  married  couples  thus  ? 

Mak.  It  does  concern  the  commonwealth,  and  me, 
And  you,  master,  and  all ;  the  thieves  are  taken. 

Martia.  What  say'sl,  Martino? 

Mar.  La,  here's  commonwealth's-men  ! 
The  man  of  art,  master,  that  cupp'd  your  eyes, 
Is  prov'd  an  arrant  rascal ;  and  his  man. 
That  drew  my  tooth,  an  excellent  purse-drawer — 
1  felt  no  paiu  in  that,  it  went  insensibly. 
Such  notable  villanies  confess'd  !  — — - 

Bran.  Stop  there,  sir  : 
We  will  have  time  for  [hem. — Come,  gentlefolks, 
Take  a  slight  meal  with  us:  but  the  best  cheer 
Is  perfect  joy,  and  that  we  wish  all  here.' 

Ric.  Stay,  stay,  sir ;  I'm  as  hungry  of  my  widow. 


'  htri]  After  this  ward,  the  old  ed.  hai  "Eieuul,"  unipte 
the  next  aperch  of  Kicardo,  on  another  page,  as  "  Epilogut,' 
— which  iu  fsci  it  is. 
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Am  you  can  be  upon  your  maid,  believe  it; 
But  we  must  come  to  our  desires  in  order ; 
There's  duties  to  be  paid  ere  we  go  further. — 
He  that  without  your  likines  leaves  this  place, 
Is  like  one  falls  to  meat  and  forgets  grace ; 
And  that's  not  handsome,  trust  me,  no : 
Our  rights  being  paid,  and  your  loves  understood. 
My  widow  and  my  meat  then  do"  me  good. — 
I  ha'  no  money,  wench,  I  told  thee  true, — 
For  my  report,  pray  let  her  hear't  from  you. 

[£jt«ml  omnes. 


'  <to]  Olded.  "doV 


u  Aclrii  htfnft  the  King  and  di 
hii  Ilighnii  Semanli.     Ifrittt 

■a  bet  told  at  Christ  Ch 


Durin^c  Ihe  nme  yeat  copies  were  put  forth  vilh  a  fresh 
title-page,  — .«  Fairt  QuarreU.  H'ilh  new  Addiliimi  qf  Ur. 
CkaHghs  and  Trimiram'i  Roaring,  and  the  Bandi  Song.  Ntutr 
brfve  Printed,  &c. :  these  "  nen  additions"  being  contained 
in  three  leaves,  which  the  binder  is  desired  Co  place  "  ai  the 
Inter  end  of  the  fourth  Act."  Another  edition  Appeared  in 
1623,  4to. 

On  the  title-page  of  the  *tmi  is  a  woodcut  representing  the 
Colonel  and  the  Captain  in  combat,  whicti  has  been  copied 
into  Stnilt's  Dreti  and  Ilabite,  &c,  Plate  cxxxix. 

Langbsine  says,  "  The  Plot  of  Filz-allen.  Russel,  and 
Jane,  is  founded,  as  I  suppose,  on  some  Itnlian  Novel,  and 
may  be  read  in  English  in  the  ComplaiianI  Companion,  ocUvo, 
p.  280.  That  part  of  the  Fhysilian  tempting  Jane,  and  then 
accusing  her,  i>  founded  on  a  Novel  of  Cynlhio  Giialdi :  See 
Dec.  i.  Not.  6."     Att.  »/ EngL  Dram.  Faett,  p.  372. 
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nsPosKD,  viartious,  akd  faitbful-b 
ROBERT  GREY,  Esquire, 


or  wclt-u/iller  uUhflh  hii 


Woi 


VSIB, 


'Tis  but  a  play,  and  a  play  is  but  a  butt. 
Hgainst  which  many  shoot  many  arrows  of  envy  ; 
,13  the  weaker  part,  and  how  much  more  noble 
blioll  it  be  in  you  to  defend  it :  yet  if  it  be  (as  some 
philosophers  have  lefl  behind  'em],  that  this  mega- 
coam,  this  great  world,  is  no  more  than  a  stage, 
where  every  one  must  act  his  part,  you  shall  of 
necessity  have  many  partakers,  some  long,  somi; 
short,  some  indifferent,  all  some  ;  whilst  indeed  the 
players  themaelves  have  the  least  pan  of  it,  for  I 
know  few  that  have  lands  (which  are  a  part  of  the 
world),  and  therefore  no  grounded  men ;  but  how- 
soever they  serve  for  mutes,  happily  they  must 
wear  good  clothes  for  attendance,  yet  all  have  exits, 
and  must  all  be  stript  in  the  tiring-house  (viz.  the 
grave),  tor  none  must  carry  any  thing  out  of  the 
stock.  You  see,  sir,  I  write  as  I  speak,  and  I  speak 
as  I  am,  and  that's  excuse  enough  for  me.  I  did 
not  mean  to  write  an  epistle  of  praise  to  you  ;  it 
looks  so  like  a  thing  1  know  you  love  not,  flattery, 
which  you  exceedingly  hate  actively,  and  unpleas- 
ingly  accept  passively  :  indeed,  I  meant  to  tell  you 
your  own,  that  is,  that  this  child  of  the  Muses  is 


yours  1  wlioever  begat  it,  'tis  laid  to  your  charge, 
and,  for  aught  I  know,  you  roust  father  and  keep 
it  too:  if  it  please  you,  I  hope  you  shall  not  be 
ashamed  of  it  oeilher,  for  it  has  been  seen,  though 
1  say  it,  in  good  companies,  and  many  have  said  it 
is  a  handsome,  pretty-spoken  infant.  Now  be  your 
own  judge;  at  your  leisure  look  on  it,  at  your 
pleasure  laugh  at  it ;  and  if  you  be  sorry  it  is  no 
better,  you  may  be  glad  it  is  no  bigger. 


WILLIAM  ROWLEY.' 


'  H'Ulittn  Roicley}  Whose  name  ■tends  tozellicr  with  Mid- 
dletan't  on  the  litlp-pagei  of  KTcrtJ  plaje,  ib  generally  con- 
sideml  aa  a  dramatist  of  the  third  class.  He  appears  iIm>  to 
have  been  an  Bclor, — one  of  the  company  of  players  belonging 
loihc  Prince  of  Wales, — and  to  have  excelled  more  in  camcdjr 
than  tragedy.  An  alleratioii  of  his  t»esl  piece,  jf  Ntw  R'endrr, 
'1  Toman  never  Btti,  vts  performed  with  success  at  CoTenl 
Garden  theatre  in  lS2t. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

itusEELL,  brother  to  Lady  ilger  aitd  father  lo  Jam 

The  Coleiul. 

Captain  Aoer,  ion  la  Ladg  Ager. 

Frindi  of  Ihe  Colonel. 

FrieHdi  of  Capliiin  Ager. 

FiTiALLEH,  privately  fnarrltd  lo  Jam. 

CHOuntl,  a  Comiih  genlUmaa. 

TriHTBAM,  Ail  servaHt. 

Phgiieian. 

»irg,Ba. 

Diher  u/*  the  Roaring  Sthaol. 


Strgeaali,  Roarcrt,  Servanli. 

Lady  AaCR,  malher  to  Ihi  caplain,  and  titter  la  RiuiilL 

Jake,  daughter  la  Ruiieil,  aitd  privaltli/  married  to  Filialltn. 

Tkt  Cvbmefi  liuir. 

Anne,  litltr  to  the  Phyiician. 

Daleh  \urse. 

Mbo,  11  bamd, 

Pkiib,  a  harlot. 

Scene,  Lomdod  and  ita  neighbourhood. 


A  FAIR  QUARREL. 


ACT  I.     SCENE  I. 
A  Court  before  Russell's  House. 
Enter  Russell. 
Rug.  It  muat  be  all  iny  care ;  there's  ali  my  love. 
And, that  pulls  on  the  other,''     Had  I  been  left 
In  a  son  behind  tne,  while  I  had  been  here 
He  should  have  shifted  aa  I  did  before  him, 
Liv'd  on  the  freeborn  portion  of  his  wii ; 
But  a  daughter,  and  that  an  only  one, —  O, 
We  cannot  be  too  careful  o'  lier,  too  lender ! 
'Tis  such 

A  brittle  niceness,  a  mere  cupboard  of  glasses, 
The  least  shake  breaks  or  cracks  'em.  All  my  aim  is 
To  cast  her  upon  riebes ;  that's  the  thing 
We  rich  men  call  perfection ;  for  the  world 
Can  perfect  nought  without  it: 
Either  in  hand  so 


With  which  o 


.,  far  in  debt,  has  courted 


Which  boldness  he  shall  rue.     He  thinks  me  blind 
And  ignorant:  I've  let  him  play  a  long  time. 
Seem'd  to  believe  his  worth,  which  1  know  nothing  : 
He  may  perhaps  laugh  at  my  easy  confidence. 
Which  closely  I  requite  upon  his  fondness. 
For  this  hour  snaps  him  ;  and  before  his  mistress, 
His  H&int,  forsooth,  which  he  inscribes  my  girl, 

"  ofdfr]  Old  edt.  "  t'other." 


He  shall  be  rudely  taken  and  disgrac'd. 

The  trick  will  prove  an  everlasting  scarecrow 

I'o  fright  poor  gallants  from  our  rich  men's  daugh- 

Enter  Ladt  Aoeb  and  two  Servantt. 
Sister!  I've  such  a  joy  to  make  you  a  welcome  of, 
Better  you  never  tasted. 
Lady  Acer.  Good,  air,  spare  it  not. 
Rus,  Colonel's  come,  and  your  son  captain  Ager. 
Lady  Ageb.  My  son?  [HVepi. 

Rdsb.  I  know  your  eye  would  be  first  serv'd ; 
That's  the  soul's  taster  still  for  grief  or  joy. 

Lady  Aqer.  O,  if  a  mother's  dear  suit  may  pre- 
vail with  him. 
From  England  he  shall  never  part  again  ! 

itus.  No  question  he'll  be  rul'd,  and  grant  you 

that. 
Lady  Aoer.  I'll  bring  all  my  desires  to  that  re- 
quest. \^Exit  viith  seroants. 
Rus.  Affectionate  sister!   she  has  no  daughter 


Col, 'a  Fr.  I  must  not  give  way  to't. 

Rus.  What's  here  to  question?  [Jsidc. 

CoL.'s  Fa.  Compare  young  captain  Ager  with  the 
Colonel ! 

Cap.'s  Fa.  Young  ?  why,  do  you 
Make  youth  stand  for  an  imputation  ? 
That  which  you  now  produce  for  his  disgrace 
Infers  his  nobleness,  that,  being  young, 
Should  have  an  anger  more  inclin'd  to  courage 
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Anil  moderaiion  than  the  Colonel ; 

A  virtue  aa  rare  as  chastity  in  youth ; 

And  \m  the  cause  be  good — conscience  in  Ifim, 

Which  ever  crowns  his  acts,  and  is  indeed 

Valour's  prosperity — he  dares  then  as  much 

Ab  ever  made  him  famous  that  you  plead  for. 

Col/s  Fr.  Then  I  forbear  too  long. 

Cap.-s  Fr.  His  worth  for  me  !  IT  key  fight. 

Rus,  Here's  noble  youths !  belike  some  wench 


And  now  they  know  not  what  to  do  with  their  blood. 

Enter  the  CoUmel  and  Captain  Acer. 
Col.  How  now ! 

Cap.  Acer.  Hold,  hold!  what's  the  incitement? 
Col.  So  serious  at  your  game !  come,  come,  the 

quarrel  ? 
CoL-'s  Fa,  Nothing,  good  faith,  sir. 
Col.  Nothing?  and  you  bleed  ? 
CoL.'s  Fr.  Bleed  !  where  1  pish,  a  little  scratch 

Col.  What  need  this  niceness,''  when  you  know 

That  1  must  know  these  things,  and  truly  know  'em  ? 
Your  daintiness  makes  me  but  more  impatient ; 
This  strange  concealment  frets  me. 

CoL.'a  Fb,  Words  did  pass 
Which  I  was  hound  to  answer,  aa  my  opinion 
And  love  instructed  me  ; 
And  should  I  take  in  general  fame  into  'em, 
I  think  I  should  commit  no  error  in't. 

CoL.  What  words,  sir,  and  of  whom  ? 

CoL.'s  Fr.  This  gentleman 
Parallell'd  captain  Ager's  worth  with  youra. 


,„]  i. 


Knipulouaneu. 


\ng  I  could  not  listen  ti 


r  friend  i"  thai. 


45S  A  T. 

Col.  With  mine! 

CoL.'s  Fb.  ll  was 
With  any  patience. 

Caf.  Acer.  What  should  ail  y 
There  was  little  wrong  done  to  y 

Coi..  How?  little  wrong  to  me? 

C*P.  AoER.  I  said  ao,  friend. 
And  I  suppose  that  you'll  esteem  it  so. 

Col.  Comparisons ! 

Cap.  Agf.k.  Why,  sir,  'twixt  friend  and  friend 
There  is  so  even  and  level  a  degree, 
It  will  odmit  of  no  superlative. 

Col.  Not  in  terms  of  manhood  ? 

Rus.  [coming  forward]  Nay,  gentlemen 

Col.  Good  air,  give  me  leave  — in  terms  of  man- 

What  can  you  dispute  n 
You're  a  captain,  sir ;  1 

Cap.  Aoer.  And  you 
Which  may  include  will 

Yet,  sir,  but  throwing  by  those  titular  shadows, 
Which  add  no  substance  to  the  men  themselves, 
And  take  them  un compounded,  man  and  man, 
They  may  be  so  with  fair  equality. 

Col.  You're  a  boy,  sir! 

Cap.  Acer.  And  you  have  a  beard,  sir: 
Virginity  and  marriage  are  both  worthy ; 
And  ihe  positive  purity  there  arc  some 
Have  made  ihe  nobler. 

Col.  How  now? 

Res.  Nay,  good  sir 

Cap.  Ager.  I  shrink  not;   he  that  goes  the  fore- 

Dc  overtaken. 

Col.  Death,  how  am  I  weigh 'd! 


e  questionable  ? 
ve  you  all  your  due, 
e  a  colonel,  a  title 
:optai 


Cap.  Aoi 

put 


.   In 


I  balance, 


1  beard 


Gives  but  a  small  advantage :  tnan  and  man, 
And  lifl  the  scales. 

Col.  Patience  shall  be  my  curse. 
If  it  ride  nne  further  !  [  Theij  dram  their  jwords. 

Rus.  How  now,  gallants  1 
Believe  me  then,  I  must  give  aim  "  no  longer : 
Can  words  beget  swords,  and  bring  'em  forth,  h&t 
Come,  they're  abortive  propagations ; 
Hide  'em,  for  shame !  I  had  thought  soldiers 
Had  been  musical,  would  not  strike  out  of  time, 
But  to  the  consort"  of  drum,  trumps,  sod  fife: 
'Tts  madman-like  to  dance  without  music, 
And  most  unpleasing  shews  to  the  beholders, 
A  Lydian  ditty  to  a  Doric  note. 
Friends  embrace  with  steel  hands  ?  Oe,  it  meets  too 

I  must  have  thos 

Col.  Shall  1 1( 
home 
Through  many  dangers  ? 

Cap.JVoer.  What's  that,  sir  ? 

Col.  My  fame, 
Life  of  the  life,  my  reputation. 
Death  !  I  am  sqiiar'd  and  measu 
My  heights,  depths,  breadth,   all  my  din 

taken ! 
Sure  !  have  yet  beyond  your  astrolabe 
A  spirit  unbounded. 

Cap.  Aoer.  Sir,  you  might  weigh  — — 

Rua.  Tush! 
All  this  is  weighing  fire,  vain  and  fruitle 


here  debsrr'd. 
what  I  have  safe  brought 
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The  further  it  runs  into  argumem. 

The  further  plung'd ;  beseech  you,  no  more  on't. 

I  have  a  little  claim,  sir,  in  your  blood, 

As  near  as  the  brother  to  your  mother, 

If  that  may  serve  for  poner  to  move  your  quiet ; 

The  rest  I  ehall  make  up  with  courtesy 

And  an  uncle's  love. 

Cap.  Acer.  1  have  done,  sir,  but 

RtJS.  But?  I'll  have  no  more  shooting  at  thes 
butls.^ 

Col.  We'll  to  pricks  when  he  please. 

Rua.  You  rove  all  still. 
Sir,  I  have  no  motive  proof  to  disgest' 
Your  raised  choler  back  into  temperate  blood; 
Bui  if  you'll  make  mine  age  a  counsellor, — 
As  all  ages  have  hitherto  allow'd  it. 
Wisdom  in  men  grows  up  as  years  increase, — 
You  shall  make  me  blessed  in  making  peace, 
And  do  your  judgment  right. 

Col.  In  peace  at  home 
Grey  hairs  are  senators,  but  to  determine 
Soldiers  and  their  actions 

Enter  Fitzallen  and  Jane.       * 

Rua.  'Tis  peace  here,  sir  : 
And  see,  here  comes  a  bappy  interim ; 
Here  enters  now  a  scene  of  loving  arms  ; 
This  couple  will  not  quarrel  so. 

CoL."s  Fb.  Be  advis'd,  sir  ; 
This  gentleman,  Fitzallen,  is  your  kinsman ; 
You  may  o'crthrow  bis  long-labour'd  fortunes 


•  skBoliBg  Of  tfun  bvtit  ,  .  .  pricki  .  .  .  Tove\  A 
of  puai.  The  frick  nas  ihe  jioinl  or  mnrk  in  the  centre  of 
the  butts:  to  rom  meant  to  shoot  an  arrow  with  an  elevation, 
not  point  hlsnk. 

'  diigtit\  Frequently  lued  for  digtit  b;  our  old  writer*. 
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With  one  angry  minute  ;  'tis  a  rich  churl, 
And  this  his  sole  inheritrix  ;  blast  not 
His  hopes  with  this  tempest. 

Col.  It  shall  calm  me: 
All  the  town's  conjurers  and  their  demons  could  not 
Have  laid  my  spirit  so. 

FiTZ.  Worthy  coz. 
I  gratulate  your  fair  return  to  peace  ! 
Your  BwifV  fame  was  at  home  long  before  you. 

Col.  It  meets,  I  hope,  your  happy  fortunes  here, 
And  I  am  glad  in't.  I  must  salute  your  joya,  coz. 
With  a  soldier's  encounter.  [A'iwe*  Jane. 

FiTz.  Worthy  captain  Ager  ! 
I  hope,  my  kinsman  shortly. 

Rub.  You  must  come  short  indeed, 
Or  the  length  of  my  device  will  be  ill-shrunk. — 

Why,  now  it  shews  finely !  I'll  tell  you,  sir,— 
Sir  ? — nay,  son,  I  know  i'  th'  end  'twill  be  go  — — 

FiTZ.  1  hope  so,  sir. 

Rrs.  Hope  1  nay,  'lis  past  all  hope,  son  : 
Here  has  been  such  a  stormy  encounter  'twixt* 
My  cousin**  captain  and  this  brave  Colonel, 
About  I  know  not  what — nothing  indeed — 
Competitions,  degrees,  and  comparatives 
Of  soldiership  ;  but  this  smooth  passage  of  love 
Has  calm'd  it  all. — Come,  I  will  have  it  sound ; 
Let  me  see  your  hearts  combined  in  your  hands. 
And  then  I  will  believe  the  league  is  good  : 
It  shall  be  the  grape's,  if  we  drink  any  blood. 

CoL.  I  have  no  anger,  sir. 

Cap.  Aoer.  I  have  had  none, 
My  blood  has  not  yet  rose  to  a  quarrel ; 
Nor  have  you  had  cause 
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Col.  No  cause  of  quarrel  7 
Deaib  !  if  my  father  should  tel] 
Rvs.  Again  ? 

FiTz.  Good  sir,  for  my  sake 

Col.  Faith,  I  liave  done,  coi ; 
You  do  too  hastily  believe  mine  anger  : 
And  yet,  to  say  diminitini^''  valour 

In  a  soldier  is  no  cause  of  quarrel 

Rus.  Nay,  then,  I'll  remove  the  cause,  to  kill  lli' 
effect. 
Kinsman,  I'll  press  you  to't,  if  either  love 
Or  consanguinity  may  move  you  to't.: 
I  must  disarm  you  ;  though  ye  arc  a  soldier. 
Pray,  grant  me  your  weapon  ;  it  shall  be  safe 

[_Takei  Captain  Aueb's  mord. 
At  your  regress  from  my  house.     Now  1  know 
No  tvords  can  move  this  noble  soldier's  sivord 
To  a  man  undefenc'd  so  :  we  shall  parle,' 
And  safely  make  all  perfect  friends  again. 

Col.  To  shew  my  will,  sir,  accept  mine  to  you ; 
[GicEj  Am  sn-onl  to  Russell. 
As  good  not  wear  it  as  not  dare  to  use  it. 

CoL.'s  Fb.  Nay,  then,  sir,  we  will  be  all  exampl'd ; 
We'll  bave  no  arms  here  now  but  \oy       ' 
[Gin 
Cai'.'s  Fk.   No  seconds  m 
take  mine,  sir.    [Girw 
Riis.  Why,  la,  what  a  fine  sunshin 
clouds 

My  breath  bas  blown  into  another  climate. 
I'll  be  your  armorer  ;J  they  are  not  pawn'd. — 
These  were  the  fisli  that  I  did  angle  for  ; 
I  have  caught  'em  finely.     Now  for  my  trick ; 
My  project's  lusty,  and  will  hit  the  nick. 

\_Exit  n-ith  weapons. 
niBhing.  '  porfa]  L  e.  parley. 


'«  his  sward  Co  Hussell. 
:  begin  a  quarrel : 
vordlo  Russell. 
■el  these 


1  ormorer]  Old  e< 


Col.  What,  ia't  a  match,  beauty  1  I  would  no* 
have 
Alliance  with  my  worthy  captain  Ager, 
To  knit  our  loves  the  faster  :  here  is  nitneas 
Enough,  if  you  conlinn  it  now. 

Was  long  since  given,  since  that  1  gave  my  hand. 
Col.  Would  you  had  seal'd  t<     " 


.  That 


a  late, 


[Mide. 


u  may  n 


For  I  too  soon  fear  my  deliv 

My  father's  hand  sticks  yet,  t 

Challenge  a  lawful  interest  in  nia  : 

He  took  your  hand  from  your  enraged  blood. 

And  gave  it  freely  to  your  opposite. 

My  cousin  Ager :  melbinks  you  should  claim  from 

In  the  less  quality  of  calmer  blood, 
To  ,ioin  the  hands  of  two  divided  friends, 
Even  these  two  that  would  offer  willingly 
Their  own  embrace. 

CoL.'s  Fb.'  Troth,  she  instructs  you  well. 
Colonel,  and  you  shall  do  a  lover's  part 
Worth  one  brave  act  of  valour. 

Coi.  Why,  I  did 
Misdoubt  no  scruple  ;  is  there  doubt  in  It  ? 

FiTZ.  Faith,  sir,  delays,  which  at  the  least  are 

But  here's  a  constant  resolution  fix'd. 
Which  we  wish  willingly  he  would  accord  to. 

CoL.  Tush,  he  shall  do't,  I  will  not  be  denied ; 
He  owes  me  so  much  in  the  recompense 
Of  my  reconcilement, — Captain  Ager, 
You  will  take  our  parts  against  your  uncle 
In  this  quarrel  ? 

J  Cul.'i  Ft.)  Old  edi.  "  Capt.  frienii." 


^^V     4.18 

^l^^l 

A  FAIR  QUARREL. 

« 

^^H           Cap.  Acer.  I  shall  do  my  best. 

^^^^B       Two  denials  shall  not  repn 

ilse  me  :  I  love 

^^H 

^^M       Your  woi 

thy  kinsman,  and  wish  him  mine; 

I  know    ^H 

^^M       He  doubts  it 

^^H 

^^^H           Col.  See,  he's  return'd. 

^H 

^^H 

Re-enter  Rdssel 

L  n/ilh  Servant. 

^1 

^^^1           Rus.  Your 

^H 

^H       Be  sure  y 

ou  keep  it ;  'twill  be  spoken  quickly,             ^^| 

^^^m       Therefort 

:  watch  it. 

[Exit 

Servaut.    ^m 

^^^H           Col.  Let's  set  on  him  all  at  once. 

^^H           All.  Sir,  we  have  a  sui 

I  to  you. 

^^M 

^^H           Rus.  What,  all  at  once 

^^H 

^^M           All.  All,  all,  i'faith,  sir 

^^H 

^^^^1           Rus.  One  speaker  may  yet  deliver  ;  say, 

-y:       ■ 

^^m      I  shall  no 

t  dare  to  stand  o< 

ut  'gainst  so  many.                ^^| 

^^^H           Col.  Faith,        here's  a 
^^^^B                   on  demur 
^^^^B       1  make  the  motion  for  all  ' 

brabbling  matte i 

r"  bangs     ^^M 

without  a  fee ; 

^H 

^^M       Pray  you 

,  let  it  be  ended  this  term. 

^^1 

^^^H           Rtis.  Ha,  ha,  ha!— 

^^H       That  is  the  rascal's  cue,  and  he  has  miss'd 

^^1 

[Atide.     ^M 

^^H       What 

,  what  is't.  sir  ? 

^^M           Col.  Why,  sir,  here's  a 

man 

^H 

^^H       And  here' 

sawoman-you", 

re  scholar  good  ei 

nough—     ^H 

^^M     Put      t 

ogether,  and  tell 

me  what  it  spells 

^M 

^^M            Rus.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  — 

^^H              h 

ia  cue  once  again 

^H 

^^^M 

Re-enler  . 

Serrant, 

^H 

^^^M 

0,  he'! 

1  come — humph  ! 

l_Aiiik.   ^H 

^^^H            Ser.  My  master  laughs 

:  that  is  bis  cue 

to         ^^M 

^^M 

ief. 

[Aside.    ^M 

^^^1            Col.  What  say  you, 

? 

^1 

^ 

'  btabbUng  malUr]  l 

.e.  mailer  of  broil. 

J 

Ser.  Sir 

Rus,  Ha  !  what  say  you,  bit  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  there's  a  couple  desire  speedily  to  speak 
with  you. 

Res.  A  couple,  air,  of  what?  hounds  or  horses  ? 

Ser.  Men,  sir;  geDllcmen  or  yeomen,  I  know  noi 
which, 
But  the  one,  sure,  ihey  are, 

Rus.  Hast  thou  no  other  description  of  them  1 

See.  They  come  with  commission,  they  say,  sir, 
to  taste  of  your  earth  ;  if  they  like  it,  they'll  turn 
it  into  gunpowder. 

Rus.  O,  they  are  saltpetre-men — before  me,' 
And  they  bring  commission,  the  king's  power  in- 

They  must  have  entrance  :  hut  the  knaves  will  be 

brib'd; 
There's  all  the  hope  we  have  in  officers ; 
They  were  too  dangerous  in  a  commonwealth, 
But  that  they  will  be  very  well  corrupted  ; 
Necessary  varlets. 

Ser.  ShalU  enter  in,"  sir? 

Rub.  By  all  fair  means,  sir, 
And  with  all  speed,  sir :  give  *em  very  good  words, 
To  save  my  ground  unravish'd,  unbroke  up  : 

[Exit  Servant. 
Mine's  yet 

A  virgin  earth ;  the  worm  hath  not  been  seen 
To  wriggle  in  her  chaste  bowels,  and  I'd  be  loath 
A  gunpowder  fellow  should  deflower  her  now. 

Col.  Our  suit  is  yet  delay'd  by  this  means,  sir. 

'  brfare  me]  An  eXcUmstioQ  :  so  towardl  the  concliuian  of 
tbii  act,  Riusell  layi, 

"  'Fart  me,  and  thou  Iwk'il  half-ill  indeed  1 " 

•  enttr  ni]  i.  e.  shew  in  —  but  qy.  "  tHter  'em  1"  So  al 
p.  81,  "  i  would  not  ni(er  hi*  man,"  &c. 
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Res.  Alas,  I  cannot  help  it !  these  Fellows  gone. 
As  1  hope  I  shall  despatch  'em  quickly, 
A  few  articles  shall  conclude  your  suit : 
Who!  master  Fitzallen?  the  only  man 
That  my  adoption  aims  at. 

Col.  There's  good  hope  then. 

Enter  tiro  Sergeants  in  diiguUe. 
First  Serb.  Save  you,  sir. 

Rus.  You  are  welcome,  sir,  for  aught  I  know  yet. 
Sec.  Sero.  We  come  to  take  a  view  and  taste  of 

your  ground,  sir. 
Rus.  I'd  rather  feed  you  nith  beltei  meat,  gen- 


iut  do  your  pleasures 
First  Sbro.  This  i: 
you, 


rpl. 


In  (be  king's  nam 
FiTZ.  Haj  at  whose  suit  f 
Rus.  How's  thatf 
Col.  Our  weapons,  good  sir, 
Jane.  Ay  me! 
Rvs,    Stay,    stay,    gentlemen, 


l^Tkey  arrest  Fitzallen. 


let's 


:  the 


It  may  be  but  a  trifle  ;  k  small  debt 

Shall  need  no  rescue  here.  i 

Sec.  Sebg.  Sir,  betwixt  three  creditors,  master 
Leach,  master  Swallow,  and  master  Bonesuck,  the    . 
debts  are  a  thousand  pounds. 

Rus.  A  thousand  pounds !  beshrow"  me,  a  good° 

man's  substance ! 
CoL.  Good  sir,  our  weapons!  we'll  teach  these 
varlets  to  walk 
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In  their  own  parii-cotour'd  coala,  that  tliey 

May  be  distinguished  from  honest  nien. 

First  Sero.    Sir,  attempt   no  rescue;  he's  our 
prisoner : 

You'll  ninke  the  danger  worse  by  liolence. 
Col.  a  plague  upon  your  gunpowder-treason, 

Ye  quick -dflmn'd  varleis!   is  this  your  saltpetre- 
proving. 

Your  tasting  earth  ?  would  you  might  ne'er  feed 
better, 

Nor  none  of  your  catchpoll  tribe  !  —Our  weapons. 


We'll  yet  deliver  him. 

Res.  Pardon  ine,  sir; 
I  dare  not  suffer  [any]  rei 
At  least  not  by  so  great  a 
As  to  furnish  you  :  had  y. 
But  lo  see  the  ill  fate  on'l 
Let  beggars  beware  to  loi 
I'll  teach  em  the  new  n 
Of  another  careful  fathi 


accessary 

1  had  your  weapons  — 
—My  fine  trick,  i'faith  ! 
rich  men's  daughters : 
I  learnt  it  myself 


FiTZ.  May  I  not  be  bail'd  ? 

Sec.  Seru.  Yes,  but  not  with  swords. 

Col.  Slaves,  here  are  sufficient  men  ! 

First  Sebo.  Ay,  i'  th'  field. 
But  not  in  the  city. — Sir,  if  this  gentleman 
Will  be  one,  we'll  easily  admit  the  second. 

Rus.  Who,  I  ?  sir,  pray,  pardon  me :  I  am  wrong'd. 
Very  much  wrong'd  in  this ;  1  must  needs  speak  it. — 
Sir,  you  have  not  dealt  like  an  honest  lover 
Wiih  me  nor  my  child  ;  here  you  boast  to  me 
Of  a  great  revenue,  a  large  substance. 
Wherein  you  would  endow  and  state  ray  daughter : 
Hod  I  miss'd  this,  my  opinion  yet 
Thought  you  a  frugal  man,  to  understand 
The  sure  wards  against  all  e 
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Boldly  to  defeml  your  wife  and  famity. 

To  walk  unmuffl'd,  Ureadless  of  these  deah-hooks, 

Even  in  tlie  daring 'st  streets  through  all  the  cii^  ; 

But  DOW  1  Rod  you  a  loose  prodigal, 

A  large  unthrift:  a  nhole  thousand  pound!  — 

Come  from  him,  girl,  his  inside  is  not  sound. 

FiTZ.  Sir,  I  am  wrong'd;  these  are  malicious  plats 
Of  some  ohscure  enemies  that  I  have  ; 
These  debts  are  none  of  mine. 

Rub.   Ay,  all  say  so  : 
Perliapa  you  stand  engag'd  for  other  men ; 
If  BO  you  do,  you  must  then  call't  your  own  : 
The  like  arrearage  do  I  run  into 
Should  1  bail  you ;  but  1  have  vow'd  against  it, 
And  I  will  keep  my  vows  ;  that  is  religious.  , 

FiTz.  All  this  is  nothing  so,  sir. 

Rus.  Nothing  so?  ' 

By  my  failh,  'tis,  sir ;  my  vons  are  firm. 

FiTz.  i  neither 
Owe  these  debts,  nor  [am]  engag'd  for  others. 

Rus.  The  easier  is  your  liberty  regain'd: 
These  appear  proofs  to  me. 

Col.  Liberty,  sir  l 
I  hope  you  will  not  see  him  go  to  prison. 

Rus.  I  do  not  mean  to  bear  him  company 
So  far,  but  1  will  see  him  out  of  my  doors : 
O,  sir,  let  him  go  to  prison  !  'tis  a  school 
To  tame  wild  bloods,  he'll  be  much  better  for't. 

Col.  Better  for  lying  in  prison  ! 

Rus.   In  prison;   believe  it. 
Many  an  honest  man  lies  in  prison,  else  all 
The  keepers  are  knaves ;   they  told  me  so  then 


gelvt 
Col.  Sir,  I  do  now  suspect  you  h. 
And  us,  to  cause  us  to  be  weaponli 
If  it  be  so,  you're  a  blood-sucluDg  churl, 


betray 'd  him 


One  that  was  b 

Could  not  stir  £       ^     . 

In  heat  of  a  burning  fever  i'  th'  dog-days, 

To  begin  your  hell  to  you :  IVe  said  your  grace  for 

you; 
Now  get  you  lo  supper  ns  soon  as  you  can ; 
Pluto,  the  master  of  the  house,  is  set  already. 

Cap.  Ager.  Sir,  you  do  wrong  mine  uncle. 

Cot.  Pox  on  your  uncle 
And  all  his  kin !  if  my  kinsman  mingle 
No  blood  with  him. 

Cap.  Aoer.  You  are  a  foul-mouth'd  fellow ! 

CoL,  Foul-niouth'd  I  niU  be — thou'n  the  son  of 
a  whore ! 

Cap,  Aoer.  Ha !  whore  ?  plagues  and  furies  I  I'll 
thrust  that  back. 
Or  pluck  thy  heart  out  after! — aon  of  a  wbore? 

CoL.  On  thy  life  I'll  prove  it. 

Cap.  Acer.  Death,  I  am  naked  !— 
Uncle,  I'll  give  you  my  left  hand  for  my  aword 
To  arm  my  right  with — O  this  fire  will  flame  me 
Into  present  ashes  ! 

CoE.  Sir,  give  us  weapons  ; 
We  ask  our  own  ;  you  will  not  rob  us  of  them  ? 

Rus.  No,  sir,  but  atdl  restrain  your  furies  here: 
At  my  door  I'll  give  you  them,  nor  at  this  time 
My  nephew's  ;  a  time  will  better  suit  you : 
And  I  must  tell  you,  sir,  you  have  spoke  swords. 
And,  'gainst  the  law  of  arms,  poison'd  the  blades. 
And  with  them  wounded  the  reputation 
Of  an  unblemish'd  woman  i  would  you  were  out  of 
my  doors  ! 

Col.  Poi  on  your  doors,  and  let  it  run  all  your 

Give  rae  my  sword  ! 

Cap.  Ager.  We  shall  meet,  Colonel!     . 


Col.  Yes,  better  provided  :  to  spur  thee  n 
I  do  repeat  my  words  —  son  of  a  whor 


Cap.'b  Fr.  Come,  sir  ;  ' 
you  can 
Do  nothing  now. 

Riis.    No,  ril  bar  him 

beggar! 

Let  this  persuade  you  for 
At  tliis  price,  I  know,  you 


l£xit  jvkh  hii  Friend. 
is  no  worse  than  it  was ; 

[Exit  mth  Capt.  Agek. 

now. — Away  with  that 

[Exit. 

stay! 
all  day. 

{Giving  money. 
First  Serg.  You  know  the  reniora"  that  stays 

our  ship  always, 
Jane.  Your  ship  sinks  many  when  this  hold  lets 
go.— 

0  my  Filzallen  !  what  is  to  be  done  ? 

FiTZ.  To  be  still  thine  is  all  my  part  to  be, 
Whether  in  freedom  or  captivity. 

Jane.  But  art  thou  so  engag'd  as  this  pretends  ?■ 

FiTZ.  Byheaven,  sweet  Jane, 'tis  alia  helliih  plot! 
Your  cruel-smiling  father  all  this  while 
Has  candied  o'er  a  bitter  pill  for  me. 
Thinking  by  my  remove  to  plant  some  other, 
And  then  let  go  his  fangs. 

Jane.  Plant  some  other? 
Thou  hast  too  lirmly  stampt  me  for  thine  own, 
Ever  to  be  ras'd  out :  I  am  not  current 
In  any  other's  hand  ;  I  fear  too  soon 

1  shall  discover  it. 

FiTZ.  Let  come  the  worst; 

"  rrniird]  "  The  Latin  name  of  B  &A  (hat  adhern  lo  the 
aiduand  fceelt  of  ehipi,  antl  retards  their  vsy."  WfaalleT's 
DDte,  Ben  Jonson.  ffarki.  vol.  ii.  |i.  412,  ed.  GifTord.— rnie 
word  is  often  used  b;  our  early  dramatists.  See  p.  2(J9  of 
iLis  vol. 
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BinU  but  this  linot  with  an  unloosed  lin 


Jane.  And  I'll  bo  thine. 

First  Sebg.  My  waich  has  gone  two 


FiTz.  It  shall  not  be  renew'd  ;  I  go,  t 


well ! 


-  Fare- 


Jane.  Farewell !   we  both  are  prison'd,  though 

But  here's  the  difference  in  our  ItickleBs  chance, 
I  fear  mine  own,  wish  thy  deliverance. 

FiTz.  Our  hearts  shall  hourly  visit ;  I'll  send  to 

Then  'tis  no  prison  where  the  mind  is  free. 

[E;cit  n-,lh  Sergeants. 


Ru 


Re-enter  Ru! 
.  So,  lei  him  go  !— No 

joys. 


»,  wench,  I  bring  thee 


A  fair  sunshine  ai\er  this  angry  storm. 

It  was  my  policy  to  remove  this  beggar : 

What  ?  shaJI  rich  men  wed  their  only  daughters 

To  two  fair  suits  of  clothes,  and  perhaps  yei 

The  poor  tailor  is  unpaid  ?  no,  no,  niy  girl, 

I  have  a  lad  of  thousands  coming  in  :  ' 

Suppose  he  have  more  wealth  than  wit  to  guide  it. 

Why,  there's  thy  gains  ;  thou  keep'st  the  keys  of  all, 

Disposest  all ;  and  for  generation, 

Man  does  most  seldom  stamp  'em  from  the  brain  ; 

Wise  men  begei°  fools,  and  fools  are  the  fathers 

To  many  wise  children  ;   hytlermi  proleron, 

A  great  scholar  may  beget  an  idiot. 

And  from  the  plough-lail  may  come  a  great  scholar; 

Nay,  they  are  frequent  propagations. 


°  bigel]  Old  a 


"  begels. 
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Jane.  I  am  not  well,  sir. 

Rus.  Hal  not  well,  my  girl? 
Thou  shalt  Imvc  a  physician  then,  [i'faith], 
The  beat  that  gold  can  fetch  upon  his  footclothJ* 
Thou  koow'st  my  tender  pity  to  thee  ever ; 
Want  nothing  that  thy  wishes  can  instruct  thee 
To  call  for, — 'fore  ine,i  and  thou  look'si  half-ill  | 

indeed ! 
But  I'll  bring  one  within  a  day  to  thee 
Shall  rouse  thee  up,  for  he's  come  up  already; 
One  master  Chough,  a  Cornish  gentleman  ; 
Has  as  much  land  of  his  own  fee-simple 
As  a  crow  can  fly  over  in  half  a  day : 
And  now  I  think  on't,  at  the  Crow  at  Aldgate 
His  lodging  is  : — he  shall  so  stir  thee  up  !  — 
Come,  come,  be  cheer'd  !  think  of  thy  preferment : 
Honour  and  attendance,  these  will  bring  thee  health ; 
And  the  way  to  'em  is  to  climb  by  wealth. 

[Exeunt.  I 


ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 
A  Room  in  Lady  Aoi 

Eater  Captain  Acer. 


Hon 


Cap.  Acer.  The  son  of  a  whore  ? 
There  is  not  such  another  murde ring-piece' 
In  all  the  stock  of  calutnny  ;  it  kills 
At  one  report  two  reputations, 
A  mother's  and  a  son's.     If  it  were  possible 


e,  vol.  i.  p.  39S. 


'  v<Htdcring-piece_ 
of  ordnance  :  »ee  N 
word,  Hamltl,  act  n 
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That  souls  could  fight  after  the  bodies  fell. 

This  were  a  quarrel  for  'em  ;  he  should  be  one,  in- 

That  never  heard  of  heaven's  joys  rfr  hell's  torments. 

To  6ght  this  out :  1  an.  too  full  of  conscience. 

Knowledge,  and  patience,  to  give  justice  to't ; 

So  careful  of  my  eternity,  which  consists 

Of  upright  actions,  that  unless  I  knew 

It  were  a  truth  I  stood  for,  any  comard 

Might  make  my  breast  his  foot-pace  ;  and  who  lives 

That  can  assure  the  truth  of  his  conception, 

More  than  a  mother's  carriage  makes  it  hopeful  t 

And  is't  not  miserable  valour  then. 

That  man  should  hazard  all  upon  things  doubtful? 

O,  there's  the  cruelly  of  my  foe's  advantage ! 

Could  but  my  soul  resolve  my  cause  were  just. 

Earth's  mountain  nor  sea's  surge  should  bide  him 

E'en  to  hell's  threshold  would  I  follow  him. 

And  see  the  slanderer  in  before  I  left  him ! 

But  as  it  is,  it  fears*  me  ;  and  I  never 

Appear'd  too  conscionably  just  till  now. 

My  good  opinion  of  her  life  and  virtues 

Bids  me  go  on,  and  fain  would  I  be  rul'd  by't ; 

But  when  my  judgment  tells  me  she^but  woman, 

Whose  frailty '  let  in  death  to  all  mankind, 

My  valour  shrinks  at  that.     Certain,  she's  good  ; 

There  only  wants  but  my  assurance  in't. 

And  all  things  then  were  perfect :  how  I  thirst  for'l  t 

Here  comes  the  only  she  that  could  resolve" — 

But  'tis  too  vild'  a  question  to  demand  indeed. 


•  fiar,']  L  e.  frightens. 

'frailty]  First  ed.  "  fndleto  ;"  ed.  1622,  "  frail  tie  I 

■  nW]  See  note,  vol.'ii.  p.  3M. 


Enter  L&dy  Acer. 


Cai'.  Acer.  That  may  do  well, — 
To  me,  good  madam  ?  you're  most  sure 

Be't  i'  my  power  to  grant  it. 

Lahy  Ageb.  'Tia  my  love 
Makes  the  request,  that  you  would  never  pait 
From  England  more. 

Cap.  Ager.  With  all  my  heart  'tis  granted  !— 
I'm  sure  I'm  i'  the  way  never  to  part  from't.    l_Atidt, 

Lady  Acer.  Where  left  you  your  dear  friend  the 
Colonel  ? 

Cap.  Aoer.  O,  the  dear  Colonel,— I  should  n 


.  O  fail  h 


The  fame  and  reputation  of  your  time 
Is  much  engag'd  to. 

Cap.  Aota.  Yes,  and"  you  knew  all,  mother, 
Lady  Ager.  I  thought  I'd  known  so  much  of] 
his  fair  goodness, 
More  could  not  have  been  look'd  for. 
Cap.  Aoer.^3,  yes,  yes,  madam, 
his  last  exceeded  all  the 


And  this 

Lady  Aoek.  For  grat 

this,  1  priihee! 
Cap,  Ageb.  Then  thu 

Whether  it  appear'd  not 


sake,  let  me  kno<r| 
;  and  I  desire  your  c 
1  strange  noble  kindoeftV'l 


Laov  Ager.  Tru^  me,  I  long  to  hear't. 
Cap.  Acer.  You  know  he's  hasty, — 

That  by  the  way. 

'  and]  L  e.'it  ■  ctHittn}  L  e.  Opinion. 
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Lacv  Ageb.  So  are  the  best  conditions;' 
Your  fatlier  was  tlie  like. 


■.  AfiEI 


II 


To  doubt  me  more  :  wby  am  not  I  so  too  then? 

Blood  follows  blood  through  fo»ty  generations. 

And  I've  a  slow-pac'd  wrath — a  shrewd  dilemma! 
_  Inside. 

Lady  Aoer.  Well,  as  you  were  saying,  air 

Cap.  Aoer.  Marry,  thus,  good  madam : 

There  was  in  company  a  fbul-mouth'd  villain — ■ 

Stay,  8tay, 

Who  should  I  liken  him  to  that  you  have  seen  ? 

He  comes  so  near  one  that  I  would  not  match  him 
wilh; 

Faith,  just  a'  th'  Colonel's  pitch,  he's  ne'er  the 

Usurers  have  been  compar'd  to  magistrates. 

Extortioners  to  lawyers,  and  the  like  ; 

But  they  all  prove  ne'er  the  worse  men  for  that. 

Lady  Aggr.  That's  bed  enough  ;  they  need  not. 

Cxr.  Aoer.  This  rude  fellow, 
A  shame  to  all  humanity 
Breathes  from  the 
The  foulest  stain  that  ever 
Part  of  which  felt  upon  yoi 
■Wiiich  heighten'd  my  affliction. 

LADrAoEa.  Mine?  my  honour,  sir? 

Cap.  Aoer.  The  Colonel,  soon  enrag'd,  as  he 
all  touchwood, 
Takes  fire  before  me,  mak<3s  the  quarrel  his, 
Appoints  the  field  ;  my  wrath  could  not  be  heard, 
His  was  so  htgb-pitch'd,  so  gloriously  mounted. 
Now,  what's  the  friendly  feat  that  fights  within  mi 
Should  his  brave  noble  fury  undertake 

'  coni/ifiuni]  i.  F.  diBpoiitloni. 


of  his  gall  and  malice 
in's  fame  blemish'd ; 
honour,  madam. 
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A  cause  that  were  unjust  in  our  defence, 

And  so  to  lose  liim  everlastingly 

In  that  dark  depth  where  all  bad  quarrels  sink 

Never  to  rise  again,  what  pity  'twere 

First  to  die  here,  and  never  lo  die  there! 

Ladt  Aoer.    Why,  what's  the  quarrel— speak, 
sir^ — that  should  raise 
Such  fearful  doubt,  my  honour  bearing  part  on't? 
The  words,  wbaie'er  they  were. 

Cap.  Aoea.  Son  of  a  whore! 

Lady  Acer.  Thou  lieat  1  {^Strikti  him. 

And  were  my  love  ten  thousand  times  more  to  thee, 
Which  is  as  much  now  as  e'er  mother's  was. 
So  thou  should'al  feel  my  anger.     Dost  thou  call 
Thai  quarrel  doubtful  7  where  are  all  my  merits  1 
Not  one  stand  up  to  tell  this  man  his  error  7 
Thou  might'st  as  well  bring  the  sun's  truih  in  qoes- 

As  thy  birth  or  my  honour  ! 

Cap.  Ageb.  Now  blessings  crown  you  for't ! 
It  is  the  joyfull'st  blow  that  e'er  flesh  felt. 

LAt>v  AuEK.  Nay,  stay,  stay,  sir;  thou  art  not 
left  so  soon  ; 
This  is  no  question  to  be  slighted  off. 
And  at  your  pleasure  clos'd  up  fair  again. 
As  though    you'd  never  touch'd  it:   no,  honour 

doubted 
la  honour  deeply  wounded  ;  and  it  rages 
More  than  a  common  smart,  being  of  thy  making ; 
For  thee  to  fear  my  truth,  it  kills  my  comfort : 
Where  should  fame  seek  for  her  reward,  when  he 
That  is  her  own  by  the  great  tie  of  blood. 
Is  farthest  off  in  bounty  7  O  poor  goodness  I 
That  only  pay'st  thyself  with  thy  own  works. 
For  nothing  else  looks  towards  thee.    Tell  rae,  pray, 
Which  of  my  loving  cares  dost  thou  requite 
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With  this  Tild'  thought,   which  of  my  prayers  or 

wishes ! 
Many  thou  on'st  me  for  -.  this  seven  year  hast  thou 

linown  me 
A  widow,  only  married  to  my  vow  ; 
Thai's  no  small  witness  of  my  faith  and  love 
To  him  that  in  life  was  thy  honour'd  father ; 
And  live  I  now  to  know  that  good  miatmated  i 

Cap,  Aoer,  No  ;  't  shall  appear  that  my  belief  is 
cheerful. 
For  never  was  a  mother's  reputation 
Noblier  defended  :  'tia  my  joy  and  pride 
I  have  a  firm  [failh]  to  hestow  upon  it. 

Ladv  Acbr.  What's  that  you  said,  sir? 

Cap.  AoEit.  'Twere  too  bold  and  soon  yet 
To  crave  forgiveness  of  you  ;  I'll  earn  it  first: 
Dead  or  alive  I  know  I  shall  enjoy  it. 

Ladt  Agek.  What's  all  this,  sir? 

Cap.  Ager.  My  joy's  beyond  expression  ! 
I  do  but  think  how  wretched  t  had  been 
Were  this  another's  quarrel,  and  not  mine. 

Ladv  Agbr.  Why,  is  it  yours  ? 

Cap.  Aoer.  Mine  7  think  me  not  so  miserable, 
Not  to  be  mine  ;  then  were  I  worse  than  abject, 
More  to  be  loath'd  than  vilenesa  or  sin's  dunghill : 
Nor  did  I  fear  your  goodness,  faithful  madam. 
But  came  with  greedy  joy  to  be  confirm'd  in't, 
To  give  the  nobler  onset.     Then  shines  valour, 
And  admiration  from  her  fix'd  sphere  draws. 
When  it  comes  burnish'd  with  a  righteous  cause  ; 
Without  which  I'm  ten  fathoms  under  coward. 
That  now  am  ten  degrees  above  a  man. 
Which  is  but  one  of  virtue's  easiest  wonders. 

■  vild]  See  note,  vol.  iL  p.  393. 


,  pray,  slay ;    all   this  nbile  T 


the  n 


strnnge ! 


The  Colonel  was  the  m 

Cap.  Aoer.  Yes,  he 
The  man  of  injury,  re]iroach,  and  slander, 
Which  I  mu3t  turn  into  his  soul  again. 

Lady  Acer.  The  Colonel  do't  ?  that's 

Cap.  Acer.  The 
That's  not  so  strange  :  —  your  blessing  and  your 

Ladt  Aoer.  Come,  come,  you  shall  not  go  ! 

Cap.  Ager.  Not  go  ?  were  death 
Sent  now  to  summon  me  to  my  eternity, 
I'd  put  him  oflfan  hour ;  why,  the  whole  world 
Has  not  chains  strong  enough  to  bind  me  from't : 
The  strongest  is  my  reverence  to  you, 
Which  if  you  force  upon  me  in  this  case, 
I  must  be  forc'd  to  break  it. 

Ladt  Aoer.  Stay,  I  say  ! 

Cap.  Acer.  In  any  thing  command  me  but  in 
this,  madam. 

Lady  Acer.  'Las,  I  shall  lose  him  !     [Aside.'] — 
You  will  hear  me  first  ? 

Cap.  Ageh.  At  my  return  I  will. 

Lady  Aoer.  You'll  never  bear  me  more,  then. 

Cap.  Aoeh,  How  ? 

Lady  Aoer.  Come  back,  I  say ! 
You  may  well  think  there's  cause  I  call  s 

Cap.  Acer.  Ha,  cause  !  what  cause! 

Ladt  Ageu.  So  much,  you  must  not  gr 

Cap.  Aoer.  How  ? 

Lady  Ager.  You  must  not  go. 
,  Must  not?  why? 


o  often. 


t  AOEI 


Iknt 


1  for't, 


Which  I  could  wish  you'd  yield  lo,  and  not  know  ; 


If  not,  il  must  come  forlli :  failh,  do  not  know. 
And  yet  obey  my  will. 

Cap.  Ager.  Why,  1  desire 
To  know  no  other  than  the  cause  I  have. 
Nor  should  you  wish  it,  if  you  take  your  injury, 
For  one  more  great  1  know  the  world  include!! 

Lady  Ager.  Yes,  one  that  makes  this  nothing  : 
yet  be  rul'd. 
And  if  you  understand  not,  seek  no  further. 

Cap.  Acer.  I  must ;  for  ibis  is  noibinf;. 

Lady  Acer.  Tben  lake  all  ; 
And  if  amongst  it  you  receive  that  secret 
That  will  offend  you,  though  you  condemn  me, 
Yet  blame  yourself  a  little  ;   for,  perhaps, 
1  would  have  made  my  reputation  soun  ' 
Upon  another's  hazard  with  less  pity  ; 
But  upon  yours  1  dare  n 


Cap.  Acer.  How? 

Ladv  Aoeb.  I  dare  not ; 

'Twas  your  own  seeking  this 

Cap.  Aoer.  If  you  mean 

yjlly. 

I  cannot  understand  you  ;  n 

or  for  all  the  rich 

This  life  has,  would  I. 

Lady  Aceb.  Would  you 

ever  might ! 

fight  fi 


.  Why,  your  goodness,  that  I  joy  to 


Lady  Aoer.  In  that  you  neither  right  your  joy 
orator  has  virtue  got 


.  What 


Cap.  Age 

Why,  shall  I  dare  to  think  it  a  thing  possible 
That  you  were  ever  false  ? 

Lady  Aoer.  O,  fearfully  ! 
As  much  ai  you  come  to. 

Cap.  Aoeb.  O  silence,  cover  me  ! 


I've  felt  a  deadlier  wound  than  man  can  give  me. 
False! 

Lad*  Ager.  I  was  betray'd  to  a  most  sinful  hour 
By  a  corrupted  aoul  I  put  in  trust  once, 
A  kinswoman. 

Cap.  Aoek.  Where  is  she  ?  let  me  pay  her! 

Lady  Acek.  O,  dead  long  since  I 

Cap.  Acer.  Nay,  then,  ah'as  all  her  wages. 
False  I  do  not  say't,  for  honour's  goodness,  do  not  I 
You  never  could  be  bo.     He  1  call'd  ftther 
Deserv'd  you  at  your  best,  when  youth  and  merit 
Could  boast  at  highest  in  you;  y'had  no  grace 
Or  virtue  that  he  raatch'd  not,  no  delight 
That  you  invented  but  he  sent  it  crown'd 
To  your  full-wishing  soul. 

Lady  Acer.  That  heaps  my  guiltiness. 

Cap.  Acer.  O,  were  you  so  unhappy  to  be  false 
Both  to  yourself  and  me  7  but  to  me  chiefly. 
What  a  day's  hope  is  here  lost!  and  with  it 
The  joys  of  a  just  cause!     Had  you  but  thought 
On  such  a  noble  quarrel,  you'd  ha'  died 
Ere  you'd  ha'  yielded  ;  for  the  sin's  hale  first, 
Next  for  the  shame  of  this  hour's  cowardice. 
Curst  be  the  heat  that  lost  me  such  a  cause, 
A  work  that  I  was  made  for!     Quench,  my  spirit. 
And  out  with  honour's  flaming  lights  within  thee ! 
Be  dark  and  dead  to  all  respects  of  manliood! 
I  never  shall  have  use  of  valour  more. 
Put   olT  your  vow  for  shame !    why  should  you 

hoard   up 
Such  justice  for  a  barren  nidoirhood. 
That  was  so  injurious  to  the  faith  of  wedlock? 

[Exit  Lady  Aoeh. 
I  should  be  dead,  for  all  my  life's  work's  ended ; 
I  dare  not  fight  a  stroke  now,  nor  engage 
The  noble  resolution  of  my  friends : 


Enter  Itco  Friends  o/'Cai'TAIN  Ager. 
Thai  were  more  vild"— they're  here:  kill 

shame '. 
I  am  not  for  the  fellowship  of  honour. 
FiBST  Fr.   Captain!  fie,  come,  air!   we'^, 
seeking  for  you 
Very  late  to-day  ;  this  was  not  wont  to  be  ; 
Your  enemy's  t'  th'  field. 

Cap.  Agbb.  Truth  enters  cheerfully. 
Sec.  Fs.  Good  faith,  sir. 


lAside. 

re  been 


nt. 


royal  quarrel 
other  country,  Spain 


Cap.  Ager.  Yes,  i 
or  Italy. 
It  would  be  held  so. 

First  Fr.  How?  and  is't  not  here  so? 

Cap.  Acer.  'Tia  not  so  contumeliously  receiv'd 
In  these  parts,  and''  you  mark  it, 

First  Fb.  >fol  in  these? 
Why,  prithee,  what  is  more,  or  can  be  ? 

Cap.  Ager-  Yes; 
That  ordinary  commotloner,  the  lie. 
Is  father  of  most  quarrels  in  this  climate. 
And  held  here  capital,  and''  you  go  to  that. 

Sec.  Fh.  But,  sir,  I  hope  you  will  not  go  to  that, 
Or  change  your  own  for  it :  son  of  a  whore ! 
Why,  there's  the  lie  down  to  posterity, 
The  lie  to  birth,  the  lie  to  honesty. 
Why  would  you  cozen  yourself  so,  and  beguile 
So  brave  a  cause,  manhood's  best  masterpiece  ? 
Do  you  e'er  hope  for  one  so  brave  again  ? 

Cap.  Abeb.  Consider  then  the  man,  [the]  Colonel, 
Exactly  worthy,  absolutely  noble. 
However  spleen  and  rage  abuses  him ; 

•  vilJ]  See  Dolc,  vol.  li,  p.  393. 
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And  'tis  not  well  nor  manly  to  pursue 
A  man's  infirmity.' 

FiBST  Fh.  O  miracle ! 
So  hopeful,  valiant,  and  complete  a  captain 
PosBCss'd  with  a  lame  devil !     Come  out !   thou 

Bpoik'st 
The  moat  improv'd  young  soldier  of  seven  king- 
Made  captain  al  nineteen  ;   which  was  deserv'd 
The  year  belbre,  but  honour  comes  behind  still : 
Come  out,  I  Bay  !    This  was  not  wont  to  be  ; 
That  spirit  ne'er  stood  in  need  of  provocauon, 
Nor  shall  it  now ;  away,  sir  I 

Cap,  AoeU,  Urge  me  not. 

FiKST  Fr.   By  manhood's  reverend  honour,  but 

Cap.  Aoeit.  I  will  not  fight  a  stroke. 
First  Fr.  O  blasphemy 
To  sacred- valour ! 

Cap.  Aoeb.  Lead  me  where  you  list. 
FiasT  Fr.  Pardon  this  traitorous  slumber,  clogg'd 
vith  evils: 


Give  captains  rather 


B  than  such  tame  devils  ! 
\_Ej:eunt. 


SCENE  11. 

A  Room  in  Russell's  Houte. 

Enter  Physician  and  Jane. 

Pur.  Nay,  mistress,"  you  must  not  be  cover'd  to 
me; 
The  patient  must  ope  to  the  physician 


'J 
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All  her  dearest  sorrons  :  art  is  blinded  else, 
And  cannot  shew  her  mystical  etfects. 

Jane.  Can  art  be  so  dim 'Sighted,  Icanted  s 
I  did  not  think  her  so  incapacious. 
You  train  me,  as  I  guess,  like  a.  conjurer, 
One  or  our  Rne''  oraculous  wizards, 
Who,  from  the  help  of  his  e 
By  the  near  guess  of  his  sue 
Points'  out  the  thief  by  the  marks  he  tells  him.  I 
Have  you  no  skill  in  physiognomy  ? 
What  colour,  says  your  coal,  is  my  dise 
I  am  unmarried,  and  it  cannot  be  yelloi 
If  it  be  maiden-green,  you  cannot  miss 

PuY.  1  cannot  see  that  vacuum  in  your  bload;| 
But,  gentlewoman,  if  you  love  yourself, 
Zxive  my  advice  ;   be  free  and  plain  with  me 
Where  lies  your  ^rief  ? 

Janb.  Where  lies  my  grief  indeed? 
1  cannot  tell  the  truth,  where  ray  grief  lies. 
But  my  joy  is  imprison'd. 

Phy.  This  is  mystical ! 

Jane.  Lord,  what  plain  questions  you  make  pro- 
blems of  1 
Your  art  is  such  a  regular  highway, 
That  put  you  out  of  it,  and  yon  are  lost : 
My  heart's  imprison'd  in  my  body,  sir ; 
There  is  all  my  joy ;  and  my  sorrow  too 
Lies  very  near  it. 

Pht.  They  are  bad  adjuncts  ; 
Your  joy  and  grief,  lying  ao  near  together. 
Can  propagate  no  happy  issue  :  remove 
The  one,  and  let  it  be  the  worst — your  grief — 
If  you'll  propose  the  best  unto  your  joy. 

'  /m]  Old  eds.  "  flue." 

•  Poinit]  Old  eda.  "  Appoints." 

'  yilteai  i.  e.  jealouiy :  see  note,  p.  134, 
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■    Jank.  Why,  non  comes  your  skill :  what  pfayiis  I 
for  it  ?  I 

Phy.  Now  1  have  fouod  you  out;  you  are  in  love.  I 

Jane.  I  think  I  am  :  what's' your  appliance  now F  I 
Can  all  your  Paracelsian  niislureB  cure  it  ? 
'T  must  be  a  surgeon  of  the  civil  law, 
I  fear,  that  must  cure  me. 

Pry.  Gentlewoman, 
If  you  knew  well  my  heart,  you  would  not  be 
So  circular  ;^  tbe  very  common  name 
Of  physician  might  reprove  your  nicenesa ; '' 
We  are  as  secret  as  your  confessors. 
And  as  firm  obliged ;  'tis  a  fine  like  death 
For  us  to  blab. 

Jane.  I  will  trust  you;  yet,  sir, 
I'd  rather  do  it  by  attorney  to  you ; 
I  else  have  blushes  that  will  stop  my  tongue  : 
Have  you  no  friend  so  friendly  as  yourself, 
Of  mine  own  sex,  to  whom  1  might  impart 
My  sorrows  to  you  at  the  second  hand  ? 

PiiY.  Why,  la,  there  I  hit  you !  and  be  confirm'd  | 
I'll  give  you  such  a  bosom- counsellor. 
That  your  own  tongue  shall  be  sooner  false  to  you.  | 
Make  yourself  unready,'  and  be  naked  to  her ;  I 

I'll  fetch  her  presently.  [£irif.  ] 

Jane.  I  must  reveal; 
My  shame  will  else  take  tongue,  and  speak  before 

'Tis  a  necessity  impulsive  drives  me. 
O  my  hard  fate,  but  my  more  hard  fatber. 
That  father  of  my  fate! — a  father,  said  U 
What  a  strange  paradox  1  run  into  ! 

■  uAdl'i]  3o  ed.  1622.     First  ed.  "  whaL" 

"  aiceneu]  See  note,  p.  lal. 

■  make  younelf  unrcadt/']   i.e.   undresi  fouraelfi    compare 
Vp.  35,  31ie,  and  notes. 


1  must  accuse  two  fathers  of  my  fate 

And  fault,  a  reciprocal  generation  : 

The  father  of  my  fault  nould  have  repair'd 

His  faulty  isHue,  but  my  fate's  father  liindcrs  it : 

Then  fate  and  fault,  wherever  I  begin, 

1  must  blame  both,  and  yet  'twas  love  did  sin. 

Re-enter  Physician  with  Anne. 
Ptiy.   Look  you,  mistress,  here's  your  closet; 

What  you  please,  you  ever  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Jane.  Let  me  speak  private,  sir. 

Phy.  With  all  my  heart ; 
I  will  be  more  than  mine  ears'  length  from  vou. 

[Retirei. 

JftHE.  You  hold  some  endear'd  place  with  this 

Anne.  He  is  my  brother,  forsooth,  I  his  creature ; 
He  docs  command  me  any  lawful  office, 
Either  in  act  or  counsel. 

Jane.  I  must  not  doubt  you  ; 
Your  brother  has  protested  secrecy, 
And  strengthen'd  me  in  you  :  I  must  lay  ope 
A  guilty  sorrow  to  you;  I'm  with  child. 
"Tis  no  black  swan  I  shew  you ;  these  spots  stick 
Upon  the  face  of  many  go  for  maids  : 
I  that  had  face  enough  to  do  the  deed. 
Cannot  want  tongue  to  speak  it ;  but  'tis  to  you. 
Whom  I  accept  my  helper. 

Anke.   Mistress,  'lis  lock'd 
Within  a  castle  that's  invincible: 
It  is  too  late  to  wish  it  were  undone. 

Jane.  Pve  scarce  a  wish  within  myself  so  strong, 
For,  understand  me,  'tis  not  all  so  ill 
As  you  may  yet  conceit  it :  this  deed  was  done 


o  the  jugalJ  knot ; 
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When  heaven  had 

Onlv  the  barren  ceremony  b 

Which  by  an  adverse  father  is  abridg'd, 

Anne.  Would  my  pity  could  help  you ! 

Jane.  Your  counsel  may. 
My  father  yet  shoots  widest  from  my  sorrow. 
And,  with  a  care  indulgent,  seeing  me  chang'd 
From  what  I  was,  sends  for  your  good  brother 
To  find  my  grief,  and  practise  remedy ; 
You  know  it,  give  it  him  ;  but  if  o  fourth 
Be  added  to  this  counsel,  I  will  say 
Ye're  worse  than  you  can  call  me  at  the  worst. 
At  tills  advantage  of  my  reputation. 

Anne,  I  will  revive  a  reputation 
Thai  women  long  have'*  lost;  1  will  keep  counsel; 
I'll  only  now  oblige  my  teeth  to  you. 
And  they  shall  bile  tlie  blabber,  if  it  offer 
To  breathe  on  an  offending  syllable. 

Jane.  I  trust  you ;  go,  whisper.'   Here  comes  n 
father. 

Enter  Rcssell,  Ciiocou,  and  Tbimtrah. 

Rus.  Sir,  you  are  welcome,  more,  and  most  wd-    | 
come, 
All  the  degrees  of  welcome  ;  thrice  welcome,  i 

Chough.  Is  this  your  daughter,  sir  ? 

Rus.  Mine  only  joy,  sir. 

CuouoH.    I'll   shew  her  the  Cornish  hug,™  i 
[emfcroeei  Aer]. — I  have  kissed  you  now,  aweethes 
and  I  never  do  any  kindness  to  my  friends  but  la 
use  to  hit  'em  in  the  teeth  with  it  presently. 


J  Jngal]  i.  t 
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Triu.  My  name  is  Truntram,  foraootli ;  look, 
what  my  master  does,  1  use  to  do  the  like. 

[^Altempls  to  kiss  Anne. 

Anne,  You  are  deceived,  sir;  1  am  not  this 
gen  lie  woman's    servant,    to    make    your    courtesy 

CuocQu.  You  do  not  know  me,  mistress  7 

Jane.  No  indeed. — I  doubt  I  shall  learn  too 
soon.  lAtide. 

Chougu.  My  name  is  Chough,  a  Cornish  gentle- 
man ;"  my  man's  mine  own  countryman  too,  i'faith ; 
I  warrant  you  took  us  for  some  of  the  small 
islanders. 

Jane.  I  did  indeed,  between  the  Scotch  and 

CuDVGH.    Red-shanks?"   I    thought  so,   by  my 
truth  :  no,  truly. 
We  are  right  Cornish  diamonds. 

■  C/iMgh,  a  Corniih  grntlcmo'i]  Old  ecla.  "  Chomgh,"  St— 

Chough  or  ohuffii  a  aea-bird,  (generally  thought  a  stupid  one, 

common  in  CornKDll :  and  B  Cornujii  cheagh  appenn  to  havr 

been  a  DBDiB  for  a  silly  fellow  tiom  the  country; 

"  For  here  I  might  obtenie  o  Cottnlry  guU, 

y/fhate  tathert  death  had  made  his  pockets  full, 

It  Ludgate-bill  lo  buy  a  Spanish  fell, 


Pull  01 


noney, 


bid  It 


^8  from  Black-lryere  I  preBenlly  might  gather, 
r  non  Ihii  Comuh  Chaagh  mourns  for  tus  father 
a  CamatioD  feather,"  tic. 

Brilhtrait's  Iloneit  Ghoil,  1658,  p.  167. 


!i  (except  wheti  the  fros' 
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Trim.  Yes,  we  cut 
Out  quarrels)'  and  break  glasses  where  we  go. 

PiiY.  If  it  be  hidden  from  her  father,  }ret 
His  ignorance  understands  weU  his  knowledge. 
For  this  I  guess  to  be  some  rich  coxcomb 
He'd  put  upon  his  daughter. 

Arse.  That's  plainly  so. 

Phy.  Then  only  she's  beholding  i  to  our  help 
For  ihe  close  delivery  of  her  burden. 
Else  all's  overthrown. 

Akn£.  And,  pray,  be  faithful  in  that,  sir. 

Phy.  Tush,  we  physicians  are  the  truest 
Alchemists,  that  from  the  ore  and  dross  of  sin 
Can  new  distil  a  maidenhead  again. 

Rus.  How  do  you  like  her,  sir  ? 

Chocoh.  Troth,  I  do  like  her,  sir,  in  the  way  of 
comparison,  to  any  thing  that  a  man  would  desire  ; 
lam  as  high  as  the  Mount'  in  love  with  her  already, 
and  that's  as  far  as  I  can  go  by  land  ;  but  I  hope 
to  go  further  by  water  with  her  one  day. 

Rus.  I  tell  you,  sir,  she  has  lost  some  colour 
By  wrestling  with  a  peevish  sickness  now  of  late. 

Chouom.  Wrestle?  nay,  and'  she  love  wrestling, 
I'll  teach  her  a  trick  to  overthrow  any  peevish  sick- 
ness in  London,  whate'er  it  be. 

Rvs.  Well,  she  had  a  rich  beauty,  though  I  say't ; 
Nor  is  it  lost;  a  little  thing  repairs  it. 

ilnru.  Tberefore  In  ■□  much  as  we  use,  and  deliglit  lo  lo  go 
alwayg.  llic  lender  delicaie  genllemcn  of  Scoiinnd  call  u« 
Ridthankt."  MS.  quo  led  by  Finkettcn  — ffirt.  ij^Seot.  voL  ii. 
p.  39S. 

>*  funrrc/]]  A  pla;  on  the  word — aqusrea  of  glaas  in  win- 


1  beholding'^  See 


).  286. 


CHorr.H.  She  Bhall  command  the  best  thing  ihi 
I  have 
In  Middlesex,  i'faith. 

Rus.  Well,  air,  talk  with  her  ; 
Give  her  a  reh'ah  of  your  good  liking  to  her  ; 
You  shall  have  time  and  free 
Access  to  finish  what  you  now  begin. 

Jane.  What  means  my  father  7  my  love's  unjii! 


My  shame,  were  it  published,  both  together 
Could  not  afflict  me  like  this  odious  fool : 
Now  [  see  why  he  hated  my  Fitzallen.  {_j1tide. 

Choooh.  Sweet  lady,  your  father  says  you  are  a 
wrestler :  if  you  love  that  sport,  I  love  you  the 
better  :  i'faith,  I  love  it  as  well  as  I  love  my  meat 
after  supper ;  'tis  indeed  meat,  drink,  and  cloth  to 

Jane.  Nfethinks  it  should  tear  your  clothes,  sir. 

Chouoh.  Not  a  rag,  i'faith, — Trimtram,  hold  my 
cloak.  [Gkes  his  cloak  to  Trimtram.]— I'H  wrestle 
a  fall  with  you  now ;  I'll  shew  you  a  trick  that  you 
never  saw  in  your  life. 

Jabe.  O,  good  sir,  forbear  !  I  am  no  wrestler. 

Par.  Good  sir,  take  heed,  you'll  hurt  the  gentle- 

CuouGH.  1  will  not  catch  beneath  the  waist,  be- 

I  know  fair  play. 

Jang.  'Tis  no  woman's  exercise  in  London,  air. 

Chough.  I'll  ne'er  believe  that :  the  hug  and  the 
lock  between  man  and  woman,  with  a  fair  fall,  ia 
as  sweet  an  exercise  for  the  body  as  you'll  desire 
in  a  summer's  evening. 

Phy.  Sir,  the  gentlewoman  is  not  well. 

Choucu.  It  may  he  you  are  a  physician,  sir? 
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Chough.  I  say,  then,  and  I'll  stand  lo't,  three 
ounces  of  wrestling  with  two  hips,  a  yard  of  a  green 
gown  put  together  in  the  incurn,  is  as  good  a  me- 
dicine for  the  green  sickness  as  ever  breathed. 

Tbim.  Gotnc,  sir,  take  your  cloak  again  ;  I  see 
here  will  be  ne'er  a  match.  [^Retums  cloak. 

Jake.  A  match  1 
I  had  rather  be  maich'd  from  a  musket'a  mouth. 
And  shot  unto  my  death.  [Aside, 

Chough.  I'll  wrestle  with  any  man  for  a  good 
supper. 

Trim.  Ay,  marry,  sir,  I'll  take  your  part  therCf 
catch  that  catch  may. 

PiiY.  Sir,  she  is  willing  to't :  there  at  my  house 
She  shall  be  private,  and  near  to  my  attendance : 
I  know  you'll*  not  mistrust  my  faithful  care  ; 
I  shall  return  her  soon  and  perfectly. 

Rus.  Take  your  charge,  sir. — Go  with  this  gen- 
tleman, Jane ; 
But,  prithee,  look  well  this  way  ere  thou  go'st ; 
'Tia  a  rich  simplicity  of  great  estate, 
A  ihiog  that  will  be  rul'd,  and  thou  shah  rule  ; 
Consider  of  your  sex's  general  aim. 
That  domination  is  a  woman's  heaven. 

Jane.  I'll  think  on't,  sir. 

Rus.  My  daughter  is  retiring,  sir. 

Chough.  I  will  part  at  Dartmoutl)  with  her,  sir. 
[Kisses  An-.] — O  that  thou  didst  but  love  wrestling  '. 
I  would  give  any  man  three  foils  on  that  condition  I 

Trim.  There's  three  sorts  of  men  that  would 
thank    you    for    'em,    either    cutlers,    fencers,    or 

Kus,  Sir,  as  I  began  I  end, — wondrous  welcome  I 
[Exeunt  all  except  Chough  and  Trihtrau. 

■  you'lf]  Sa  ed.  1622.     First  ed.  "  you," 


TniM.  What,  will  you  go  to  school  to-day  ?  yoi 
are  entered,  you  know,  and  your  quarterage  runs  on 

Chouqii.  What,  CO  the  roaring  scliool?"  po> 
on't,  'tis  Buch  a  damnable  noise,  I  shall  never  at 
tain  it  neither.  1  Jo  wonder  they  have  never  i 
wrestling  school ;  that  were  worth  twenty  of  you 
fencing  or  dancing  schools. 

TaiM.    Welt,  you  muBt   learn    to   roar  here  ii 
London ;  you'll  : 
gallantry  else. 

Choi;gh.  How 
thinkest  thou,  T: 


r  proceed  in  the  reputation  of 
5  has  roaring  been  an  exercise, 


i  guns  came  up ;   the  first  was 


woman  was  the  first 


your  roaring  Meg.' 

Chouoii.  Meg?  then 'twaa  I 


Trim.  Ay,  a  fire  of  her  touch-hole,  that  cost 
many  a  proper  man's  life  since  that  time;  and  then 
the  lions,  they  learnt  it  from  the  guns,  living  so 
near  'em  ;"  then  it  was  heard  to  the  Bankside,  and 
the  bears'  they  began  to  roar  ;  then  the  boys  got 
it,  and  ao  ever  since  there  have  been  a  company 
of  roaring  boys. 

CuouoH.  And  how  long  will  it  last,  thinkest  ihou  ? 

Trim.  As  long  as  the  water  runs  under  London 
Bridge,  or  watermen  [ply]  at  WestTninster  stairs, 

■  the  roaring  jcAoo/]  See  act  iv.  ac.  1. — Raareri,  or  raaritg- 
boyi  (rep«aleill)>  meniioned  by  our  earlj'  dramsiists],  were  ihe 
bullying  bucks  mho.  ia  Micldletoii'a  time  and  long  after,  in- 
fe>led  (fac  iireets  or  London.  Il  ii,  pertlips,  unneceaiuy  to 
Temark,  that  the  picture  of  them  in  the  preieni  play  is  ■  comic 
«uggm[ion  I  and  that  "roaring"  nus  never  reduced  lo  a 
adence,  or  taught  in  a  scbool. 

'  naring  Me^'\  See  note,  vol.  i.  p.  263. 


r.]  I 


n  Ihe  Tower. 


Chough.  Well,  I  will  begin  [o  roar  too,  since  it  is 
in  fashion.  O  Corineus.  this  was  not  in  thy  time! 
1  should  have  heard  on't  by  the  tradition  of  mine 
ancestors — for  I'm  sure  there  were  Choughs  in  thy  I 
daya — if  it  liad  been  so  :  when  Hercules  and  thou*  ' 
wert  on  the  Olympic  Mount  together,  tlicn  was 
wrestling  in  request. 

Trim.  Ay,  and  that  Mount  is  now  the  Mount  ti 
Cornwall :  Corineus  brought  it  thither  under  one  of 
his  arms,  they  say. 

Chouou.  O  CorineuB,  ray  predecessor,  that  I  bad 
but  lived  in  those  days  to  see  thee  wrestle  !  on  that 
condition  I  had  died  seven  year  ago. 

Trim.  Nay,  it  should  have  been  &  dozen  at  least, 
i'faitb,  on  that  condition.  [^Examt.  J 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

A  Field. 

Enter  Captain  Ager  and  tno  Friends. 

Cap.  Acer.  Well,  your  wills  now? 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.    Our  wills  ?    our  loves,   oi 
duties 
To  honour'd  fortitude :  what  wills  have  we 
But  our  desires  to  nobleness  and  merit, 
Valour's  advancement,  and  the  sacred  rectitude 
Due  to  a  valorous  cause  ? 

Cap.  Ageh.  0  that's  not  mine! 


>  Sarci 

Dflbase  worthil 
gether;"  but  for 


id  (Aim 


c]  I  reeollccl  no  mentian  elaenhCTe 
;  b«en  "  □□  the  Olympic  Mounl  ta- 
il of  ihewreslliog  bi 


and  the  giant  Cciemagot,  or  Gujiningoit,  see  A.  Thomjison't 


that's  tlie  field, 


Cap.  Acer.  Tru 
But  mine 
Well,  now 

For  by  the  strength 


got  i 


mean  one. 

foul  and  unjust. 


e  hitfaei 


t  first  n 


I  V 


FlE 


lift  a  fini 


iger  II 


Why,  sir,  do  joi 
Take  heed  on't ; 
Why,  ih'  u 
Wm  be  tm 
Give  up  yi 
If  you  fail 


t  Cap.  How  ?  i 


tiihis 


figlit  again  then  ? 
in  t ;  you  must  never  look  for  that : 
iversal  stock  of  the  world's  injury 
poor  to  find  a  quarrel  i'oc  you. 
ir  right  and  tide  to  desert,  sir: 
irtue  here,  she  needs  you  not 
ne  af\er ;  let  her  take  this  wrong, 
And  never  presume  then  to  serve  her  more : 
Bid  farewell  to  ih'  integrity  of  arms. 
And  let  that  lionourable  name  of  soldier 
Fall  from  you  like  a  shiver'd  wreath  of  laurel 
By  thunder  struck  from  a  desertless  forehead, 
That  wears  another's  right  by  usurpation. 
Good  captain,  do  not  wilfully  cast  away 
At  one  hour  all  the  fame  your  life  has  won  ; 
This  is  your  native  seat ;  here  you  should  seek 
Most  10  preserve  it;  or  if  you  will  dote 
So  much  on  life, — poor  life,  which  in  respect 
Of  life  in  honour  is  but  death  and  darkness, — 
That  you  will  prove  neglectful  of  yourself. 
Which  is  to  me  loo  fearful  to  imagine, 
Yet  for  that  virtuous  lady's  cause,  your  mother. 
Her  reputation,  dear  to  nobleness 
As  grace  to  penitence,  whose  fair  memory 
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E'en  crowns  fame  in  your  issue,  for  that  blessedness 
Give  not  this  ill  place,  but  in  spite  of  hell, 
And  all  her  base  fears,  be  exactly  valiant. 

Cap.  Acer.  O,  O  ! 

Sec.  Fr.  of  Cap.  Why,  well  said,  there's  fair  hope 
in  that ; 
Another  such  a  one  ! 

Cap.  Aoer.  Came  they  in  thousands, 
'Tis  all  against  you. 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  Then,  poor  friendless  merit. 
Heaven  be  good  to  thee !  thy  professor  leaves  thee. 

Enter  Colonel  and  two  Friends. 

He's  come  ;■  do  but  you  draw,  we'll  fight  it  for  you. 

Cap.  Acer.  I  know  too  much  to  grant  that. 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  O  dead  manhood! 
Had  ever  such  a  cause  so  faint  a  servant  ? 
Shame  brand  me,  if  I  do  not  suffer  for  him ! 

Col.  I've  heard,  sir,  you've  been  guilty  of  much 
boasting 
For  your  brave  earliness  at  such  a  meeting : 
You've  lost  the  glory  of  that  way  this  morning ; 
I  was  the  first  to-day. 

Cap.  Acer.  So  were  you  ever 
In  my  respect,  sir. 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  O  most  base  prseludium ! 

Cap.  Acer.  I  never  thought  on  Victory,  our  mis- 
tress, 
With  greater  reverence  than  I  have  your  worth, 
Nor  ever  lov'd  her  better. 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  'Slight,  I  could  knock 
His  brains  'bout  his  heels,  methinks ! 

Sec.  Fr.  of  Cap.  Peace,  prithee,  peace. 

«  cornel  Old  eds.  "  com*d." 


Cap.  Age 

joy; 


.  Success  ij 


you  has  been  my  absolute 
I've  wish'd  your 
n   him 


gear 


[^Aside. 


And  when  I've  wish'd  content 
friendship. 
FiBST  Fr.  of  Cap.    Stay,  let  m. 
through  the  tongue  a  little ; 
There's  lawyer's  blood  in't,  you  sha 
straight. 
Sec.  Fr.  op  Cai-.  Corae,  you're  as  mad  i 

he's  coward  ou  9. 
CoL.  I  came  not  hither,  sir,  for  an  enconii 
First  Pb.  of  Cap.  No,  tlie  more  coxcomb  1 
claws  the  head 
Of  your  vain-glory  with't ! 

Col.  I  came  provided 
For  storms  and  tempests,  and  the  foulest  season 
That  ever  rage  let  forth,  or  blew  in  wildness 
From  the  incensed  prison  of  man's  blood. 

Cap.  AoEa.  "Tis  otherwise  with  me;  I  come  with 


Peace,  constant  amity,  and  calm  forgiveness. 
The  weather  of  a  Christian  and  a  friend. 

FiBST  Fr.  of  Cap.  Give  me  a  valiant  Turk,  though 
not  worth  tenpenee,'  rather, 

Cai-.  AciER.  Yet,  sir,  the  world  will  judge  the 
injury  mine. 
Insufferably''  mine,  mine  beyond  injury  ; 
Thousands  have  made  a  less  wrong  reach  to  hell, 
Ay,  and  rejoic'd  in  his  most  endless  vengeance, 
A  miserable  triumph,  though  a  just  one! 
But  when  I  call  to  memory  oat  long  friendship, 

•  Turk,  thovgh  not  worth  IcfptnceJ  So  in  Dekker's  Satin- 
maila,  im)2,  "will  figbt,  rvrte-a-Cntpoirf .'"  eig.  H  2 ;  and  in 
Ueklter  and  Webiier'i  Watward  IIo,  1607,  the  great  Turk  is 
called"  He  (en-pruni/ infidel  i"  Me  my  cd,  of  Webster'«  H'arki, 
iii.  95.  "  ImtifcraU;/}  Old  edi.  ■>  InauOeiable." 


MethinlcE  it  cannot  be  too  great  a  wrong 
That  then  I  should  not  pardon.     Why  should  r 
For  a  poor  hasty  syllable  ur  two, 
And  vented  only  in  forgetful  fury, 
Chain  all  the  hopes  and  riches  of  his  soul 
To  the  revenge  of  that,  die  lost  for  ever  ? 
For  he  that  makes  his  last  peace  with  his  Maker 
In  anger,  anger  is  his  peace  eternally: 
He  must  expect  the  same  return  again 
'  Whose  venture  is  deceitful )  must  he  not,  sir? 

Col.  I  see  what  I  must  do,  fairly  put  up  again ; 
For  here'il  be  nothing  done,  t  perceive  that. 

Cap.  Acer.  What  shall  be  done  in  such  a  worth- 
But  to  be  sorry,  and  to  be  forgiven; 
You,  sir,  to  bring  repentance,  and  I  pardon  ? 

Cot.  I  bring  repentance,  sir  ? 

Cap.  Ager.  If't  be  too  much 
To  say  repentance,  call  it  what  you  please,  sir  ; 
Choose  your  own  word :  I  know  you're  sorry  for't, 
And  that's  as  good. 

CoL.  1  sorry  ?  by  fame's  honour,  I  am  wrong'd ! 
Do  you  seek  for  peace,  and  draw  the  t[uarrel  larger  ? 

Cap.  Acer.  Then  'tis  I  am  sorry  that  I  thought  ( 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  A  captain !  I  could  gnaw  his 
title  off.  ' 

Cap.  Agek.  Not  is  ic  any  misbecoming  virtue,  ». 
In  the  best  manliness  to  repent  a  wrong. 
Which  made  me  bold  with  you. 

First  Fb.  of  Cap.  I  could  cuO'his  head  oS*. 

Sec.  Fr.  OP  Cap.  Nay,  pish  ! 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  Pox  on  him,  I  could  eat  I 
buttock  bak'd,  methioka  I 

Col.  So,  once  again  take  thou  thy  peaceful  ret 

then  ;  [_Skeathing  hit  snord^  J 
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But  as  I  put  thee  up,  I  must  prnclaini 
Thi^  captain  here,  both  to  hia  frienils  and  mine, 
That  only  came  to  see  fair  valour  righted, 
A  base  submissive  coward;  ao  I  leave  him. 

[_Offers  to  go  aivay. 
Cap.  Ager.  O,  heaven  has  pitied  my  excessive 
patience, 
And  sent  me  a  cause !  now  1  have  a  cause  ; 
A  coward  1  was  oever. — Come  you  back,  sir! 
Col.  How? 

Caf.  Ager.  You  left  a  coward  here. 
Col.  Yes,  sir,  with  you. 

Cap.  Ageh.  'Tie  such  base  metal,  sir,  'twill  not 
be  taken : 
It  must  home  again  with  you. 

Sec.  Fa.  of  Cap.  Should  this  be  true  now ! 
First  Fr.  of  Caf.  Impossible!  coward  do  more 

than  bastard  7 
Col.  1  prithee,  mock  mc  not,  take  heed  you  do 


ire,  I  shall  grow  terrible, 

e  do  what  will  grieve  honour. 


it  think  yoi 


For  if  I  draw 
And  rage  wil 

Cap.  Aoer.  Ha,  ha,  tia! 

Col.  He  smiles;  dareitbehe?— 

Your  judgments,  shall  I  not  be  cozen'd  in  him? 
This  cannot  be  the  man:  why,  he  was  bookish, 
Made  an  invective  lately  against  fighting, 
A  thing,  in  troth,  that  mov'd  a  tittle  with  me. 
Put  up  a  fouler  contumely  far 
Than  thousand  cowards  came  to,  and  grew  thankful. 
Cap.  Ageh.   Ulessed    remembrance'*   in    time   of 

I'd  lost  my  honour  else. 

'  rtmnnbranei]  Tobv  rear!  as  tf«rritl«n  roneniierancr  :  but 


•17. 


'  renembrancer ! " 


Sec.  Fr.  of  Cap.  Do  you  note  his  joy? 

Cap.  Acer.  1  never  felt  a  more  severe  necessity  ; 
Then  came  thy  excellent  pity.     Not  yet  ready  t 
Have  you  such  confidence  in  my  just  manhood, 
That  you  dare  so  long  trust  me,  and  yet  tempt  tne 
Beyond  the  toleration  of  man's  virtue  ? 
Why,  would  you  be  more  cruel  thati  your  injury  ? 
Do  you  first  take  pride  to  wrong  me,  and  then  think  | 

Not  worth  your  fury  ?  do  not  use  me  so  ; 

I  shall  deceive  you  then.     Sir,  either  draw, 

And  that  not  slightingly,  but  with  the  care 

Of  your  best  preservation,  with  that  watchfulness 

As  you'd  defend  yourself  from  circular  tire, 

Your  sin's  rage,  or  her  lord — this  will  require  it — 

Or  you'll  be  too  soon  lost,  for  I've  an  anger 

Has  gather'd  mighty  strength  against  you,  mighty ;  I 

Yet  you  shall  find  it  honest  to  the  last. 

Noble  and  fair. 

Col.  I'll  venture't  once  again; 
And  if't  be  but  as  true  as  it  is  wondrous, 
I  shall  have  that  I  come  for  :  your  leave,  gentlemen.  I 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  If  he  should  do't  indeed,  and  I 
deceive's  all  now ! 
Stay,  by  this  hand  he  offers  —  fights,  i'failh  ! 

[Colonel  and  Captain  Aa^tijight.  ' 
Fights,  by  this  light  he  fights,  sir  I 

Sec.  Fr.  of  Cap.  So  methinks,  sir. 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  An  absolute  punto,  hey?  J 

Sec.  Fr.  of  Cap.  'Twas  a  passado,  sir. 

First  Fa.  of  Cap.  Why,  let  it  pass,  and'  'tw. 
I'm  sure  'twas  somewhat. 
What's  that  now  ? 

Sec.  Fr.  of  Cap.  That's  a  punto. 
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First  Fr.  op  Cap.  O,  go  ro,  then  ; 
I  knew  -twaa  not  far  off.     What  a  world's  this  ! 
Is  coward  a  more  stirring  meat  than  bastard,  my 

masters  ? 
Put  in  more  eggs,  for  shame,  when  you  get  children. 
And  make  it  true  court-custard. — Ho,  I  honour 

thee! 
'Tis  right  and  fair ;  and  he  that  breathes  against  it, 
He  breathes  against  the  jus 


Audn 


n  off  ■[ 


no  iiijuslice. 

[The  Colonel falU. 
t  unexpected  nobleness! 
'  fails  her  servant,  sir, 


Thanks,  thanks  for  this 
Cap.  Acer.   Truth   r 
nor  leaves  him 
With  the  dav's  shame  upon  him. 

FmsT  Fa.' OP  Cai-.  Thou'st  rcdeem'd 
Thy  worth  to  the  same  height  'twas  first  esteem'd.'' 
lExil  Captain  Aoer  mik  Ms  Friertdit. 

"  firit  e$li!cm'd]  This  gcene,  and  nesil^  llie  whule  ot  tlie 
fir«l  scene  of  the  srcond  scl,  are  given  m  ihs  Spte.  qfEngt. 
Dram.  Peelt  by  Lamb,  whose  remark*  on  ibem  are  coo  vreighiy 
to  be  omitted  here  ;  "  Tbe  insipid  levelling  monlity  to  nhicli 
the  modem  ilige  a  lied  donn  would  not  admit  of  such  ad- 
■nirahle  pagsiona  as  these  scenes  are  filled  with.  A  puritanical 
obtuseness  otsenlimenl,  ■  stupid  infanlile  good aesa,  is  creep- 
ing among  lu,  instead  of  the  vigorous  passions,  and  virtues 
clad  in  flesh  and  blood,  with  which  (he  old  dramatists  present 
us.  Those  noble  and  liberal  casuisli  could  discern  In  the 
dilferencei,  the  quarrels,  the  animosities  of  man,  a  beauty  and 
truth  sf  moral  feeling,  no  less  than  in  the  iteralcly  inculcated 
dulieE  of  forgivoncsB  and  alouement.  With  us  all  is  hypo- 
critical meeknesa.  A  reconciliation  scene  (lei  the  occasion 
be  never  so  absurd  or  unnatural)  la  ainaya  sure  of  applaute. 
Our  audiences  come  lo  tbe  theatre  to  be  complimented  on 
their  goodneas.  They  compare  notes  wiib  the  amiable  cha- 
raclera  in  the  play,  and  Giid  a  wonderful  similarity  of  dispo- 
ution  between  tbem.  We  have  a  common  stock  of  drumalit.- 
moralily.  out  of  which  a  writer  may  be  supplif-d,  williout  llie 
trouble  of  copying  it  from  originahi  within  his  own  breasi. 
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FiEiT  Fm.  of  Col.  Al.ia,  how  is  it,  sir?  give  m 

Of  your  stay  with  us  :  Jet  your  spirit  be  aeen 
Above  your  fortune :  the  best  fortitude 
Has  been  of  fate  ill-ftiended :  now  force  your  em- 
pire. 
And  reign  nbove  your  blood,  spite  of  dejection  ; 
Reduce"  the  monarchy  of  your  abler  mind. 


Let  n 


t  flesh 


Col.  O,  just  heaven  has  found  me. 
And  turn'd  the  stings'  of  my  too  hasty  injuries 
Into  my  own  blood  !  I  pursu'd  my  ruin. 
And  urg'd  him  past  the  patience  of  a 
Could  man's  revenge  extend  beyond 
This  would  ha'  wak'd  it.     If  this  flatr 
But  till  I  see  my  sister,  'tis  a  kind  oi 
More  I  expect  not  IVom't.     Noble  deaerver  ! 
Farewell,  most 
Do  but  forgive 


ian'8  life, 
will  light  n 


wrong'd  of  men: 
I  m  victor  then. 
[Exit,  led  off  by  hit  Frlendi. 

To  know  tiie  boundaries  of  honour,  to  be  judiciomly  Taliant, 
ID  have  a  lempeiance  which  glial]  tiegei  a  ■moolhneai  in  the 
angry  swelliiiga  of  youih,  to  esteem  life  aa  nothing  when  the 
■acred  reputxlion  of  a  parent  i«  lo  be  defended,  yet  lo  ahake 
and  tmnbl"  under  a  pious  coWHrdice  when  (hat  ark  of  an 
honest  confidence  is  found  to  be  frail  and  loitering,  to  let\ 
the  true  bloK-s  of  o  real  disgrace  blunting  that  mnrd  which 
the  iraaginnry  etrokes  of  a  auppoaed  fnlae  iinputation  had  put 
BO  keen  an  edge  upon  but  lately  \  lo  do,  or  lo  imagine  this 
done  in  a  feigned  story,  asks  somelbinp  more  of  a  moral 
aense,  somewlial  a  greater  delicacy  of  percepiion  in  queatioiu 
of  right  and  wrong,  than  goea  to  the  wrilinjt  of  two  or  three 
hackneyed  icnii^ncca  about  the  laws  of  honour  na  oppoaed  lo 
the  laws  of  the  land,  or  a  common -place  against  duelling.  T« 
auch  thing*  would  stand  n  writer  now-a-dayi  in  far  better 
stead  iban  Captain  Ager  and  hi*  conacienlioui  honour!  and 
he  would  be  considered  as  a  far  belter  teacher  of  morality  , 
than  old  Rowley  or  Middleton  if  tbey  were  living."  P.  138.  ' 
"  Reducti  i.  e.  Bring  back.        •  i'ii£)]  Old  eds.  "  alringt." 


/I  Room  in  the  Physkian'it  Home. 

Enter  Phytician,  Jane,  Anne,  andDulck  Nurse  with 

a  Child. 

Phy.  Sweet  fro,'  to  your  most  indulgent  care 
Take  this  my  heart's  joy ;  I  muat  not  tell  you 
The  value  of  this  jewel  in  my  bosom. 

NuKSE.  Dat  you  may  veil,  air ;  der  can  niel  for* 
Btoore  you, 

Phy.  Indeed  I  cannot  tell  you  ;  you  know,  nurse. 
These  are  above  the  quantity  of  price  : 
Where  is  the  glory  of  the  goodliest  trees 
But  in  the  fruit  and  branches  7  tlie  old  stock 
Must  decay  ;  and  sprigs,  scions  such  as  these, 
Must  become  new  stocks,  for'^  us  to  glory 
In  tlieir  fruitful  issue ;  so  we  are  made 
Imraortal  one  by  other. 

Nurse.  You  spreek  a  most  lichen  fader,  and  ich 
sail  do  de  best  of  tender  nurses  to  dis  infant,  my 
pretty  frokin. 

PuY.  I  know  you  will  be  loving:   here,  sweet 
friend ;  [Gives  money. 

Here's  earnest  ofn  large  sum  of  love  and  coin 
To  quitB  your  tender  care. 

Jane.  1  have  some  reason  too 
To  purchase  your  dear  care  unto  this  infanl. 

[Gives  money. 

Nurse.  You  be  de  witness  of  de  baptim,  dat  is, 
as  you  spreken,  de  godimother,  ich  veil  foratoore 


Iane.   Yes, 
fence. 

I'm  the  bad  mother,  —  i 

r  it  be  of. 
[AiJe. 

asii-tr 

'trotn."                      '  juiO  i. 

,.„,..». 
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Anne.  I  must  be  a  little  kind  too. 

[^Gives  money. 

Nurse.  Much  tanks  to  you  all !  dis  child  is  much 
beloven ;  and  ich  sail  see  much  care  over  it. 

Phy.  Farewell. — Good  sister,  sliew  her  the  way 
forth.— 
I  shall  often  visit  vou,  kind  nurse. 

Nurse.  You  sail  be  velcome. 

\Exeuni  Anne  and  Nurse, 

Jane.  O  sir,  what  a  friend  have  I  found  in  you ! 
Where  my  poor  power  shall  stay  in  the  requital, 
Yourself  must  from  your  fair  condition^ 
Make  up  in  mere  acceptance  of  my  will. 

Phy.  O,  pray  you,  urge  it  not !  we  are  not  born 
For  ourselves  only  ;  self-love  is  a  sin ; 
But  in  our  loving  donatives  to  others 
Man's  virtue  best  consists  :  love  all  begets ; 
Without,  all  are  adulterate  and  counterfeit. 

Jane.  Your  boundless  love  I  cannot  satisfy 
But  with  a  mental  memory  of  your  virtues  : 
Yet  let  me  not  engage  your  cost  withal ; 
Beseech  you  then  take  restitution 
Of  pains  and  bounty  which  you  have  disbursed 
For  your  poor  debtor. 

Phy.  You  will  not  offer  it  ? 
Do  not  esteem  my  love  so  mercenary 
To  be  the  hire  of  coin  :  sure,  1  shall  think 
You  do  not  hold  so  worthily  of  me 
As  1  wish  to  deserve. 

Jane.  No **  recompense  ? 
Then  you  will  beggar  me  with  too  much  credit : 
Is*t*  not  sufficient  you  preserve  my  name. 
Which  I  had  forfeited  to  shame  and  scorn, 

«  condition]  See  note,  p.  469. 

>"  No]  Old  eds.  "  Not"  (a  misprint  for  "  Noc"). 

»  7*7]  Old  eds.  "  If." 
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Cover  my  vices  with  a  veil  of  love. 

Defend  and  keep  me  froin  a  father's  rage, 

Whose  love  yet  infinite,  not  knowing  this, 

Might,  knowing,  turn  a  hate  as  infinite  ; 

Sure  he  would  throw  me  ever  from  hia  blessings, 

And  cast  hia  etirses  on  me !     Yea,  further, 

Your  secrecy  keeps  me  in  the  state  of  woman : 

For  else  what  husband  would  choose  me  his  wife, 

Knowing  the  honour  of  a  bridi.'  were  lost? 

I  cannot  number  half  the  good  you  do  me 

In  the  conceai'd  retention  of  my  sin  ; 

Then  make  me  not  worse  than  1  was  before, 

In  my  ingratitude,  good  sir. 

Phv.  Again? 
I  shall  repent  my  love,  if  you'll  so  cail'l. 
To  he  made  such  a  hackney  :  give  me  coin  t 
I  had  as  lief  you  gave  me  poison,  lady, 
For  I  have  art  and  antidotes  'gainst  that ; 
I  might  lake  that,  but  this  I  will  refuse. 

Jane.  Will  you  then  teach  me  how  T  may  requite 
you 
In  some  small  quantity  1 

Phv.  Twas  that  1  look'd  for.—  [Asiite. 

Yes,  I  will  tell  you,  lady,  a  full  quittance, 
And  how  you  may  become  my  creditress. 

Jane.  I  beseech  you,  do,  sir  ! 

Phy.  Indeed  I  will,  lady  ; 
Not  in  coin,  mistress  ;  for  silver,  though  white, 
Yet  it  draws  black  lines  ;    it  shall  not  rule  my 

There  to  mark  forth  his  base  corruption  : 
Pay  me  again  in  the  same  quality 
That  I  to  you  tender'd, — that  is,  tove  for  love. 
Can  you  love  me,  lady  ?  you  have  confess'd 
My  love  to  you. 
Jane.  Moat  amply. 
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Phy.  Why,  faith,  then, 
Pay  me  back  that  way. 

Jake.  How  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 

Phy.  Tush,  our  meanings  are  better  understood 
Than  shifted  to  the  tongue  ;  it  brings  along 
A  little  blabbing  blood  into  our  cheeks. 
That  shames  us  when  we  speak. 

Jane.  1  understand  you  not. 

Phy.  Fie,  you  do  ;  make  not  yourself  ignorant 
In  what  you  know ;  you  have  ta*en  forth  the  lesson 
That  I  would  read  to  you. 

Jane.  Sure  then  I  need  not 
Read  it  again,  sir. 

Phy.  Yes,  it  makes  perfect : 
You  know  the  way  unto  Achilles'  spear  ;^ 
If  that  hurt  you,  I  have  the  cure,  you  see. 

Jane.  Come,  you're  a  good  man  ;  I  do  perceive 
you. 
You  put  a  trial  to  me  ;  I  thank  you  ; 
You  are  my  just  confessor,  and,  believe  me, 
I'll  have  no  further  penance  for  this  sin. 
Convert  a  year  unto  a  lasting  ever. 
And  call't  Apollo's  smile  ;  'twas  once,  then  never. 

Phy.  Pray  you,  mistake  me  not ;  indeed  I  love 
you. 

Jane.  Indeed  ?  what  deed  ? 

Phy.  The  deed  that  you  have  done. 

Jane.  I  cannot  believe  you. 

Phy.  Believe  the  deed  then  ! 

Jane.  Away,  you  are  a  blackamoor !  you  love 
me? 

i  Achilles*  spear"]  So  in  Shakespeare's  Second  Part  of  Henry 
VL: 

"  Whose  smile  and  frown,  like  to  JchilUs*  spear, 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure." 

Act  V.  sc.  1. 
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I  hate  you  Tor  your  love  !    Are  you  tlie  man 
That  in  your  painted  outside  seem'd  so  white? 
O  you're  a  foul  ilissembliDg  hypocrite  ! 
You  sav'd  me  from  a  tliief,  that  yourself  might  rob 


1  wound  to  breed  an  ulcer  : 
e  of  your  physic- college  ? 
1  yet  utler'd  all  your  niccneSB 

vent  it !  cerles,'  I  think 

yielded  with  less  pain  ; 
e  your  price,  yield  it  again. 

'  r, — I  aak'd  it  before, - 


Skinn'd  over  a  gn 
Is  this  the  praclic 

Phy.  Have  yoi 

forth  ? 

If  you  have  more,  v 

Your  first  grant  wa; 

If 'twere,  j 

Jane.  Pray  you,  t 
Is  it  a  practice  amongst  you  physicians  1 

Phy.  Tush,  that's  a  secret ;  we  cast  all  waters  ; 
Should  I  reveal,  you  would  mistrust  my  counsel : 
The  lawyer  and  physician  here  agrees," 
To  women-clients  they  give  back  their  fees  ; 
And  is  not  that  kindness  ? 

Jane.  This  for  thy  love  !  ISpiU  at  him. 

Out,  outside  of  a  man  1  thou  cinnamon- tree. 
That  but  thy  bark  hast  nothing  good  about  thee  ! 
The  unicorn  is  hunted  for  his  horn. 
The  rest  is  leh  for  carrion  :  thou  false  man, 
Thou'sl  fish'd  with  silver  hooks  and  golden  baits ; 
But  I'll  avoid  all  thy  deceiving  sleights." 

Phy.  Do  what  you  list,  I  will  do  something  too; 
Remember  yet  what  I  have  done  for  you : 
You  have  a  good  face  now,  but  'twill  grow  rugged; 
Ere  you  grow  old,  old  men  will  despise  you : 
Think  on  your  grandame  Helen,  the  fairest  queen ; 

'  Bfrtnen]   See 


r„]i. 


e,  p.  451. 
nly. 

n  altered  ttiii  nord  ii 
cauae  ■  rbyme  u  intended. 
°  iltigliu]  i.  e.  artificet. 
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When  in  a  new  glass*'  she  spied  her  old  face, 
She,  smiling,  wept  to  think  upon  the  change  : 
Take  your  time ;    you're  craz'd,  you're  an  apple 

fall'n 
From  the  tree  ;  if  you  he  kept  long,  you'll  rot. 
Study  your  answer  well :  yet  I  love  you  ; 
If  you  refuse,  I  have  a  hand  ahove  [you].       {_EzUm 

Jane.  Poison  thyself,  thou  foul  empoisoner ! 
Of  thine  own  practique  drink  the  theory ! 
What  a  white  devil  have  I  met  withal ! 
What  shall  I  do  ? — what  do  ?  is  it  a  question  ? 
Nor  shame,  nor  hate,  nor  fear,  nor  lust,  nor  force. 
Now  being  too  bad,  shall  ever  make  me  worse. 

Re-enter  Anne. 

What  have  we  here  ?  a  second  spirit  ? 

Anne.  Mistress, 
I  am  sent  to  you. 

Jane.  Is  your  message  good  ? 

Anne.  As  you  receive  it : 
My  brother  sent  me,  and  you  know  he  loves  you. 

Jane.  I  heard  say  so  ;  but  'twas  a  false  report. 

Anne.  Pray,  pardon  me,  I  must  do  my  message  ; 
Who  lives  commanded  must  obey  his  keeper : 
I  must  persuade  you  to  this  act  of  woman. 

Jane.  Woman  ?  of  strumpet  I 

Anne.  Indeed,  of  strumpet ; 
He  takes  you  at  advantage  of  your  fall. 
Seeing  you  down  before. 

Jane.  Curse  on  his  feign'd  smiles  ! 

°  JVhen  in  a  new  glass^  &c.] 

"  Flet  quoque,  ut  in  speculo  rugas  adspexit  aniles, 
Tyndaris."  Ovid.  MeU  xv.  232. 

In  The  Second  Part  of  the  Iron  Age^  1632,  by  Heywood,  Helen 
strangles  herself,  after  surveying  the  ruins  of  her  beauty  in 
a  looking-glass. 


-- ■ 


.  He'i 


my  brother, 


and  a 


If  e'er  you  bless  him  with  that  cursed  deed ! 
Hang  him,  poison  him  !  he  held  out  a  rose, 
To  draw  the  yielding  sense,  which,  come  to  liand. 
He  shifts,  and  gives  a  canker.'' 

Jane.  You  speak  well  yet. 

AvKE.  Ay,  but,  mistress,  now  I  consider  it, 
Your  reputation  lies  at  his  mercy. 
Your  tault  dwells  in  his  breast ;  say  he  throw't  out, 
It  will  be  known  ;  how  are  you  then  undone  ! 
Think  on'l,  your  good  name;   and  they're  not  to 

In  every  market :  a  good  name  is  dear. 
And  indeed  more  esteemed  than  our  actions, 
By  which  we  should  deserve  it. 

Jane.  Ay  me,  most  wretched  ! 

Anne.  What  ?  do  you  shrink  at  that  ? 
Would  you  not  wear  one  spot  upon  your  face. 
To  keep  your  whole  body  from  a  leprosy, 
Though  it  were  undiscover'd  ever !    Hang  him  ! 
Fear  him  not :  horseleeches  suck  out  his  corrupt 

Draw  you  none  from  him,  less  it  be  pure  and  good. 
Jane.  Do  you  speak  your  soul? 
Anne.  By  my  soul  do  1! 
Jake.  Then  yet  I  have  a  friend  :  but  thus  exhort 

And  I  have  still  a  column  to  support  tne. 

Anne.  One  fault 
Heaven  soon  forgives,  and  'tis  on  earth  forgot; 
The  moon  herself  is  not  without  one  spot. 

'  canktr]  i.  e.  wild  ioh,  or  dog-roH. 
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SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  Lady  Acer's  House, 

Enter  Lady  Aoer,  meeting  a  Servant. 

Lady  Aoer.  Now,  sir,  where  is  he  7  speak,  why 

comes  6e  not  ? 
I  sent  you  for  him. — Bless  this  fellow's  senses! 
What  has  he  seen  ?  a  soul  nine  hours  entranc'd, 
Hovering  'twixt  hell  and  heaven,  could  not  wake 

ghastlier. 
Not  yet  return  an  answer  ? — 

Enter  a  second  Servant. 

What  say  you,  sir  ? 
Where  is  he  ? 

Sec.  Serv.  Gone. 

Lady  Acer.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Sec.  Serv.  He  is  gone,  madam  ; 
But,  as  we  heard,  unwillingly  he  went 
As  ever  blood  enforc'd. 

Lady  Ager.  Went  ?  whither  went  he  ? 

Sec  Serv.  Madam,  I  fear  I  ha'  said  too  much 
already. 

Lady  Aoer.  These  men  are  both  agreed. — Speak, 
whither  went  he  ? 

Sec  Serv.  Why,  to  —  I  would  you'd  think  the 
rest  yourself,  madam. 

Lady  Ager.  Meek  patience  bless  me  ! 

Sec  Serv.  To  the  field. 

First  Serv.  To  fight,  madam. 

Lady  Ager.  To  fight  ? 

First  Serv.  There  came  two  urging  gentlemen. 
That  caird  themselves  his  seconds ;  both  so  powerful, 
As  'tis  reported,  they  prevail'd  with  him 
With  little  labour. 
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Lady  Aoer.  O,  he's  lost,  he's  gone  ! 
For  all  my  pains,  he's  gone  1  two  meeting  t 
Are  not  so  merciless  as  their  two  rages : 
He  never  comes  again.     Wretched  affection! 
Have  1  belied  my  faith,  injiir'd  my  goodness, 
Slander'd  my  honour  for  his  preservation, 
Having  but  only  him,  and  yet  no  happier? 
'Tis  then  a  judgment  plain  ;  truth's  angry  with  me. 
In  that  1  would  abuse  her  sacred  whiteness 
For  any  worldly  lemporal  respect ; 
Forgive  me  then,  ihou  glorious  woman's  virtue, 
Admir'd  where'er  thy  habitation  is. 
Especially  in  us  weak  ones  I  O,  forgive  me. 
For  'lis  thy  vengeance  this !     To  belie  truth, 
Which  is  so  hardly  ours,  with  such  pain  purchas'd. 
Fastings  and  prayers,  continence  and  care, 
Misery  must  needs  ensue.     Let  him  not  die 
In  that  unchaste  belief  of  his  false  birth. 
And  my  disgrace  !  whatever  angel  guides  him. 
May  this  request  be  with  my  tears  obtain'd. 
Let  his  soul  know  my  honour  is  unstain'd! — 

Run,  seek,  away!  If  there  be  any  hope. 

Let  me  not  lose  him  yet.   [£j:fi(j(t  semanls.']     When 

I  think  on  him, 
His  dearness,  and  his  worth,  it  earnai  me  more: 
They  that  know  riches  tremble  to  be  poor. 
My  passion  is  not  every  woman's  sorrow  ; 
She  must  be  truly  honest  feels  my  grief. 
And  only  known  to  one  ;  if  such  there  be. 
They  know  the  sorrow  that  oppresseth  me.     [Ea:it. 

1  rami]  l.  c.  ytartii,  glitvci.     So  Lilly  : 

"  Their  sad  depart  irauld  make  my  bart  to  tamr." 

The  Woman  in  Iht  Moe»i,  lig.  c  ii.  1597. 
Bo  SpenwT  kIio  wriiei  tbe  word. 
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ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 

The  Roaring' Schools 

Enter  the  ColoneVs  Friend^*  Chough,  Trimtram, 
Usher,  and  several  Roarers, 

CoL.*s  Fr.  Truth,  sir,  I  must  needs  blame  you 
for  a  truant,  having  but  one  lesson  read  to  you,  and 
neglect  so  soon ;  fie,  I  must  see  you  once  a-day  at 
least. 

Chough.  Would  I  were  whipt,  tutor,  if  it  were 
not  'long  of  my  man  Trimtram  here  ! 

Trim.  Who,  of  me  ? 

Chough.  Take't  upon  thee.  Trim ;  I'll  give  thee 
five  shillings,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Trim.  I'll  see  you  whipt  first: — well,  I  will  too. 
— Faith,  sir,  I  saw  he  was  not  perfect,  and  I  was 
loath  he  should  come  before  to  shame  himself. 

CoL.'s  Fr.  How  ?  shame,  sir  ?  is  it  a  shame  for 
scholars  to  learn?  Sir,  there  are  great  scholars 
that  are  but  slenderly  read  in  our  profession :  sir, 
first  it  must  be  economical,  then  ecumenical:  shame 
not  to  practise  in  the  house  how  to  perform  in  the 
field :  the  nail  that  is  driven  takes  a  little  hold  at 
the  first  stroke,  but  more  at  the  second,  and  more 
at  the  third,  but  when  'tis  home  to  the  head,  then 
'tis  firm. 

Chough.  Faith,  I  have  been  driving  it  home  to 
the  head  this  two  days. 

>•  The  Roaring  School']  See  note,  p.  485. 

»  the  ColoiieVs  Friend']  Old  eds.  "  the  Colonels  Second" — 
i.  e.  one  of  the  gentlemen  who  attended  the  Colonel  in  the 
duel  with  Captain  Ager  ;  and  who  (it*  I  rightly  understand  the 
last  lines  of  this  scene)  has  set  up  for  a  teacher  of  **  roaring** 
during  peace-time. 
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Trim.  I  helped  to  hammer  it  in  as  well  as  I  could 

CoL.'s  Fb.  Well,  sir,  I  will  hear  you  rehearse 
anon  :  meantime  peruse  the  exemplary  of  my  bills, 
and  tell  me  in  what  language  I  shall  roar  a  lecture 
to  you  ;  or  I'll  read  to  you  the  mathematical  science 

CHouDir.  Is  it  mathematical? 

CoL.'s  Fr.  O,  air,  do"  not  the  winds  roar,  the 
sea  roar,  the  welkin'  roar? — indeed  most  ihings  do 
roar  b^  nature — and  is  not  the  knowledge  of  these 
things  mathematical  7 

Chouoh.  Pray  proceed,  sir. 

CoL.'s  Fa.  [readj]  The  names  of  ihr.  Uinguages, 
the  Sclavonian,  Parthamenian,  Barmeolh'ian,  Tybur- 
nian,  Wappingan'ian,  or  the  modem  Limdonian :  any 
man  or  tvoman  that  it  desirous  to  roar  m  atiy  of  these 
langaages,  in  a  nwA  they  shall  be  perfect  if  they  mill 
take  jmins ;  to  let  'em  repair  into  Holbom  to  the  sign 
of  the  Cheat-Loaf. 

Chough.  Now  your  bill  speaks  of  that  I  was 
wondering  a  good  while  at,  your  sign ;  the  loaf 
looks  very  like  bread,  i'faith,  but  why  is  it  called 
the  Cheat-Loaf? 

Col/s  Fe.  This  he 
sir,  that  served  the  c 


I  baker's, 
.,  where  the  bread  is  called 


;  a  baker  that  cheated  the 


CoL.'s  Fr.  Well,  sir,  choose  your  languages  ;  n 
your  lectures  shall  be  read,  between  my  usher  c 


L 


lainly  wliMten  bread  ofilie  second 
used  here  for  a  fine  torlori>read- 
a  pauagc  quoted  by  Naiea,  Gloat,  in 


myself,  for  your  better  instruction,  provided 
conditions  be  performed  in  the  premises  beforeaaid. 

Cttouou.  Look  you,  sir,  there's  twenty  pound  in 
bond,  and  tweniy  more  I  am  to  pay  when  I  am 
allowed  a  sufHcient  roarer.  [Gives  money. 

CoL.'s  Fh.  You  speak  in  good  earnesl,  sir  ? 

Chough.  Yes,  faith  do  I :  Trimtram  shall  be  my 
witness. 

Trih.  Yea,  indeed,  sir,  twenty  pound  is  Tery 
good  earnest. 

Usii.  Sir,  one  thing  I  must  tell  yon  belongs  to 
my  place :  you  are  the  youngest  scholar ;  and  till 
another  comes  under  you,  there  is  a  certain  garnish 
belongs  to  the  school ;  for  in  our  practice  we  grow 
to  a  quarrel ;  then  there  must  be  wine  ready  to 
make  all  friends,  for  that's  the  end  of  roaring,  'tii 
valiant,  but  harmless;  and  this  eharge  is  yours. 

Chodgh.  With  all  my  heart,  i'faiih,  and  I  like  it 
the  better  because  no  blood  comes  on  it :  who  shall 
fetch  ! 

First  Roar.^  I'll  be  your  spaniel,  sir. 

CoL.'s  Fa.  Bid  Vapour  bring  some  tobacco  too. 

CnoiKiit.  Do,  and  here's  money  for't. 

Usii.  No,  you  shall  not ;  let  me  see  the  money : 
so  \lakei  the  money],  I'll  keep  it,  and  discharge  him 
after  the  combat.  \_Exit  First  /{oarer,]  For  your 
practice  sake,  you  and  your  man  shall  roar  him  out 
on't — for  indeed  you  must  pay  your  debts  so,  for 
that's  one  of  the  main  ends  of  roaring — and  when 
you  have  left  him  in  a  chafe,  then  I'll  qualify  the 

CuouoH.  Content. — I'faitl),  Trim,  we'll  roar  the 
rusty  rascal  out  of  his  tobacco. 


I 


Usil 


What  ii 
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Tbiu.  Ay,  and*  he  had  the  best  craccus  in 
London, 

Col. '9  Fb.  Observe,  sir,  we  could  now  roar  in 
ihe  Sclavonian  language,  but  this  practice  hath 
been  a  little  sublime,  some  hairsbreadth  or  so 
sbove  your  caput ;  I  take  it,  for  your  use  and 
understanding  both,  it  were  fitter  for  you  to  taste 
the  modern  assault,  only  the  Londonian  r 

Chough.  ITaitb,  sir,  that's  for  my  purpose,  for  I 
shall  use  all  my  roaring  here  in  London  ;  in  Corn- 
wall we  are  all  for  wrestling,  and  I  do  n( 
travel  over  sea  to  roar  there. 

CoL.'s  Fr.  Observe  then,  sir ; — but  it  w 
sary  you  took   forth  your  tables' 
difficult  points  for  the  better  assistance  of  youi 
memory, 

Chodoh.  Nay,  sir,  my  man  and  I  keep  twc 
tablea. 

Trim.  Ay,  sir,  and  as  many  trencher 
and  dogs'  meal  enough. 

CoL.'s  Fa.  Note,  sir. — Dost  tbou  1 
Cyclops  ? 

UsH.  With  a  Griarean  brousted, 

Chocgh.  Cyclops. 

Trim.  Briarean. 

CoL.'s  Fb.  I  know  thee  and  thy  line 

Usii.  It  is  collateral,  as  Brutus  and  Poslhui 

Trim.  Brutus.  [IVritei. 

Chough.  Posthumus.  [K'n/es. 

CoL.'sFa.  False  aB  the  face  of  Hecate!  thy  sister 
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CoL.'s  Fr.  I  say  thy  sister  is  a  bronstrops.^ 

Usii.  A  bronstrops  ? 

Chough.  Tutor,  tutor,  ere  you  go  any  further,  tell 
me  the  English  of  that ;  what  is  a  bronstrops,  pray  ? 

CoL.*s  Fr.  a  bronstrops  is  in  English  a  hippocrene. 

Chough.  A  hippocrene ;  note  it,  Trim :  I  love  to 
understand  the  English  as  I  go.  [^Writes. 

Trim.  What*s  the  English  of  hippocrene  ? 

Chough.  Why,  bronstrops. 

Ush.  Thou  dost  obtrect"  my  flesh  and  blood. 

CoL.'s  Fr.  Again  I  denounce,  thy  sister  is  a 
fructifer. 

Chough.  What's  that,  tutor  ? 

CoL.'s  Fr.  That  is  in  English  a  fucus^  or  a  mino- 
taur. 

Chough.  A  minotaur.  [Writes. 

Trim/  A  fucus.  iHYUes. 

Ush.  I  say  thy  mother  is  a  callicut,  a  panagron, 
a  duplar,  and  a  sindicus. 

«  bronstrops"]  In  A  Cure  for  a  Cuckold^  by  Webster  and 
W.  Rowley  (first  printed  m  1661),  is  the  following  passage, 
which  appears  to  contain  an  allusion  to  A  Fair  Quarrel ; 

**  Pettifog.  .  .  This  informer  comes  into  Tumbull  street  to 
a  victualiing>house,  and  there  falls  in  league  with  a  wench. 
Compass.  A  tweak  or  bronstrops  ?   /  learned  that  name  in  a 

^'*'^-"  See  my  ed.  of  Webster's  Works,  iii.  327. 

Both  tweak  and  bronstrops  (the  former  being  a  word  of  more 
frequent  occurrence  than  the  latter)  seem  to  be  equivalent  to 
punk  ;  but  in  act  iv.  sc.  4  of  the  present  play,  a  distinction 
IS  made  between  them  :  '*  mayst  thou  first  serve  out  thy  time 
as  a  tweak  [harlot],  and  then  become  a  bronstrops  [bawd]  as 
she  is." 

•*  obtrect"]  i.  e.  slander. 

*  fucus"]  Equivalent,  perhaps,  to  painted  jade :  our  early 
writers  repeatedly  use  this  Latin  term  to  signify  the  colours 
with  which  ladies  improved  their  complexions. 

^  Trim,]  First  cd.  "  Chau."    Sec.  ed.  "  Sec." 
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CoL.'s  Fr.  Dislocate  thy  bladud  !» 

Usn.  Bladud  shall  conjure,  if  his  demons  once 
appeai. 

Re-etditr  Fmt  Roarer  with  tfine,foU(»ved  hy  Vapour 
with  tobacco, 

CoL.'s  Fa.  Advance  thy  respondency. 

CtiouoH.  Nay,  good  gentlemen,"  do  not  fall  out. 
— A  cup  of  wine  quickly,  Trimtram  ! 

UdH.  See,  my  steel  hath  a  glister  ! 

Chouoii.  Pray  nipe  him,  and  put  him  up  again, 
good  usher. 

UsH,  Sir,  at  your  request  I  pull  down  thf  flag  of 
defiance. 

CoL.'s  Fr.  Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine,  my  fury  shall 
be  quenched;  here,  usher!  [Drinks, 

UsH.   I  pled;;e  thee  in  good  friendship.    [Drinks. 

Chough.  1  like  the  conclusion  of  roaring  very 
well,  i'faith. 

Trim.  It  has  an  excellent  conclusion  indeed,  if 
ibe  wine  be  good,  always  provided, 

CoL-'s  Fk.  O,  the  wine  must  be  always  provided, 
be  sure  of  that. 

UsH.  Else  you  spoil  the  conclusion,  and  that  you 
know  crowns  all. 

Chouoii.  'Tis  much  like  wrestling,  i'faith,  for  ne 
shake  hands  ere  we  begin  ;  now  that's  to  avoid  the 
law,  for  then  if  he  throw  him  a  furlong  into  the 
ground,  he  cannot  recover  himself  upon  him,  be- 
cause 'twas  done  in  cold  friendship. 

<  Diilocalt  Ihg  bladud]  i.  e.,  I  luppoae,  dran  thy  awnrtt. 
The  reply  of  Ihe  Usher,  "  Bladud  shall  conjure,"  tic,  seem. 
to  allude  lu  the  itory  of  King  Bladui).  vttio  wai  famuui  for 
"  his  craft  of  nygromancy :"  see  Mirror  for  Mugiilrales,  i,  I  OB. 
ed.  HaslewDud,  and  note  there. 

"  genllemtB]  Old  eda.  "  gentleman." 
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Col. '9  Fb.  I  believe  you,  sir. 

Chol'oh.    Adi]   then  we  drink  aftcmards,  just  I 
in  this  fashion;  wrestling  and  roaring  are  as  like 
as  can  be,  i'faith,  even  like  long  sword  and  half 
pike. 

CoL.'s  Fr,  Nay,  they  are  reciprocal,  if  you  mark 
it,  for  as  there  is  a  great  roaring  at  nresllin 
there    is   a  kind  of  wrestling   and   1 
roaring. 

Chough.  True,  i'faith,  for  I  have  heard  '< 
from  the  six  windmills  to  Islington :   those  have  | 
been  great  falls  then. 

CoL.'s  Fb.  Come  now,  a  brief  rehearsal  of  your  I 
other  day's  lesson,  beltvixt  your  man  and  you,  and  | 
then  for  io~day  we  break  up  sehoot. 

Chough.  Come.  Trimtram. — If  I  be  out,  tutor,  j 
I'll  be  bold  to  look  in  my  tables,  because  I  doubt  ] 
I  am  scarce  perfect. 

CoL.'s  Fr.  Well,  well,  I  will  not  see  small  faulu.  ] 

Chough.  The  wall! 

Trim.  The  wall  of  me?  to  thy  kennel,  spaniel  1 

Chough.  Wilt  thou  not  yield  precedency  ? 

Tbo*,  To  thee?   I  know  thee  and  thy  brood. 

Chough.  Knowest  thou  my  brood  ?  I  know  thy 
brood  too,  thou  art  a  rook. 

Trim.  The  nearer  akin  to  the  choughs  ?" 

Chouoh.  The  rooks  akin  to  the  choughs? 

Col.'s  Fb.  Very  well  maintained! 

Chouoh.  Dungcoer,  thou  liest! 

Tbiu.  Lie  ?  enucleate  the  kernel  of  thy  scabbard. 

Chough.  Now  if  I  durst  draw  my  sword,  'twere 
valiant,  i'faith. 

Col.'s  Fr,  Draw,  draw,  howsoever  ! 


■■  diBHgh] 


e,  p.  481. 


ready  to  make   i 


frienda,  1  pray  you. 

TniM.  Chougli,  I  will  make  tbee  fly  and  roar. 
Chough.  I  will  roar  if  thou  strikest  rae. 
CoL.'s  Fh.   So,    'tis   enough;    now    conclude  in 
wine :   I   see   you   will  prove   an   excellent   practi- 
tioner :  wondrous  well  performed  on  both  sides  ! 
Chouoh.  Here,  Trimitaio,  I  drink  to  thee. 

[Drinh. 
Teim.  I'll  pledge  you  in  good  friendship. 

[Drinh. 
Enter  Servant. 

Sbbt.  Is  there  not  one  master  Chough  here  i 

UsH.  This  is  the  gentleman,  sir. 

Serv,  My  master,  sir,  your  elected  father-in-law, 
desires  speedily  to  speak  with  you. 

Chovom.  Friend,  I  will  follow  thee:  I  would 
thou  hadst  come  a  little  sooner!  thou  ahouldst  have 
seen  roaring  sport,  i'faith. 

Serv.  Sir,  I'll  return  that  you  are  following. 

Chough.  Da  so  leiit  Servant].— I'W  tell  thee, 
tutor,  I  am  lo  marry  shortly ;  but  I  will  defer  it  a 
while  till  I  can  roar  perfectly,  that  I  may  get  the 
upper  hand  of  my  wife  on  the  wedding-day  ;  'tmust 
he  done  at  first  or  never. 

CoL.'s  Fr.  'Twill  SI 


e  you  to 

hou  this, 
Vap.  Very  valiantly,  i'faith,  sir. 
Chodoh.  Tush,  lliou  shalt  see  n 


.  How  likes 


whiffler?J 


e  by  and  by. 


1  uhi^r]  i.e.  whiffer,  puffer — of  tobacco,  nhich  V»pour 
sold.  "  Taking  the  whif  (an  cxprDision  of  which  the  mean- 
Bee  B.  Jonaoa'a  Eitry  Man  oul  (•/  liii  Humour— fVorlii,  ii.  9,97. 


L 


fil2  » 

Vap.  I  can  slny  no  longer  indeed,  sir :  who  psys 
me  for  my  tobacco  ? 

Chough,  How  ?  pay  for  tobacco  ?  away,  ye  sooty- 
tnouthed  piper !  you  rusty  piece  of  Martlemas  bacon, 

Trim.  Let  me  give 

Chough.  No,Trimlrai(i,  d 
only  roar  out  a  curse  upon  I 

Trim.  Well,  do  you  begin 

Chouoh.  May  thy  roll' 
drop    in   pieces,    being    soj 


,  and   thy  pudding 
ticated   with    filthy 

on   either  side  of 


Trim.   May  sergeants  d' 
thee,  to  fright  away  thy  twopenny  c 

Chovoh,  And  for  thy  penny  ones,  let  them  auck 
thee  dry ! 

Trim,  When  thou  art  dead,  mayest  thou  have  no 
other  sheets  to  be  buried  in  but  mouldy  tobacco- 
leaves  ! 

Chourh.  And  no  strawings  to  stick  thy  carcass 
but  the  bitter  stalks ! 

Thih.  Thy  mourners  all  greasy  tapsters! 

Chouoh.  With  foul  tobacco-pipes  in  their  hats, 
instead  of  rotten  rosemary;™  and  last  of  all,  may   i 
my  man  and  I  live  to  see  all  this  performed,  and 
to  piss  reeking  even  upon  thy  grave ! 

Trim.  And  last  of  all  for  me,  let  this  epitaph  be    ' 
remembered  over  thee ; 

Here  coldly  now  tvilhin  ir  laid  to  rot  i 

A  man  that  yesterday  was  piping  hot : 
Some  say  he  died  by  pudding,  »omc  by  prick, 
Others  by  roll  and  ball,  smite  leaf;   all  sliek 

*■  vmrk]  A  p]>y  on  the  word— s  nuirk  wag  ISi.  id. 
'  roll  .  .  .  pudding'^  Tobacco  toaile  up  in  purlicular  formB  j 
■0  were  ball,  leaf,  &c.,  menlioncd  iiieKenllj  in  the  epiiaph. 
"•  ratnart)']  Hied  at  funeials:  see  note,  voL  i.  p.  231. 


Fatt  in  eenmre,"  j/et  think  it  Hrange  and  rare, 
He  liv'd  bij  tmoke,  get  died/or  tvanC  of  air: 
But  then  the  surgeon  laid,  when  he  beheld  him. 
It  was  the  bam'mg  of  hin  pipe  that  kill'd  hitn. 
Cuavc.H.  So,  are  you  paid  now,  wliifller? 
Vap.  All  this  is  but  smoke  out  of  a  sciuking  pipe. 
Chough.  So,  so,  pay  hiin  now,  usher. 

[Vapoub  is  paid  by  the  Usher,  and  exit. 
CoL.'s  Fk.  Do  noi  henceforth  neglect  your  school- 
ing, master  Chough. 

Chouoh.  Call  me  rook,  if  I  do,  [ulor. 
Tkim.  And  me  raven,  though  my  name  be  Trim- 
tratn. 

Chough.  Farewell,  tutor. 
Tbiu.  Farewell,  usher. 

[^ExFunt  Chouoh  and  Tkimtram. 
CoL.'s  Fh.  Thus  when  the  drum's  unbrac'd,  and 
truinpel[9]  cease. 
Soldiers  must  get  pay  for  to  live  in  peace. 

l^Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

A  Chamber  in  the  ColoneVs  House, 

The  Colonel  discovered  lying  on  a  couch,  seeeral  of 
his  friends  nialctiing  him  :  as  the  Surgeon  is  going 
out,  the  Colonel's  Sister  enters." 

CoL.'s  SisT.  O  my  most  worthy  brother,  thy  hard 
fote  'twas  !— 
Come  hither,  honest  surgeon,  and  deal  faithfully 
Willi  a  distressed  virgin :  what  hope  is  there  t 

■  etruure]  i.  e.  opinion. 

'  ftileri]   Tlie  only  BUge-direccion  in  old  eJs.  ii  "  Enter 
the  ColmtU  Siller,  veiling  tkt  SurgeaH.- 
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SuRo.  Hope?  chilis"  was  'scap'd  nuraculouslft 
lady. 

Cot.'s  SisT.  What's  that,  sir  ? 

SuBo.  Cava  vena  :  I  care  but  little  for  his  wound 
i'  th'  cesophag,!'  not  thus  much,  trust  me ;  but  when 
they  come  to  diaphragms  once,  the  small  intestines, 
or  the  spinal  medul,  or  i'  tb'  roots  of  the  emuncto- 
ries  of  ihe  noble  parts,  then  straight  I  lear  a  syn- 
cope;'' the  flanks  retiring  towards  the  back,  the 
urine  bloody,  the  excrements  purulent,  and  the 
dolour  pricking  or  pungent. 

CoL.'s  SisT.  Alas,  I'm  ne'er  the  better  for  this 
answer ! 

SuRC.  Now  I  must  tell  you  hie  principal  dolour 
lies  i'  ih'  region  of  the  liver,  and  there's  both  in- 
flammation and  tumefaction'  feared ;  marry,  I  made 
him  a  quadra[n]gul3r  plumation,  where  I  used  san- 
guis draconis,  by  my  faith,  with  powders  incarnaiive, 
which  I  tempered  with  oil  of  hypericon,  and  other 
liquors  mundilicative. 

CoL.'s  SisT.  Pox  a'  your  mundies  figativea  t  1 
would  they  were  all  fired  < 

SuHG.  But  I  purpose,  lady,  to  make  another  ex- 
periment at  next  dressing  with  a  sarcotic*  medi- 
cament made  of  iris  of  Florence ;  thus,  mastic, 
calaphena,  opoponax,' sarcocolla" 

CoL.'s  SisT.  Sacro-haller !  what  comfort  is  i'  this 

"  eJiilii]  Old  cds.  "  Cliillia."  "  Also  out  of  tlie  gibboajie 
or  bouncli  of  the  liuer  ihere  iuuelli  a  veyne  tailed  conoua 
or  rkitii,"  &c.     Vigon's  Workei  of  Chinrgcrii,  1571,  (ol.  ix. 

f  aiaphag]  Old  cds.  "  or9i>|iliB)[." 

'  t!i«cim\  Old  eds.  "  syncops." 

'  lianfarliiml  Old  eda.  "  turniaraction." 

•  .orcofic]  Old  eds,   "  larcolricke." 

■  ttpopoTtai]  Old  eds.  "  apopanax." 

°  larcncofJa]  Old  eds.  "  sacrocoUa,"  nhich,  perhaps  (lee 
iheludy's  reply),  was  an  enor  of  the  author,  not  otlhe  priuler. 
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to  a  poor  gentlewoman  ?  pray  tell  me  in  plain  terniB 
what  you  itiink  of  him. 

Surg.  Marry,  in  plain  terms  I  know  not  what  to 
say  to  him :  the  wound,  I  can  assure  you,  inclines 
to  paralism,  and  1  lind  his  body  cacochymic : 
being  then  in  fear  or  fever  anil  inflammaeion,  I 
nourish  him  altogether  with  viands  refrigerative, 
and  give  for  potion  the  juice  of  savicola  dissolved 
with  water  cerefolium :  I  could  do  no  r.iore,  lady,  if 
his  best  ginglymus''  were  dissevered.  [Exit. 

CoL.'s  SisT.  What  thankless  pains  does  the  tongue 
of\en  take 
To  make  the  whole  man  most  ridiculous  ! 
I  come  to  hint  for  comfort,  and  he  tires  me 
Worse  than  my  sorrow  :  what  a  precious  good 
May  be  deliver'd  sweetly  in  few  words! 
And  what  a  mount  of  nothing  has  he  cast  forth  ! 
Alas,  hia  strength  decays  !     [Aside.'] — How  cheer 

you,  sir, 
My  honour'd  brother  ? 

Col.  In  soul  never  better  ; 
I  feel  an  excellent  health  there,  such  a  stoutness 
My  invisible  enemies  fly"  me  ;  sfeing  me  arm'd 
With  penitence  and  forgiveness,  they  fall  backward) 
Whether  through  admiration,  not  imagining 
There  were  such  armoury  in  a  soldier's  soul 
As  pardon  and  repentance,  or  through  power 
Of  ghostly  valour.     But  I  have  been  lord 
Of  a  more  happy  conquest  in  nine  hours  now 
Than  in  nine  years  before. ^0  kind  lieutenants, 
This  is  the  only  war  we  should  provide  for! 
Where  he  that  forgives  largest,  and  aighs  strongest. 
Is  a  tried  soldier,  a  true  man  indeed. 
And  wins  the  best  field,  makes  his  own  heart  bleed. 
Read  the  last  part  of  that  will,  air. 
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First  Fr.  of  Col.  [reads']^  I  also  require  at  the 
hands  of  my  most  beloved  sister,  whom  I  make  fidl 
executrix,  the  disposure  of  my  body  in  burial  at  Saint 
Martin* s  i*  th*  Field ;  and  to  cause  to  he  distributed  to 
the  poor  of  the  same  parish  forty  mark,^  and  to  the 
hospital  of  maimed  soldiers  a  hundred :  lastly,  I  give 
and  bequeath  to  my  kind,  dear,  and  virtuous  sister  the 
full  possession  of  my  present  estate  in  riches,  whether 
it  be  in  lands,  leases,  money,  goods,  plate,  jewels^  or 
what  kind  soever,  upon  this  condition  following,  that 
she  forthwith  tender  both  herself  and  all  these  infeoff- 
ments  to  that  noble  captain,  my  late  enemy,  caption 
Ager, 

CoL.'s  SisT.  How,  sir  ? 

Col.  Read  it  again,  sir ;  let  her  hear  it  plain. 

CoL.'s  SisT.  Pray,  spare  your  pains,  sir ;  'tis  too 
plain  already. — 
Good  sir,  how  do  you  ?  is  your  memory  perfect  ? 
This  will  makes  question  of  you :  I  bestow'd 
So  much  grief  and  compassion  a'  your  wound, 
I  never  look*d  into  your  senses*  epilepsy : 
The  sickness  and  infirmity  of  your  judgment 
Is  to  be  doubted  now  more  than  your  body's. 
Why,  is  your  love  no  dearer  to  me,  sir, 
Than  to  dispose  me  so  upon  the  man 

«  First  Fr.  of  Col.  [reads]  Old  eds.  "  1  Liefetenant  reads" 
— but  the  person  called  \iKre  Lieutenant  is  one  of  the  Coloners 
two  friends  who  had  acted  as  his  seconds  in  the  duel :  towards 
the  conclusion  of  the  play  we  find, 

"  Enter  Colonel  with  his  tioo  Friends," 

and  presently  after, 

"  Col.  O  Lieutenant,**  &c 

The  other  friend  who  attended  him  in  the  duel,  having  figured 
in  the  preceding  scene  as  a  teacher  of  roaring,  is  not  present, 
it  should  seem,  in  the  sick  chamber. 
y  mark']  See  note,  p.  512. 
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Whose  fury  is  your  body's  present  li 
Tlie  author  of  your  danger?  one  I  hale 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  malice.     Do  you  not  feel 
His  wrath  upon  you  ?  1  beaeech  you,  sir. 
Alter  that  cruel  article  ! 

Cot.  Cruel,  sister? — 
Forgive  me,  natural  love,  I  must  offend  thee, 
Speaking  to  this  woman. — Am  I  content, 
Having  much  kindred,  yet  to  give  thee  all. 
Because  in  thee  I'd  raise  my  means  to  goodness, 
And  canst  thou  prove  so  thankless  to  my  bounty, 
To  grudge  my  soul  her  peace  7  is  my  intent 
To  leave  her  rich,  whose  only  desire  is 
To  send  me  poorer  into  the  next  world 
Than  ever  usurer  went,  or  politic  statist? 
Is  it  so  burdensome  for  thee  to  love 
Where  1  forgive  1  O,  wretched  is  the  man 
That  builds  the  last  hopes  of  his  saving  comforts 
Upon  a  woman's  charity  !  he's  most  miserable  ; 
If  it  were  possible,  her  obstinate  will 
Will  pull  him  down  in  his  midway  to  heaven. 
I've  wrong'd  that  worthy  man  past  recompeme. 
And  in  ray  anger  robb'd  him  of  fair  fume  ; 
And  thou  the  fairest  restitution  art 
My  life  could  yield  him  :  if  I  knew  a  fairer, 
I'd  set  thee  by  and  thy  unwilling  goodness, 
And  never  make  my  sacred  peace  of  thee  ; 
But  there's  the  cruelty  of  a  fate  debarr'd. 
Thou  art  the  last,  and  all,  and  thou  art  hard  ! 

Col.'b  Sist.  Let  your  griev'd  heart  hold  belter 
thoughts  of  me ; 
I  will  not  prove  so,  sir;  but  since  you  enforce  it 
With  such  a  strength  of  passion,  I'll  perform 
What  by  your  will  you  have  enjoin'd  me  to, 
Though  the  world  never  shew  me  joy  again. 

Col.  O,  this  may  be  fair  cunning  for  the  time, 
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To  put  me  ofT,  knowiDg  I  hold  not  long  ; 

And  when  I  look  to  have  my  joys  accomplisb'd, 

I  shall  find  no  such  things  ;  that  were  vild'  cozen-! 

age, 
And  not  to  be  repented. 

CoL.'s  SisT.  By  all  the  blessedness 
Truth  and  a  ^'ood  life  looks  for,  I  will  do't,  sir 

Col.  Comforts  reward  you  for't  whene'er  yon  fl 
grieve  I 
I  know  if  you  dare  swear,  I  may  believe. 

[£x(f  ColoncFs  Sitter,     Scene  ctotei,  | 


A  Room  in  Lady  Acer's  Houte. 

Enter  Caftaik  Acer. 

Caf.  Acer.  No  sooner  have  I  entrance  i'  thii 

But  all  my  joy  falls  from  me,  nhich  was  wont 
To  be  the  sanctuary  of  my  comforts  : 
Methought  I  lov'd  it  fvitb  a  reverent  gladness, 
As  holy  men  do  consecrated  temples 
For  the  saint's  sake,  which  I  believ'd  my  mother ; 
But  prov'd  a  false  faith  since,  a  fearful  heresy, 
O,  who'd  erect  th'  assurance  of  his  joys 
Upon  a  woman's  goodness  !  whose  best  virtue 
Is  to  commit  unseen,  and  highest  secrecy 
To  hide  but  her  own  sin ;  there's  their  perfection  : 
And  if  she  be  so  good,  which  many  fail  of  too, 
When  these  are  bad,  how  wondrous  ill  are  they ! 
What  comfort  ia't  to  fight,  win  this  day's  fame. 
When  all  my  after-days  are  lamps  of  shame  t 


•  tild]  See  di 
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Enter  Lady  Aqer. 
Ladv  Aoer.  Blessings  be  firm  to  me !  he's  come, 
'tis  he!—  {Aiide. 

A  surgeon  speedily ! 
Cap.  Ager.  A  surgeon?  why,  madam? 
IiAD?  AoEB.  Perhaps  you'll  say  'tis  but  a  little 
wound  I 
Good  to  prevent  a  danger ; — quick,  a  surgeon  ! 
Cap.  Acer.  Why,  madam  1 
Ladi  Ager.  Ay,  ay,  that's  all  the  fault  of  valiant 

They'll  not  be  known  a'  their  hurts  till  they're  past 

help. 
And  then  too  late  they  wish  for't. 

Caf.  Acer.  Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Lady  Acer.  'Tis  no  disparagement  to  confess  a 
wound ; 
I'm  glad,  sir,  'lis  no  worse  : — a  surgeon  quickly  I 

Cap.  Ager,   Madam 

Lady  Aoer.  Come,  come,  sir,  a  wound's  honour- 
able. 
And  never  shames  the  rfearer. 

Cap.  Ager..  By  the  justice 
I  owe  to  honour,  I  came  off  untouch'd ! 

Lady  Aoer.  I'd  rather  believe  that. 

Cap.  Aoer.  You  believe  truth  so. 

Lady  Ager.  My  tears  prevail  then.     Welcome, 
welcome,  sir. 
As  peace  and  mercy  to  one  new  departed  I 
Why  would  you  go  though,  and  deceive  me  so, 
When  my  abundant  love  took  all  the  course 
That  might  be  to  prevent  it  ?  I  did  that 
For   my   afieclion's   sake  —  goodness   forgive  me 

for't  1  — 
That  were  my  own  life's  safely  put  upon'l, 
I'd  rather  die  than  do't.  Think  howyou  us'd  me  then ; 
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And  yet  would  you  go  and  hazard  yourself  to< 
'Tmas  but  unkindly  done. 

Cap.  Ager.  What's  all  this,  madam  ? 

Lady  Acer.  See,  then,  hoiv  rash  you  were  and  | 
short  in  wisdom  ! 
Why,  wrong  my  faiih  I  did,  slander'd  my  constancy, 
Belied  my  truth  ;  that  which  few  mothers  will. 
Or  fewer  can,  I  did,  out  of  true  fear 
And  loving  care,  only  to  keep  thee  here. 

Caf.  Ager.  I  doubt  I'm  too  quick  of  apprehen- 

And  that's  a  general  fault  when  me  hear  joyfuUyi 
With  the  desire  of  longing  for't :  I  ask  it, 
Why,  were  you  never  false  ? 

Ladv  Acer.  May  death  come  to  me 
Before  repentance  then ! 

Cap.  Aoer.  I  heard  it  plain  sure  — 
Not  false  at  all  ? 

Lad*  Acer.  By  the  reward  of  truth, 
I  never  knew  that  deed  thai  claims  the  name  o 

Cap.  Ader.  May,  (hen,  that  glorious  reward  yott  J 
swore  by 
Be  never-failing  to  you  !  all  the  blessings 
Thai  you  have  giveu  me,  since  obedient  custom 
Taught  me  to  kneel  and  ask  'em,  are  not  valuable 
With  this  immaculate  blessing  of  your  truth  : 
This  is  the  palm  to  victory, 
The  crown  for  all  deserts  past  and  to  come  : 
Let  'em  be  numberless  ;  they  are  rewarded, 
Already  they're  rewarded.     Bless  this  frame, 
I  feel  it  much  too  weak  to  bear  the  joy  on't. 

Lady  Aoer.  Rise,  sir. 

Cap.  Aoer,  0,  pardon  me  ! 
I  cannot  honour  you  loo  much,  too  long. 
I  kneel  not  only  to  a  mother  now, 
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But  to  a  woman  that  was  never  false  : 
Ye're  dear,  and  ye're  good  too  ;  1  think  a'  that : 
What  reverence  does  she  merit !  'tis  fit  such 
Should  be  distinguisb'd  from  the  prostrate  sex  ; 
And  what  distinction  properer  can  be  shewn, 
Than  honour  done  to  her  that  keeps  her  own  7 

Lady  Aoer.  Come,  sir,  I'll  have  you  rise. 

Cap.  Aoer.  To  do  a  deed,  then,  [Kwet. 

That  shall  for  ever  raise  me.     O  my  glory. 
Why,  this,  this  is  the  quarrel  that  1  look'd  for  ! 
The  other*  but  a  sliif^  to  bold  time  play. 
You  sacred  ministers  of  preservation. 
For  heaven's  sake  send  him  life. 
And  with  it  mighty  health,  and  such  a  strength 
May  equal  but  the  cause !  I  wish  no  font  things : 
If  life  but  glow  in  him,  be  shall  know  instantly 
That  I'm  reaolv'd  to  call  him  to  account  for'l. 

Lady  Acer.  Why,  hark  you,  sir 

Cap.  Aoer.  1  bind  you  by  your  honour,  madam, 
You   speak   no   hindrance    to's ;    lake    heed,    you 
ought  not. 

Lady  Acer.    What   an  unhappinesB  have  I   in 

'Tis  ever  my  desire  to  intend  well. 
But  have  no  fortunate  way  in't.     For  all  this 
Deserve  I  yet  no  better  of  you 
Bui  to  be  griev'd  again  ?     Are  you  not  well 
With  honest  gain  of  fame,  with  safety  purchas'il  ? 
Will  you  needs  tempt  a  ruin  that  avoids  you?  [£xi(. 
Cap.  Acer.  No,  you've  prevail'd  ;  things  of  this 
nature  sprung, 
When  they  use  action  must  use  little  tongue. — 

Enter  Sereant. 
Now,  sir,  the  news  ? 

*  tl<t  ether']  Old  eik.  "  Ihi  tother," 
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Ser.  Sir,  there's  a  gentlenoman 
Desires  same  conference  with  you. 

Cap.  Aoeb.  How,  with  me? 
A  gentlewomBti  ?  what  is  she? 

Ser.  Her  attendant 
Deliver'd  her  to  be  the  Colonel's  sister. 

Cap.  Aoek.  O,  for  a  storm  then!  {EcciC  Servant] 
'las,  poor,  virtuous  gentlewoman, 
I  will  endure  her  violence  with  much  pity ! 
She  comes  to  ease  her  heart,  good,  noble  soul ; 
'Tis  e'en  a  charity  to  release  the  burden  ; 
Were  not  that  remedy  ordain'd  for  women. 
Their  hearts  would  never  hold  three  years  together  ; 
And  here  she  comes ;  I  never  tuark'd  so  much  of 


Enter  Colonel's  Sister.  I 

That  face  can  be  the  mistress  of  no  anger 
But  I  might  very  well  endure  a  month,  methinks.— 
I  am  the  man  ;  speak,  lady ;  I'll  aland  fair. 

CoL.'s  SisT.  And  I'm  enjoin "d  by  vow  to  fall  thus 
low,  {^Kneels. 

And  from  the  dying  hand  of  a  repentant 
Offer,  for  expiation  of  wrongs  done  you. 
Myself,  and  with  myself  all  that  was  his, 
Which  upon  that  condition  was  made 
Being  his  soul's  wish  to  depart  absolute  n 
In  life  a  soldier,  death  a  Christian. 

Cap.  Acer,  O,  heaven  has  touch'd  him  nobly  !    ' 
how  it  shames 
My  virtue's  slow  perfection!  Rise,  dear  brightness — .    | 
I  forget  manners  too  — up,  matchless  sweetness  I 

CoL.'s  SisT.  I  must  not,  sir  ;  there  is  not  in  tny    I 

That  liberty;  I  must  be  receiv'd  6rst, 
Or  all  denied ;  if  either,  I  am  free. 
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Caf.  Ag£r.    He  must  be  without  gouI  should 
deny  thee ; 
FAnd  with  that  reverence  I  receive  the  gifl 
As  it  was  Heni  me.    [Raises  her.']    Worthy  Colonel, 
Has  such  a  conquering  way  i'  th'  blest  things! 
Who  ever  overcomes,  he  only  wina.  [£j:eun(. 


j4  Street  : 
Enter  Capt 


eof"  hem  "  within,* 
LBO,  Meo,  and  Pkiss. 


Meo.  Hark  of  these  hard-hearicd  bloodhounds  ! 
Qieae  butchers  are  e'en  as  merciless  as  their  dogs  ; 
they  knock  down  a  woman's  fame  e'en  as  it  walka 
the  streets  by  'em. 

Piiiss.  Aud  the  captain  here  that  should  defend 
us  walks  by  like  John  of  the  apple-loll. 

Caf.  Albo.  What  for  interjections,  Prisa,  Itevi, 
evax,  vail?''  let  the  carnifexes'  scour  their  throats ! 
thou  knowcst  there  is  a  curse  hangs  over  their 
bloody  heads  ;  this  year  there  shall  be  more 
butchers'  pricks  burnt  than  of  all  trades  besides. 

Meo.   I  do  wonder  how   tliou  earnest  to  be  a 


I  and  Pi 

I  aerts. 


As  thoi 


mest  to  be  a  bawd,  Meg, 
;  every  one  by  iheir  de- 

;  i    out,  you  unprofitable 


•  a  notie  of"  htm  "  wUhln)  Compare  p.  1105,  vliere  Bellafioat 
MJB  that  during  her  daya  or  vice,  when  she  appeared  in  the 
■treet,  "  though  wiih  face  niask'd,"  the  "  could  not  scape  the 


m 
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rascal  !  hast  not  thou  been  at  the  new  play  yet,  to 
teach  thee  better  manners  ?  truly  they  say  they  are 
the  finest  players,  and  good  speakers  of  gentle- 
women of  our  quality  ;  bawd  and  whore  are"  not 
mentioned  amongst  'em,  but  the  handsomest  nar- 
row-mouthed names  they  have  for  us,  that  some  of 
them  may  serve  as  well  for  a  lady  as  for  one  of  our 
occupation. 

Phies.  Prithee,  patroness,  let's  go  see  a  piece  of 
that  play ;  if  we  shall  have  good  words  for  our 
money,  'tis  as  much  as  we  can  deserve,  i'faith. 

M.BO.  I  doubt  'tis  too  late  now;  but  another  time, 

Cap.  Albo.  Let's  go  now,  sweet  face;  I  am 
acquainted  with  one  of  the  pantomimica  ;  the  bol- 
chins"  will  use  the  Irish  captain  with  respect,  and 
you  two  shall  be  boxed  amongst  the  better  sort. 

Pitiss.  Sirrah  captain  Albo,  1  doubt  you  are  but 
white-livered;  look  that  you  defend  us  valiantly, 
you  know  your  penance  else. — Patroness,  you  re- 
member how  you  used  him  once  ! 

Meg.  Ay,  servant,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it  till 
I  use  him  so  again. — Do  you  remember,  captain? 

Cap.  Albo.    Mum,  Meg;    I  will  not  hear  on't 

Meo.  How  I  and  my  Amazons  stript  you  as 
naked  as  an  Indian 

Cap.  Albo.  Why,  Meg 

Meg.  And  then  how  !  bound  you  to  the  good 
behaviour  in  the  open  fields 

Pkiss.  And  then  you  strowed  oats  upon  his  hop- 
pers   

Cap.  Albo.  Prithee,  sweet  face 
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pRiss,  And  then  brought  your  ducks  to  nibble 
upon  him, — Vou  lemeniber  ? 

Caf.  Albo.  O,  the  remembrance  tortures  me 
again  !  no  more,  good  sweet  face. 

Meo.  Well,  lead  on,  sir;  but  hark  a  little. 


Enter  Chouob 

and  TBI 

KTRAM. 

Chough.  Didst  thou  bargain 
wiih  the  butcher,  Trim? 

Tkim.  Ay,  sir,  I  have  'em  here 
swim  too,  sir,  and  then  I  may  ro 
at  London  Bridge  :  he  that  roars 

for  the  bladders 

;    I'll  practise  to 
ar  with  the  water 
by  land  and  by 

water  both  is  the  perfec 

Chough.  WeU,  Til  i 
father-in-lam  gives  me  a   good  dowry  with   his 
daughter,  I  shall  hold  up  my  head  well  enough. 

Taiu.  Peace,  sir ;  here's  practice  for  our  roaring, 
here's  a  centaur  and  two  hlppocrenes. 

Chough.  Offer  the  jostle.  Trim. 

[TRiMTRAM;o«(fcs  Captain  Albo. 

Cap.  Albo.  Ha!  what  meanest  thou  by  that? 

Trim.  1  mean  to  confront  thee,  Cyclops. 

Chough.  I'll  tell  thee  what  'a  means — is  this  thy 
lister  ? 

Cap.  Albo.  How  then,  sir? 

Chough.  Why,  then,  1  say  she  is  a  bronstrops ; 
and  this  is  a  fucus.' 

Priss.  No,  indeed,  sir;  we  are  both  fucusses. 

Cap.  Albo.  Art  thou  military?  art  thou  a  sol- 

Chouoh.  a  soldier?  no,  I  scorn  to  be  so  poor; 


Cap.  Albo. 
Trim.  Ay,  i 


r? 


'  ItromlrojH  .  .  .  fuettt]  See  a 
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Cap.  Albo.  Know,  then,  my  fresh-water  friends, 
that  I  am  a  captain. 

Chough.  What,  and  Lave  but  two  to  serve  under 
you? 

Cap.  Albo.  I  am  now  retiring  the  field. 

Trim.  You  may  see  that  by  his  bag  and  baggage. 

Cbodoh.  Deliver  up  thy  panagron  to  me. 

Trim.  And  give  me  thy  sindicua. 

Cap.  Albo.  Deliver  ? 

Meo.  I  pray  you,  captain,  be  contented ;    the 
gentlemen  seem  to  give  us  very  good  words. 

Chodgh.  Good  words !  ay,  if  you  could  under- 
stand 'em ;  the  words  cost  twenty  pound. 

Mec.  What  is  your  pleasure,  gentlemen  ? 

Chough.  I  would  enucleate  my  fructifer. 

Pbiss.  What  Bays  he,  patroness  ? 

Meo.   He  would  enoculate ;    I  understand  the  ] 
gentleman  very  pithily. 

Cap.  Albo.  Speak,  are  you  gentle  or  plebeian  T  I 
can  you  give  arms  7 


;  you  shall  feel  our  arms 


imen ;  111  pepper  him  till 
e  what  countryman  he  is ; 


Chough.  Armst 
presently. 

Trim.  'Sault  you  the  wi 
he  stinks  again :  I  perceii 
let  me  alone  with  him. 

Cap.  Albo.  Darest  thou  charge  a  captain  ? 

Teim.  Yes,  and  discharge  upon  hira  too, 

Cap.  Albo.  Foh,  'tis  poison  to  my  country,  the 
slave  has  eaten  pippins !  O,  shoot  no  more !  turn 
both  thy  broadsides  rather  than  thy  poop  ;  'tis  foul 
play  ;  my  country  breeds  no  poison. ^  I  yield;  (he 
great  O  Toole ''  shall  yield  on  these  conditions. 

I  my  dmntry  breedi  no  poiion]  The  cBptua'8  country  WU 
Ireland:  see  note,  p.  177. 

<•  0  Toale]  WsBaperBonDOtoriaus  far  his  romantic  braver;, 
vaniij,  and  eccentricity.     There  is  a  rare  print  <t£  hira  — 


% 
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CitouoH>  I  have  given  one  of  'em  a  fair  fall. 
Trim. 

Trim.  Then  thus  far  we  bring  home  conquest — 
Follow  me,  captain  ;  the  Cyclops  doth  command. 

CuoVGU.  Follow  me,  tweaks,'  the  centaur  doth 
command. 

Meo.  Any  thing,  sweet  gentlemen  :  will't  please 
jrou  to  lead  to  the  tavern,  where  we'll  make  all 
friends  ? 

TniM.  Why,  now  you  come  to  the  conclusion. 

Chodoh.  Stay,  Trim  ;  I  have  heard  your  tweaks 
are  like  your  mermaids,  tliey  have  sweet  voices  to 

Arlkanu  Satrui  O  Tonlt  Kime-auch,  JEi.  80— represenling  an 
old  man  in  armour,  carryiti)!  in  his  hand  a  gwoid  ornuoeated 
with  erownB,  and  hsving  at  bottom  verses, 

"  Great  Mogula  landlord,  both  Indies  king,"  &'c. 

It  vai  preliied  to  the  first  editiaa  of  a  poem  by  Taylor,  1622. 

To  the  Hsnimr  of  Ike  Noble  Caplaine  O  Toclt,  which  ia  reprinted 

In  the  iratsr-poel's  ll'arki,  1630.     In  Ihis  ironical  panegyric 

bis  expluLta  againal  tbe  Irish  rebels  are  celebrated  ; 

"  Thou  ■bewdsl  thy  selfe  a  doughty  wi^cht  at  Dublin  : 

When  Irish  Rebells  madly  brought  the  trouble  in, 

At  Baltimore,  Kinsale,  at  Curke  and  Voghall,"  &c. 

But  his  own  country  was  not  the  only  one  in  which  O  Toole 

figured  ;  he  served  at  a  volunteer,  and  diapl^ed  his  courage 

and  absurdities  in  varioua  paila  of  Europe.    The  -Irgumtnl  lo 

the  poem  just  quoted  informs  us,  that  his  "  Youth  was  Dedi- 


'  ticeakil  Eijuivaleiit  to  punka: 


in  which  work  the  word  also  occurs  at  pp.  1 10,  II 1,  173,  262. 
Brome  uses  it  in  a  very  diCTerent  leose  ;  "  O  they  ate  a  brace 
of  subtle  dry  Twealtea'"  [i.  e.  whoreraongerB],  laya  Careless, 
tpeaking  of  Thrivewell  and  Saveall,  —  J  Mad  Couple  viiU 
uaKhtd,  iig.  B  2,  {Fim  Ntu  Plasn.)  1653. 
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entice  the  pasBCngcrs  :  let's  have  a  song,  and  then 
we'll  set  'em  at  liberty. 

Trim.  In  the  commendation  of  roaring,  not  else, 
sir. 

Chough.  Ay,  in  the  commendation  of  roaring. 
Meg.  The  best  we  can,  gentlemen. 

l_Singi,  Paiss  joining  in  chorut. 
Then  here  thou  thalt  resign 

Both  captain  and  commander ; 
That  name  was  never  thine. 

But  apple-squire^  and  pander  ; 
And  henceforth  n:ill  we  grant. 

In  pillage  or  in  tmmiei. 
In  clothing  or  provant,^ 

Whate'er  we  get  by  conies  : 
With  a  hone,  a  hone,  a  hone. 

No  cheaters  nor  decoys 
Shall  hate  a  share,  but  alone 
The  bravest  roaring  boys. 
Whate'er  we  get  by  guUi 
0/ country  or  of  city, 
Oldjlat-caps^  or  young  heirs, 
Or  lawyers'  clerks  so  nitty ; 
By  sailors  newly  landed. 

To  pat  in  for  fresh  waters; 
By  wandering  gander-mooners^ 
Or  vmffled  late  night-walkers. 
With  a  hone,  ^■c. 
>  apjde-iqaire]  See  note,  p.  232. 
*■  pravani']  i.  e.  piovender,  proviaion. 
'  jlflt-cflfH]  Sec  note,  p.  58. 

"  gatidcr-meoHCTi']  i,  e.  married  ^UnU — "  Gander-mHi 
thst  moclh  in  which  s  man's  wife  lies  in,"  &c.  &'c.  Grosi 
Clot.  Did.  ijfOu  Valgar  rongue. 

"  I'le  keep  ber  at  the  least  Ihii  Gaadtr-aentlh, 
While  my  fair  wife  lies  in,"  &c 
Brome'a  Englisti-Mvir,  p.  40— fJiK  Ntw  Playu,  16S9. 
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WhaU'er  we  get  by  ttrangeri. 

The  Scotch,  the  Dutch,  or  Irith, 
Or,  to  come  nearer  home. 

By  vuuteri  of  the  pariih  ; 
It  it  concluded  thut. 

By  all  and  every  ireneh, 
To  take  of  all  their  coins. 

And  pay  'em  back  in  French. 
With  a  lume,  ^c. 
Cboligh.  Melodious  minotaur ! 
Tbih.  Harmonious  hippocrene  ! 
Croccpi.  Sweet-breasted'"  broaatropi  I 
Trim.  Most  tunable  tweak  ! 
Chough.  Delicious  du pi ar ! 
Tbim>  Putrefactions  panagron ! 
Choitoh.   Calumnious  Calicut  1 
Tbim.  And  most  singular  sindicus! 
Meo.  We  shall  never  be  able  to  deserve  these 
good  words  at  your  hands,  gentlemen. 

Cap.  Alrd.   Shake  golls"  with  the  captain;   he 
shall  be  thy  valiant  friend. 

CuoiiuH.  Not  yet,  captaJD  ;    we  must  make  an 
end  of  our  roaring  first. 

Trim.  We'll  serve  'em  as  we  did  the  tobacco- 


e'U  1: 


I  kindly,  and 


pon  em ;  marry, 
gently,  because  they  have  used  us  8 
then  we'll  shake  golls"  together. 

Priss.  As  gently  as  you  can,  sweet  gentlemen. 

Choitoh.   For  thee,  O  pander,  mayst  thou  trudge 
till  the  damned  soles  of  thy  boots  fleet  into  dirt. 


Tkih.  Next,  mayst  thou  fleet 
to  place,  till  thou  be'st  kicked  oi 


o  long  from  place 
t  of  Fleet  Street ! 
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Chol-gh.  A»  thou  hast  lived  by  bad  fleifi,  k 
rollen  mutton  be  thy  bane  I 

Tkjm.  When  thou  art  dead,  may  twenty  whores 
follow  thee,  tliat  ibou  niaysl  go  a  squire°  to  tby 

Cap.  Albd.  Enough  for  me,  >weet  faces;  let  me 
sleep  in  my  ^rave. 

Chough.  For  thee,  old  tindicus,  may  1  see  thee' 
ride  in  a  caroeh  with  two  wheels,  and  drawn  with 

Tbim.  Tenbeadle3runningby,instead  of  footmen! 

Chough.  With  every  one  a  whip,  'stead  of  an 
Irish  dart  !<> 

Tbim-  Forty  barbers'  basins'  sounding  before,  in- 
stead of  trumpets! 

Med.  This  will  be  comely  indeed,  sneet  gentle- 

Tbim.  Thy  ruffstarched  yellow' with  rotten  eggs! 
Chough.  And  mayst  thou  then  be  drawn  from 
Holborn  to  Hounslow  Heath ! 


I 


-  .,»i.,]  See  no( 

ie,  p.  232. 

p™j/.,«,  &c. 

i.  e.  D..y  1 

:>.  23H. 

1/wKwn.  .  .  .  Ji 

ilk  aarl]    Se. 

131.  An  alliuion 
the  Iritb  running  faolmen  occun  u 
D.  ITS.  In  Field's  jmtfdt  for  Ladiet,  161S  (reprinted  b* 
Mr.  Collier  in  b  luppletnentar;  volume  lo'Doddcy'i  OldPlayt), 
ia  n  stage- direction,  "  Enter  Maid,  like  an  tiiih/oel-tm/  teitk 
a  dart"  set  ii.  K.  3,  vhere  the  editor  obwrvei,  "  the  dart . . . 
wii  perhipi  intended  as  an  indication  of  the  countrf  from 
which  they  came,  a*  being  part  of  the  accoulrementi  of  the 
native  Irish  :  thui,  in  Ihe  description  of  Ihe  dumh-ibeir  pre- 
ceding act  ii.  of  Tke  Mi^Brtiaia  nfArlbur,  ne  find  the  follow- 
ing pasBsge ;  '  after  which  there  came  a  man  bare-headed, 
with  long  blacltihagged  hair  down  to  hi ■  shoulders,  apparelled 
with  an  Irish  jacket  and  shirt,  having  bd  Iriih  dagger  by  hii 
side,  and  a  dart  in  his  hand.'  " 

'  barbiT'i  ioiiii]  See  note,  p.  338. 

■  ruff  ilarched  gcllow^  See  note,  p.  422. 


A  FAIR  QUARREL.  531 

Trim.  And  then  be  burnt  to  Golebrook,  for  de- 
stroying of  Maidenhead ! 

Meo.  I  will  study  to  deserve  this  kindness  at 
yoUT  hands,  gentlemen. 

Chough.  Now  for  thee,  little  fucus ;  inayst  thou 
first  serve  out  thy  time  as  a  tweak,  and  then  be- 
come a  bronstropa,'  as  she  is  ! 

Trim.  Mayst  thou  have  a  reasonable  good  spring, 
for  thou  art  like  to  liavc  many  dangerous  foul  falls! 

Chouoii.  Mayst  thou  have  two  rulTs  torn  in  one 
week ! 

Trim.  May  spiders  only  weave  thy  cobweb-lawn! 

Choogii.  Mayst  thou  set  up  in  Rogue-lane  — 

Trim.  Live  till  thou  stinkest  in  Garden-alleys  — 

Chough.  And  die  sweetly  in  Tower-ditch  ! 

Pribs.  I  thank  you  for  that,  good  sir  roarer. 

Chough.  Come,  shall ^we  go  now,  Trim?  my 
father-in-law  stays  for  me  all  this  while. 

Tmm.  Nay,  I'll  serve  'em  as  we  did  the  tobacco- 
man  ;  I'll  bury  'era  altogether,  and  give  'em  an 
epitaph.  * 

Chouch.  All  together,  Trim?  why,  then,  the 
epitaph  wilt  be  accessary  to  the  sin. 

Trim.  Alas,  he  has  kept  the  door  all  his  life-time ! 
for  pity,  let  'em  lie  together  in  their  graves," 

Cap.  Albo.  E'en  as  thou  wilt.  Trim,  and  I  thank 
you  too,  sir. 

Trim.  He  that  the  reason  wmdd  know,  let  him  hark. 
Why  Ihete  three^  rvere  buried  near  Alarybone  Park  ; 
These  three  mere  a  pander,  a  batvd,  and  a  whore. 
That  suck'd  many  dry  to  the  bones  before. 


*  Alas,  he  noi  .  .  .  inetr  grat 
speech  in  aid  edi. — kepi  Ike  rfwr. 


ojm]  See  notes,  pp.  508,  527. 

(]  Forms  part  of  Chougb'd 
i.  e,  been  a  pander. 


L 
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,— , .*  here'l  may  he  read; 

The  Lom  Countries  did  ever  fnd  'em  fcrcorf  ,- 

They  liv'd  by  Fituhing,  by  Sluyt,  and  the  Groyne, 

Sicken'd  in  France,  and  died  under  the  Line. 

Three  letters  at  latt  commended  'en  hither. 

But  the  hangman  broke  one  in  putting  together  : 

F  jvai  thejirsl,  mho  cries  oat  for  a  pardon, 

O  craven  his  book,  yet  could  not  read  such  a  hard  o»e. 

An  X  n-as  the  last,  mhich  in  conjunclion 

Wan  broke  by  Brandon  ;*  and  here's  the  conclusion  : 

By  three  trees,  three  letters,  these  three,  pander,  bamd, 

NoK  stink  below  ground,  stunk  long  above  before. 

Chough.  So,  now  we  have  done  with  you  ;  le- 
member  roaring  boys. 

Trim.  Farewell,  centaur! 

Chdiigh.  Farewell,  biynstropsl 

Tftm.  Farewell,  fucus  I 

{^Eieunt  Chodgh  and  Triictkah. 

Cap.  Albo.  Well,  Meg.^I  will  learn  to  roar,  and 
still  maintain  t1)e  name  of  captain  over  iheae  lance- 
presadoes."' 

Me<3.  If  thou  dost  not,  mayst  thou  be  buried 
under  the  roaring  curse!  [Exatnt. 


■■"  1  tU.  i^Engl.  HM.  ToL  ii 
Series),  we  learn  that  "  he  wu  ihe  only  aon  of  Grr^iy  Bran- 
don, and  claimed  llie  Gallowa  bj  inhmtancc,"  p.  T.  The 
BrBndon  mentioned  in  ihc  text  wan  probably  Gregory. 

*  lancipTCiadutt]  i,  e.  Ihe  lovesi  officers  of  foot,  under  the 
corporsU:  sec  Nsren'i  Ghis.  in  v.  Laticejitiadii  (for  the  word 
ii  variously  writien},  and  my  note  on  Webster'*  Wtrki,  vol.  il 
p.  269. 
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ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 


Enter  Physician,  and  Jan£  dressed  as  a  bi 

Pht.  Will  you  be  obstinate  7 
Jane.  Torment  inc  not, 
Thou  lingering  executioner  to  death, 

"  "  ',  that  slriv'Bt  by  a 


long  a-dying!  your  practice  ia 

kill  tlie  flower, 
by  others'  deaths  : 


r  tongue  a  little, 


To  maki 

Upon  m. 

For  their  own  relish,  but 
So  you  maintain  your  livi 
What  eat  you  then  but*  i 

Piiv.  Fie,  bitterness! 
Ye'd  need  to  candy  o'er  i 
Your  words  will  hardly  be  digested  else. 

Jane.  You  can  give  yourself  a  vomit  (a 

If  they  offend  your  stomach. 

Phv.  Hear  my  vow  ; 
You  are'  to  be  married  to-day 

Jane.   A  second  torment, 
Worse  than  the  lirsl,  'cause  unavoidable  ! 
I  would  I  could  as  soon  annihilate 
My  father's  will  in  that  as  forbid  thy  lust ! 

Pbv.  If  you  then  tender  an  unwilling  ham 
Meet  it  with  revenge,  marry  a  cuckold. 

Jane.  If  thou  wilt  marry  me,  I'll  make  that  voWyS 
And  give  my  body  for  satisfaction 
To  him  that  should  enjoy  van  for  his  wife. 

Ph*.  Go  to  ;   I'll  roar  your  marriage. 

Jane.  Do;  plague  me  so  : 
I'll  rather  bear  the  brand  of  all  that's  past. 
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In  capital  characters  upon  my  brow, 
Than  think  to  be  thy  whore  or  marry  him. 
Phv.  I  will  defame  thee  ever 

Pm.  I  will  produce  thy  bastard, 
Bring  thee  to  public  penance 

Jane.  No  matter,  I  care  not; 
I  shall  then  have  a  clean  sheet ;   I'll  wear  twenty. 
Rather  than  one  defii'd  with  thee. 

Phy.  Look  for  revenge  ! 

Jane.  Pursue  it  fully  then. — Out  of  bis  hate 
I  shall  escape,^  I  hope,  a  loathed  fate. 

\_Atide,  and  exit. 

PtiY.  Am  I  rejected,  all  my  baJts  nibbled  oS, 
And  not  the  fish  caught  ?    I'll  trouble  the  whole 

stream, 
And  choke  it  in  the  mud  :  since  hooks  not  lake, 
I'll  throw  in  nets  that  shall  or  kill  or  break. 

Enter  Tbisitram  with  rosemary.' 
This  is  the  bridegroom's  man. — Hark,  air,  a  word. 

Trim.  'Tis  a  busy  day,  sir,  nor  I  need  no  physic ; 
You  see  I  scour  about  my  business. 

Phy.  Pray  you,  a  word,  sir;  your  master  is  to 
be  married  to-day! 

Trim,  Else  all  this  rosemary's  loal. 

Pht.  I  would  speak  with  your  master,  sir. 

Trim.    My  master,    sir,  is  to  be  married   this 
morning,  and  cannot  be  within  while*  soon  at  night. 

Phv.  If  you  will  do  your  master  the  best  service 
That  e'er  you  did  him  :  if  he  shall  not  curse 
Your  negligence  hereafter  slacking  it ; 
If  he  shall  bless  me  for  the  dearest  friend 

>  eicnpr'}  First  ed.  "  pursue,' 
cBUghl  Ihe  ward  immcdiBlely  aboTe.      Ii 
ed.  IH22. 

'  rafrnnrj/]  Uud  Kl  neddings.     See  n< 
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Tbat  ever  his  acquaintance  met  withal ; 
Let  me  speak  with  him  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Trim.  A  right  physician!  you  would  have  none 
go  to  the  church  nor  churchyard  till  you  send  them 
thither:  well,  if  death  do  not  spare  you  yourselves, 
he  deals  hardly  with  you,  for  you  are  better  bene- 
factors and  send  more  to  him  than  all  diseases 
besides. 

Chough  [wi/Ain].  What,  Trimtram,  Triratram! 

Trim.  1  corae,  sir. —  Hark  you,  you  may  bear 
him  !  he's  upon  the  spur,  and  would  fain  mount  the 
saddle  of  matrimony  ;  but,  if  I  can,  I'll  persuade 
him  to  come  to  you- 

Phy.  Pray  you,  do.  sir.    [Exit  TuiMTftAM.]— I'll 
leach  all  peevish  nieeness'' 
To  beware  the  strong  advantage  of  revenge. 
Enter  Chough. 

CaouoH.  Who's  that  would  speak  with  me  7 

Fhv.  None  but  a  friend,  air  ;  I  would  speak  with 

Chough.  Why,  air,  and  I  dare  speak  with  any 
man  under  the  universe.     Can  you  roar,  sir  ? 

Phy.  No,  in  faitb,  sir  ; 
I  come  to  tell  you  mildly  for  your  good, 
If  you  please  to  hear  me;   you  are  upon  marriage? 

Chough.  No,  sir ;  1  am  towards  it,  but  not  upon 
it  ycl. 

Phy.  Do  you  know  what  you  do  ? 

Chough.  Yex,  sir,  I  have  practised  what  to  do 
before  now  ;  I  would  be  ashamed  to  be  married 
else :  I  have  seen  a  bronstrops  in  my  time,  and  a 
liippocrene,  and  a  tweak  loo. 

Phy.  Take   fair  heed,  sir;    the  wife  that  you 
would  marry 
Is  not  fit  for  you. 

*"  peevM  HiccnrnJ  i.  e.  foolish  scru])ulouani:eii. 
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CiiouDH>  yfhy,  sir,  have  you  tried  her  ? 

Pht.  Not  [,  believe  it,  sir;  but  believe  withal 
She  has  been  tried. 

Chough.  Why,  sir,  is  she  a  fcuctifer  or  a  fucus! 

Pky.   All  that  I  speak,  sir,  ia  in  love  to  you  : 
Your  bride,  that  may  be,  has  not  that  portion 
That  a  bride  should  have. 

Chough.  Why,  sir,  she  has  a  thousand  and  a 
belter  penny. 

Pii¥.  1  do  not  apeak  of  rubbish,  dross,  and  ore. 
But  the  refined  metal,  honour,  sir. 

Chovoh.  What  she  wants  in  honour  shall  be  made 
up  in  worship,  sir  ;  money  will  purchase  both. 

Phy.  To  be  plain  with  you,  she's  naught. 

CuouoM.  If  thou  canst  not  roar,  thon'rt  a  dead 
man !  my  bride  naught  7  {^Drawing  hit  trtord. 

Pu¥.  Sir,  I  do  not  fear  you  that  way;  what  I 
speak  [^Drnmtig  hit  tnord. 

My  life  shall  maintain ;  I  say  she  is  naught. 

Cnoi'oir.  Dost  thou  not  fear  me  I 

PiiY.  Indeed  1  do  not,  sir. 

r  draw  upon  thee  while  I  live 
3  and  speak  freely. 
intended  bride  is  a  whore ;    that's 

Chough.  Yei 
she  hath  a 
rant  she  has  the  pox  then 

PuY.  Worse,  the  plague  ;  'tis  more  incurable. 

CuouGn.  A  plaguy  whore?    a  pox.  on  her,  I'll 
none  of  her  I 

Phy.  Mine  accusation  shall  have  firm  evidence  ; 
I  will  produce  an  unavoided  witness, 
A  bastard  of  her  bearing. 

Chough.  A  bastard  1   'snails,  there's  great  sus- 

'  a«(]  i. 


,  I'll  r 
for  chat  trick  ;  put  u 


i,  faith,  i 


s  free  enough,  and** 
whore  ?  foot,  I  war- 


3ion  she's  a  wbore  iben  !  I'll  wrestle  a  fall  wiih 
r  father  for  putting  this  trick  upon  me,  as  1  am 


hast 


a  geailei 

Pht.  Good  sir,  mistake  me  not ;  I  do  n 
To  break  the  contract  of  united  hearts  ; 
1  will  not  pull  that  curse  upon  my  head, 
To  separate  the  husband  and  the  wife  ; 
But  this,  in  love,  1  thought  fit  to  reveal, 
As  the  due  office  betwixt  man  and  man, 
That  you  might  not  be  ignorant  of  your  ills. 
Consider  now  of  my  premonishment 
A»  yourself  shall  please. 

CiiouGti.  I'll  burn  all  the  rosemary  lo  sweeten 
the  house,  for,  in  my  conscience,  'tis  infected  :  has 
she  drunk  bastard  f'^  if  she  would  piss  me  wine- 
vinegar  now  nine  limes  a-day,  I'd  never  have  her, 
and  I  thank  you  loo. 

Re-enter  Trimtram. 

Trim.  Come,  will  yoi 
all  rosemary,  and  stay  : 

Chouou.  I'll  not  be  married  to-day,  Trimiram : 
hast  e'er  an  almanac  about  thee  ?  this  is  the  nine- 

inth  of  August,  look  what  day  of  the  month  'tis. 

.Teim.  'Tis  tenty-nine''  indeed,  sir. 

\_LooJi*  in  an  almanac, 
Ihouoh.  What's  the  word  ?  °  what  says  Bretnor  t ' 


Hard]  Seem 


— Perhap 


'hsi  Chough  b: 

teenlh  of  August,  look  what  day  of  the  month  'lia,"  is  io- 
ten  Jed  to  exhibit  the  confusion  of  his  ideas. 

*  thf  word']  i.  c.  the  mallo,  or  nhort  xcnteuce,  annexed  t( 


indai 


tender 


DOth- 


Buthor's  Ihmt  Tempit  Maiqui 
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Trim.  The  word  is,  sir,  Tltete's  a  koU  in  her  coat. 
Chough.  I  ihoiiglit  so;  the  physician  agrees  with 
lim ;   I'll  not  marry  to-day. 
Tbiu,  I  pray  you,  sir  ;   there  ivill  he  charges  for 


new  rosemary  else ;  this 
morrow. 

Chough.  Make  a  bonfir 
mary-lane  t  prithee,  Trin 
night  liave  been, 


1  that  n 


vill  be  withered  by  I 

to  sweeten  Rose- 
it  my  father-in-    J 
a  and  apeak  with    I 
me.  I 

Taitf.  The  bride  cries  already  and  looks  t'other*   I 
way  ;  and'  you  be  so  backward  too,  we  shall  ha»e 
a  fine  arseward  wedding  on't.  [Exit. 

Chouoh.  You'll  stand  to  your  words,  sir? 
Phy.  I'll  not  fly  ihe  house,  sir ; 
When  you  have  need,  call  me  to  evidence. 

Chough.  If  you'll  prove  she  has  borne  a  bastard,  I 

I'll  stand  lo't  she's  a  whore.  \_Exit  Phyncian.  I 

EnUr  RusssLL  and  Triutrah. 

Rub.  Why,  how  now,  son?  what  causeth  thesa  J 

delays  1 

All  stay  for  your  leading. 

Chough.  Came  I  from  the  Mounts  to 
fronted  ? 

Rus.  How's  that,  sir? 
Chough.  Canst  thou  roar,  old  man? 
Rus.  Roar?  how  mean  you,  sir? 
Chough.  Why,  then,  I'U  tell  thee  plai 
daughter  is  a  bronstrops. 

Rus.  A  bronsirops?  what's  that,  sir? 
TaiH.  Sir,  if  she  be  ho,  she  is  a  hippocrene. 
Chough.  Nay,  worse,  she  is  a  fructifer. 
TuiM.  Nay,  then,  she  is  a  ~ 
a  tweak. 

'  .t,^  i.  e.  if. 

t  llu  JTiHiBlJ  See  u< 


speak  to  my  undcrBlanding,  i 
plain  te,m>, 


sinilicus. 
:>  thee ;  I  say  thy 


Rus.  Ptav  yi 

Choucih.  'ir  ihou  Wilt  have  It  n 
is  a  callicul  and  a  panaf^ron. 

Trim.  Nay,  then,  she  is  a  dupli 

Rus.  Good  sir,  speak  English  t 

Chough.  All  this  is  Cornish  t 
daughter  has  drunk  bastard**  in  her  time. 

Rus.  Bastard?  you  do  not  mean  to  make  her  a 
whore  1 

Chough.  Yes,  but  I  do,  if  she  make  a  fool  of 
me;  I'll  ne'er  make  her  my  wife  till  she  h^e  her 
maidenhead  again. 

Rus.  A  whore  ?  I  do  defy  this  calumny. 

Chouoh.  Dost  thou?  I  defy  thee  then. 

Thim.  Do  you,  sir?  then  1  defy  thee  too:  light 
with  us  both  at  onec  in  this  quarrel,  if  thou  daresi ! 

Chouoh,  I  could  have  had  a  whore  at  Plymouth. 

Trim.  Ay,  or  at  Pe'rynJ 

CHotOH.  Ay,  or  under  the  Mount. 

Trim.  Or  as  you  came,  at  Ivel.) 

Chocou.  Or  at  Wookey-Hole''  in  Somersetshire. 

Trim.  Or  at  the  Hanging-stones  in  Wiltshire. 

Chouou.  Or  at  Maidenhead  in  Berkshire:  and 
did  I  come  in  b^ Maidenhead,  to  go  out  by  Staines  ? 
O,  that  man,  woman,  or  child,  would  wrestle  with 
me  for  a  pound  of  patience  I 

Rus.  Some  thief  has  put  in  poison  at  your  ears. 
To  steal  the  good  name  of  my  child  from  me  ; 
Or  if  it  be  a  malice  of  your  own. 
Be  sure  I  will  enforce  a  proof  from  you. 

Chol'ok.  He's  a  goose  and  a  woodcock  that  says 
1  will  not  prove  any  word  that  I  speak. 

'  ia$lar<r]  See  noie,  p.  -15. 

I  Fi-ryi]  i.  e.  Penryn. 

>  Iiiil]  Or  Yeovil.    Old  edi.  "  Euill." 

*  Wtokty-Hale}  Old  cdi.  "  Uoc-kyc  holt." 


,  Ay,  either  goose  or  woodcock  ;  he 

1  any  man. 

OH.  Phy-si-ci-an !  inauz  avez  physici 


Re-enter  Phytician. 

Pur.  Sir,  with  much  sorrow  for  your  sorrow'i 
sake, 
1  must  deliver  iIiib  most  certain  truth  ; 
Your  daughter  is  an  honour-Btaini^d  bride, 
Indcec^  she  is  the  mother  to  a  child 
Before  the  lawful  wife  untu  a  husband. 

Chouuu.  La,  that's  worse  than  1  told  thee ;  I  sud 
she  had  botue  a  bastard,  and  he  says  she  was  tlw 
mother  on't  too. 

Rue.  I'm  yet  an  iniide)  against  all  (his, 
And  will  believe  the  aun  is  made  of  b; 
The  stars  of  amber 

Chough.  And  the  moon  of  a  Holland  cheese. 

Res.  Rather  than  this  impossibility. 
O,  here  she  comes. 

Re-enter  Jane  with  Ani 
Nay  come,  daughter,  stand  at  the  bar  of  shame ; 
Either  DOW  quit  thyself,  or  kill  me%ver : 
Your  marriage-day  is  spoil'd,  if  all  be  true. 

Jane.  A  happy  misery  !  who's  my  accus 

PuY.  I  am,  that  knows  it  true  I  speak. 

Choitoii.  Yes,  and  I'm  his  witness. 

Trim.  And  I. 

Ctiouoii.  And  I  again. 

Trim.  And  1  again  too ;  there's  four,  that's  enough  J 

Rus.  Hon  can  you  witness,  sir,  that  nothing  know  I 
But  nhai  you  have  recciv'd  from  his  report  7 

I  VauOKz]  IitliisCwnilht 


I 
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Chofcii.  Must  vt'c  not  believe  our  physicians? 
pray  you,  think  I  know  as  much  as  every  Tool  Joes. 

Trim.  Let  tne  be  TrimtrHoi,  I  pray  you  too,  sir. 

Jake.  Sir.  if  this  bad  man  have  laid  a  blemish 
On  my  while  name,  he  is  a  most  false  one, 
Defaming  me  for  the  just  denial 
Of  his  foul  lust. — Nay,  now  you  shall  be  known,  sir. 

Akne.  Sir,  I'm  his  sister,  and  do  better  know  him 
Than  all  of  you  :  give  not  too  mucli  belief  -^m 

To  his  wild  words  ;   he's  oAentimes  mad,  sir.         ^H 

Phy.  I  thank  you,  good  sister  I  ^H 

Abne,  Are  you  not  mad  ^B 

To  do  tbis  ofBce  ?  fie  upon  your  malice ! 

Phy.  I'll  presently  produce  both  nurse  and  child, 

Whose  very  eyes  shall  call  her  roollier  before  it 

speaks.  [£zif. 

Chough.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha!  by  my  troth,  I'd  spend 
a  shilling  on  that  condition  to  hear  that :  1  think  in 
my  conscience  I  shall  take  the  physician  in  a  lie ; 
if  the  child  call  her  mother  before  it  can  speak,  I'll 
never  wrestle  while  I  live  again. 

Trim.  It  must  be  a  she  child  if  it  do,  sir;  and 
those  speak  the  soonest  of  any  living  creatures,  they 
say. 

Cfioucn.  Baw, 


Ilui 


else 


I  will  bark  a  tnonih 
t  ourselves ;  here's 


pot  a  father's  love  will  soon  wipe  off; 

uth,  and  thc[reb]y  try  my  love  abundant;! 


And  yet,  perhaps,  make 


iage-day. 


a]  Sued.  1622.     Not  in  firit  vd. 


Well,  wipe  thine  eyes ;  I'm  a  grandfather  then. 
If  all  bastards  were  lianish'd,  the  city  would  be  thin 
In  the  thickest  lErm-time.    Well,  now  let  me  alone, 
I'll  try  my  wits  for  thee. — Richard,  Francis,  Andrew ! 
None  of  my  knaves  within? 

Enter  Servant, 

Seb.  Here's  one  of  'em,  sir ;  the  guests  come 
in  apace. 

Rrs.  Do  they,  Dick  ?  let  'cm  have  wine  and 
sugar  ;1  we'll  be  for  'em  presently ;  but  hark, 
Dick.  ^Whispert  Semant. 

Chouqh.  I  long  to  hear  this  child  speak,  i'failh. 
Trim ;  I  would  this  foolish  physician  would  come 

Triu.  If  it  calls  her  mother,  1  hope  it  shall  never  i 
call  you  father, 

CRguoH.  No;  and^  it  do,  I'll  whip  it,  i'faith,  and  | 
give  tnee  leave  to  whip  me. 

Rus.  Run  on  thy  best  legs,  Dick. 

Ser.  I'll  be  here  in  a  twinkling,  sir.  \_Exit. 

Rc'enter  Pkyacian,  with  Dutch  Nurse  and  child, 

Pht.  Now,  gentlemeu,  believe  your  eyes,  if  not 
My  tongue.^Do  not  you  call  this  your  child  ? 

Chough.  Phew,  that's  not  the  point !  you  pro- 
mised us  the  child  should  call  her  mother ;  if  it 
does  this  month,  I'll  ne'er  go  to  the  roaring-school 
again. 

Rus.  Whose  child  is  this,  nurse? 

NuKSE,  Dis  gentleman's,  so  he  to  me  readen. 

l_Po'mtt  to  the  physician. 

Chough.  'Snails,  she's  the  physician's  bronstrops. 
Trim! 


FAIR  QUARREL. 


stark  n 


This  much  conEtrms  it;  you  have  defamed 
Mine  honest  daughter ;  I'll  have  you  punish'd  fot't^ 
4   Besides  the  civil  penance  of  your  sin, 
And  keeping  of  your  bastard. 

Prt.  This  is  fine! 
All  your  wit  and  wealth  must  not  thug  carry  tt. 

Res.  Sir  Chough,  a  word  ivith  you. 

Choooh.  I'll  not  have  her,  i'faith,  sir;  if  Trim- 
tram  will  have  her,  and'  he  will,  let  him. 

TRrM.  Who.  I,  sir?  1  scorn  it:  if  you'll  have 
her,  I'll  have  her  too ;  I'll  do  as  you  do,  and  no 
otherwise.  " 

Rus.  I  do  not  mean't  to  either ;  this  only,  s: 
That  whatsoe'er  you've  seen,  you  would  be  silen^ 
Hinder  not  my  child  of  another  husband. 
Though  you  forsake  her. 

Ciiouciu.  I'll  not  speak  a  word,  i'faith. 

Rus.  As  you  are  a  gentleman  ? 

Chou(iii.  By  these  basket-hilts,  as  I  am  a  youl 
a  gentleman,  a  roarer. 

Rus.  Charm™  your  man,  1  beseech  y 

CiiouoH.  I  warrant  you,  sir,  he  shall  do  nothini 
but  what  1  do  before  him. 

Rus.  1  shall  most  dearly  thank  you. — 
Re-enter  Servant  with  Fitballen. 
O,  are  ,o. 

Welcome,  aon-tn-law  !  this  was  beyond  your  hopeta 
We  old  men  have  pretty 
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Your  wedding-day's  prepar'd,  and  this  is  it; 
How  think  you  of  it? 

FiTZ,  As  of  tlie  joyfullest 
That  ever  welcom'd  nie!  you  shew  yourself  now 
A  patiern  to  all  kind  fathers. — My  sweetest  Jane  '. 

Rds.  Your  captivity  I  meant  but  as  sauce 
Unto  your  wedding-dinner ;  now  I'm  sure 
'Tis  far  more  welcome  in  this  short  restraint 
Than  had  it  freely  come. 

FiTZ.  A  thousandfold. 

Ja«e.  I  like  this  well.  l^siile. 

CnocoK.  I  have  not  the  lieart  to  see  this  gentle- 
man gulled  so ;  I  will  reveal ;  I  make  it  mine  own 
case ;  'tis  a  foul  case. 

Taiu.  Remember  you  have  sworn  by  your  hills.   | 

CuouoH.  I'll  break  my  hilts  rather  than  conceal : 
I  have  a  trick  ;  do  thou  follow  me ;  1  will  reveal  it, 
and  yet  not  speak  it  neither. 

Trim.  'TJs  my  duty  to  follow  you,  sir. 

Chough,  [rings]  Take  heed  m  time,  O  man,  unto 
thy  head  ! 

Trim,  [lings]  Ail'ti  not  gold  that  glUtereth  m  bed.  j 

Rus.  Why,  sir,— why,  sir! 

Chough,  [tin^f]  Look  to't,  I  tay,  thy  bride  it  a 
bronttrops. 

Trim,  [singi]  And  knows  the  thing  that  men  leear 
in  their  shpi. 

FiTz.  How's  this,  sir? 

Cmouoh,  [ling)}  A  hippocrene,  a  tweak,  for  w^" 

Trim,  [nngi]  Let  not  Jond  lone  tvilh  forelop*  to 

'■  /or  Odd]  An  eipression  which  cometimei  occun  in  old 
poetry  !  <o  in  Skelloii's  second  poem  Agaiiul  Ganuiclm  {Hart. 
MS.  367) ; 

"SyiGy,  SirGawen,  Sir  CByui,/ariind  Sir  Olyuere." 
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Rits.  Good  air 

Chough,  [aings]  Behold  a  babi/ of  this  ma'uTs  be- 
getting. 
Trim.  {_>ing*]  A  deed  of  darkness  ajier  the  suii- 

RcB.  Your  oath,  sit  I 

Chouou.  [HBg'»]  /  fTvear  end  sing  thy  bride  hat 

taken  phytic . 
Trim.  [*iwi]  This  not  the  doctor  cur'd  her  of  that 

j,hihim. 
CaouoH.  [litig)]  If  you'll  beliecc  me,  I  jtiill  say  w 


Trim,  [^tings']  Thy  bride' 
thai  TOOT. 

Chough.    Beat  nitnei 
spoke  a  word  ;   my  hjlts 

Fitz.  Tliia  JB  a  awect  epitlialaniium 
Unto  the  marriage- bed,  a  musical. 
Harmonious  lo!     Sir,  you  have  v. 
And  basely  wrong'd  me !  was  tt 

fetch, 
To  fetch  me  out  of  prison,  for  eve 
Unto  a  strumpet  7 

Rus.  None  of  those  words,  good  sir ; 
Tis  but  a  fault,  and  'tis  a  sweet  one  too. 
Come,  sir.  your  means  is  short ;  lengthen  yi 


I  tnieak,  as  we  i 
,  gentlemen,  I  hav 


mg'd  » 


cunnmg 


r  for- 


Wiih  a  fair  proffer :  I'll  put  a  thousand  pieces 
Into  the  scale,  to  help  her  to  weigh  it  up, 
Above  the  first  dowry. 

FiTZ,  Ha?  you  say  well ; 
Shame  may  be  bought  out  at  a  dear  rate ; 
A  thousand  pieces  added  to  her  dowry  ! 

Hus.  There's  five  hundred  of  'em  to  make  tht: 
bargain ;  [Gives  money. 


! 
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I've  wortliy guests  earning,  and  would  not  delude 'e 
Say,  speak  like  a  son  to  me. 

Firz.  Your  blessing,  sir ; 
We  are  both  yours  ; — witneES,  gentlemen, 
Tliese  must  be  made  up  a  thousand  pieces, 
Added  lo  a  first  tliousand  for  her  dowry, 
To  father  that  child. 

Pny.  O,  is  it  out  now? 

Chough.  For  t'other  thousand  I'll  do't  myself  yet. 

Trim.  Or  I,  if  my  master  will.  I 

FiTz.  The  bargain's  made,  sir  ;  I  have  the  tender 
And  possession  both,  and  will  keep  my  purchase- 

Chouoh.  Take  her  e'en  to  you  with  all  her  move- 
ables; I'll  near  my  bachelor's  buttons  still. 

Trim.  So  will  I,  i'faith ;  they  are  the  best  flowers 
in  any  man's  garden,  next  to  hearl's-ease. 

FiTZ.  This  is  as  welcome  as  the  other,  sir. 
And  both  as  the  best  bliss  that  e'er  on  earth 
I  shall  enjoy.     Sir,  this  is  mine  own  child; 
You  could  not  have  found  out  a  fitter  father  ; 
Nor  ia  it  basely  bred,  as  you  imagine. 
For  we  were  wedded  by  the  hand  of  heaven 
Ere  this  work  was  begun. 

Chough.  At  Pancridge,"  I'll  lay  my  life  on't. 

Tarn.  I'll  lay  my  life  on't  loo,  'twas  there. 

FiTZ.  Somewhere  it  was,  sir. 

Rub.  Was'tso.  i'faith,  son? 

Jane.  And  that  I  must  have  rcveal'd  to  you,  sir. 
Ere  1  had  gone  to  church  with  this  fair  groom; 
But,  thank  this  geniteman,  he  prevented ■>  me. — 
I  am  much  bound  unto  your  malice,  sir. 


FanCTiu  ;  "  OtbetwlM  ibey 

&c.     Nnih's  Pitrn  "PaiaiUitt,  aig.  E  4,  ed.  1&9S. 

Hied]  i.  e.  iintici|iBled. 


P,.^cridg>]  A  corr 
t  kccpe  Jaofe  at  i 


Phv.  I  am  asham'd. 

Jane.  Sliamc  to  amendment  then. 

Rus.  Now  get  you  together  for  a  i 


uple  of  CI 


But,  son,  a  word ;  the  latter  thousand  pieces 
Is  now  more  than  bargain. 

FiTZ.  No,  by  my  faith,  sir,  , 

Here's  witness  enough  on  it ;  it  must  serve 
To  pay  my  fees,  imprisonment  is  costly. 

CaotioH.  By  my  troth,  the  old  man  has  gulled 
himself  finely  !  Well,  sir,  I'll  bid  myself  a  guest, 
though  not  a  groom  ;  I'll  dine,  and  dance,  and  roar 
at  the  wedding  for  all  this. 

Tbim.  So  will  I,  sir,  If  my  master  does. 

Rus.   Well,  sir,  you're  welcome:   but  now,  no 

Till  wc  be  set  at  dinner,  for  there  will  mirth 
Be  the  most  useful  for  digestion : 
See,  my  best  guests  are  coming. 
Enter  LAnv  Aqer,  Colonel's  Sister,  Captain  Adeb, 
kii  trvo  Friends,  and  Surgeon. 

Cap.  AoER.  Recovered,  sayst  thou  ? 

SuRO.  May  1  be  excluded  quite  out  of  Surgeons' 
Hall  else !  marry,  I  must  tell  you  the  wound  was 
fain\o  be  twice  corroded;  'twas  a  plain  gasirolophe,i 
and  a  deep  one;  but  I  closed  the  lips  on't  with 
bandages  and  sutures,'  which  is  a  kind*  conjunc- 
tion of  the  parts  separated  against  the  course  of 

Cap.  Acer.  Well,  sir,  he  is  well. 


]  Probably  a 
the  quoladan  from  Sbarp'e  i 
V.  GailTBraphy." 

•  /Hliiru]  Old  edf.  " 

•  Imd]  Ed.  1622  " 
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StJRG,  I  reared  him,  I  assure  you,  captain;  before 
ihe  suture  in  the  belly,  it  grew  almost  to  a  con- 
vulsion, and  there  was  like  to  be  a  bloody  issue 
from  the  hollow  vessels  of  the  kidneys. 

Cap.  Aoer.  There's  that,  to  thunk  thy  news  and 
thy  art  together.  [Gii'«  Aim  money. 

Surg.  And  if  your  worship  at  any  time  stand  in 
need  of  incision,  if  it  be  your  fortune  to  light  it 
my  hands,  I'll  give  you  the  best. 

Cap.  Acer.  Uncle,  the  noble  Colonel's  recover'd 

Rus.  Recover'd  ? 
Then  honour  is  not  dead  in  all  parts,  coe- 

Enter  Colonel  and  two  Friendt. 

First  Pr.  of  Cap.  Behold  him  yonder,  i 

Cap.  AocR.  My  much  unworthin 
Is  now  found  out ;   thou'at  not  a  face  to  fit  t(. 

First  Fh.  op  Col.  Sir,  yonder's  captain  Ager. 

Col.  O  lieutenant, 
The  wrong  I've  done  his  fame  puts  me  to  silence; 
Shame  so  confounds  me,  that  I  dare  not  see  him. 

Cap.  Aoer.  I  never  knew  how  poor  my  deserts  I 

Till  he  appcar'd  ;  no  way  to  give  requital ! 
Here  shame  me  lastingly,  do't  with  his  o 
Return  this  to  him ;  tell  him  I  have  riches 
In  that  abundance  in  his  sister's  love, 

come  but  to  oppress  me,  and  confound 
All  my  deservings  everlastingly ; 
I  never  shall  requite  my  wealth  in  her,  say. 
[Giving  n>ill  to  hii,  friend,  who  duliv, 
the  Colonel. 
from  virtue  and  an  honour'd  spirit 
receive  what  he  may  n 
lis  comes  most  happily,  to  express  e 
better ; 


Thi 


Col. 


\  PAIR  ouAnner,. 
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For  since  ihiR  will  was  made,  there  fell  to  me 
The  manor  of  Fitzdate  ;  give  him  that  too  ; 

{^Returjiing  tuUI  milh  other  papers. 
He's  like  to  have  charge. 
There's  fair  hope  of  my  sister's  fruitfulncss  : 
For  me,  X  never  mean  (o  change  my  mistress. 
And  war  is  able  to  maintain  her  scrvsni. 

First  Fr.  of  Cap.  Read  there ;  a  fair 
sir,  by  my  faith  ; 
He  hath  sent  it  back,  sir,  with  new  additio 

Cap.  Aoek.  How  miserable  he  makes  i 
enforces  me 
To  break  through  all  the  passages  of  shame. 
And  headlong  fall 

Col.  Into  my  arms,  dear  worthy  ! 

Cap.  Aoer.  You  have  a  goodness 
Has  put  me  past  my  answers  ;  you  may  speak 
What  you  please  now,  I  must  be  silent  ever. 

Col.    This  day  has  shewn  me  joy's   unvalu'd' 
treasure  ; 
I  would  not  change  this  brotherhood  with  a  monarch ; 
into  which  blest  alliance  sacred  heaven 
Has  plac'd  my  kinsman,  and  given  him  his  ends  : 
J^ir  be  that  quarrel  makes  such  happy  friends  ! 

\Exev.nt  oanttt. 

'  BUBalu'if]  I.  e.  invalunble. 
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WOMEN. 


Mart  DUiembUri  Briidci  tfomeH.  A  Cimeiln,  By  Tha.  Mid- 
dUlan.  GcnI.  Landon.  Printed  for  lluniphnj/  Afwefey.  1657, 
foraii  pan  of  a  volume,  the  general  title  of  which  ii  XVo  New 


Wrinn  by  The.  Middlilon.  Otnt.  LondBn,  Printid  for  Hum- 
phrtg  Mmlty  and  art  to  bt  told  at  hii  SUop  at  the  Frince'i 
jtrmt  in  Si  FavU  Churnligard.  1657.  8vo.  To  this  volume  is 
preBxed  the  fallowing  addreai 

'■  To  THE  RtAOEH, 

"  When  iheie  atnongst  olher>  of  Mr.  Thomai  Middleton't 
excellent  poi^mi  came  lo  my  handi,  1  was  not  a  lillle  confldenl 
but  that  hii  name  nould  prove  lu  great  an  inducemeai  for 
thee  to  read  aa  me  to  print  Ihcm ;  since  those  iatues  of  hii 
brain  thai  have  stready  teen  ihe  cun  have  by  (heir  north 
filled  themaeWea  a  free  enleilainment  amongst  all  that  are 
ingenious:  and  I  am  mast  certain  Ihit  these  will  no  wa% 
lessen  his  reputation  nor  hinder  liis  adtiiission  («  any  noble 
and  recreative  spirita.  All  thai  1  require  at  thy  hands  it  to 
eoDtinue  the  author  in  his  deserved  esteem,  and  lo  accept  of 
my  endeavours  which  have  ever  been  lo  please  Ihee. 

Farewell." 

Another  play  by  Middleton,  printed  in  the  same  year  aod 
for  the  same  bookseller— A'o  j^J,'  }  "i'"  Woman-j—ii  gene- 
rally fonnd  appended  to  Ihe  volume  just  described. 

The  present  drama  has  been  reprinted  iu  the  4th  vol.  of 
A  Cmtiniuuilm  af  Dodilty't  Old  Play;  181U. 

That  More  Dimmblm  briidti  Womrn  wai  produced  a  con- 
tidenble  lime  preiious  to  the  year  1G23,  we  learn  from  (he 
fiflloving  cnlr;  by  Sir  Henry  Herbert  (Chalm en's  Sujipl.  ApoL 
p.  US): 

'•  17  October  [1U23]  For  the  Kini^'s  Company.  Ak  Old 
Play,  taltid.  Mote  Diaembler,  beside.  Women:  allowed  by  Sir 
George  Bucke;  and  being  free  from  alterations  was  allowed 
by  me,  for  a  new  play,  called  The  Devil  qf  Dnicgate,  or  Uisrii 
put  lo  Bse.    Written  by  Fletcher." 

Immediately  preceding  act  i.  of  the  old  ed.  are  the  words 
"  The  First  Part  /'  which  would  seem  to  imply  that  a  Second 
Pari  hod  been  nrillen,  or  perhaps  only  deaijfDed. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

Lord  Cardinal  tif  MitoH. 
LactantIo,  Ail  Hipkett. 
A.titit.itato,  gtoeral  iif  Milan. 
Falh»r  Is  Jiirrliiu 
Oovtnior  <^  thiforU 
DoHDotu,  lerwiHt  tv  Laclanlit. 
CnotcHEt,  «  ringiHg-HHUIer. 
SlNttuAncE,  a  Jaacing-iiiaittr. 
NicuoLAO,  hi)  Hther. 


s  and  the  uelghbourhood. 
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ACT  I.    SCEKE  I. 
A  Street. 
Ent^  Lactantio,  Avbelia,  and  Senmit. 
Song  within- 
To  be  chatle  is  woman't  giory, 
'  Tis  her  fame  and  honcmr't  ttary : 
Here  sitt  the  in  funeral  needf, 
Only  bright  in  virtuous  deeds; 
Came  and  read  her  life  and  praise, 
That  singing  mceps,  and  sighing  plays. 
Lac.  Welcome,  soul's  music !  I've  been  listening 

To  melancholy  strains  from  tlic  duchess'  lodgings ; 
That  strange  great  widow,  that  has  vow'd  so  stiffly 
Ne'er  to  know  love's  heat  in  a  second  husband: 
And  she  has  kept  the  Ibrt  most  valiantly. 
To  th'  wonder  of  her  sex,  this  seven  year's  day, 
And  that's  no  sorry  trial.     A  month's  constancy  " 
Is  held  a  virtue  in  a  city-widow; 

y  excell'd  by  so  much  more  i'  tl 


My  faith,  : 


e  example  for  our  v 
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Heaven's  blessing  of'  her  heart  for  it!  poor  soni. 
She  had  need  have  somewhat  to  comfort  her. 
What  wouldst  thou  do,  faith,  now, 
Il'l  were  dead,  suppose  I  were  thy  husband. 
As  shortly  1  will  be,  and  that's  ns  good  ? 
Speak  freely,  and''  ihou  lov'sl  me. 

I  should  not  have  the  leisure  to  make  vows; 
For  dying  presently,  I  should  be  dead 
Before  you  were  laid  out ! 

Lac.  Now  fie  upon  thee  for  a  hasty  dier  ! 
Wouldst  thou  not  see  me  buried? 

Aus.  Talk  not  on'l,  sir, 
These  many  years,  unless  you  Cake  delight 
To  see  me  swoon,  or  make  a  ghost  of  me. 

Lac.  Alas,  poor  soul !  I'll  kiss  thee  into  colour  : 
Canst  thou  paint  pale  so  quickly  1  1  perceive  then 
Thou'dsi  go  beyond  the  duchess  in  her  vow, 
Thou'dst  die  indeed.     What's  he ! 

AuB,  Be  settled,  sir; 
Spend  neither  doubt  nor  fear  upon  that  fellow : 
Health  cannot  be  more  trusty  to  man's  life 
Than  he  to  my  necessities  in  love. 

Lac,  I  take  him  of  thy  word,  and  pr.tise  his  face. 
Though  he  look  scurvily  ;  I'll  think  hereafter 
That  honesty  may  walk  with  fire  in's  nose. 
As  well  as  brave  desert  in  broken  clothes: 
But  for  thy  further  safely,  I've  provided 
A  shape,  that  at  first  sight  will  start  thy  modesty, 
And  make  thee  blush  perhaps,  but  'twill  away 
After  a  qualm  or  two.     Virginity 
Has  been  put  ofien  to  those  sbifls  before  thee 
Upon  extremities ;   a  little  boldness 
Cannot  be  call'd  immodesty,  especially 

*  o/]  i.  e.  on  :  BO  a  little  after,  "  t  uke  bim  ■>/  iby  word." 


t  there 


When  there's  no  means  without  ii  for  our  sareiiei 

Thou  know'st  my  uncle,  the  lord  cardinal, 

Wears  so  severe  an  eye,  so  strict  and  holy, 

It  not  endures  the  sight  of  womankind 

About  his  lodgings: 

Hardly  a  matron  of  fourscore's  admitted  ; 

Though  she  be  worn  to  gums,  she  comes 

To  mumble  matins  ;  all  his  admiration 

Is  plac'd  upon  the  duchess  ;  he  likes  her, 

Because  she  keeps  her  vow  and  likes  not  any; 

So  does  he  love  that  man  above  his  book 

That  loves  no  woman  :  for  my  fortune's  sake  thi 

For  I  am  like  to  be  his  only  heir, 

I  must  dissemble,  and  appear  as  fair 

To  his  opinion  as  the  brow  of  piety  ; 

As  void  of  all  impureness  as  an  altar; 

Thine  ear  \whispeTt]  ;  that,  and  we're  safe 

Aua.  You  make  me  blush,  sir. 

Lac.  'Tis  but  a  star  shot  from  a  bcauteoi 
It  blazes  beauty's  bounty,  and  hurts  nothi: 

AtiR,  The  power  of  love  commands  me. 

Lac.  I  shall  wither 
Id  comforts,  till  1  see  thee.  [Exeunt  uveraiit 


1 


SCENE  II. 

The  CardinaFs  Closet. 

Enter  Cardinal  and  Lords. 

Car.  My  lords,  I've  work  for  you :  w 
have  hours 

Free  from  the  cares  of  state,  bestow  your  eyes 
Upon  those  abstracts  of  the  duchess'  virtues, 
My  study's  ornaments.     I  make  her  constancy 
The  holy  mistress  of  my  contemplation  ; 
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Whole  volumes  liave  I  writ  in  zenloue  pritise 

Of  her  eternal  vow  :  I  have  no  power 

To  aufl'er  virtue  to  go  thinly  clail. 

I  thnt  have  ever  been  in  youili  an  old  man  | 

To  pleasures  and  to  women,  and  could  never 

Lovei  but  piiy  'enn, 

And  all  their  momentary  frantic  follies. 

Here  1  stand  up  in  admiration. 

And  bow  to  the  chaste  health  of  our  great  duchess. 

Kissing  her  constant  name.     O  tny  fair  lordB, 

When  we  find  grace  confirm'd.  especially 

In  a  creature  that's  so  doubtful  as  a  woman, 

We're  spirit-ravish'd  ;  men  of  our  probation 

Feel  the  sphere's  music  playing  in  their  souls. 

So  long,  unto  th'  eternising  of  her  sex, 

Sh'as  kept  her  vow  so  strictly,  and  as  ciiaate 

As  everlasting  life  is  kept  for  virtue, 

Even  from  the  sight  of  men ;  to  make  her  oath 

As  uncorrupt  as  th'  honour  of  a  virgin, 

That  must  be  atrici  in  thought,  or  else  that  title. 

Like  one  of  frailty's  ruins,  shrinks  to  dust ; 

No  longer  she's  a  virgin  than  she's  just. 

First  Lokd.  Chaste,  sir?  the  truth  and  justice  of 
her  vow 
To  her  deceaa'd  lord's  able  to  make  poor 
Man's  treasury  of  praises.     But,  methinks. 
She  that  has  no  temptation  set  before  her. 
Her  virtue  has  no  conquest:  then  would  her  con- 
Shine  in  the  brightest  goodness  of  her  glory. 
If  she  would  give  admittance,  see  and  be  seen. 
And  yet  resist,  and  conquer  :  there  were  argument 
For  angels ;  'twould  outreach  the  life  of  praise 
Set  in  mortality's  shortness.     I  speak  this 
Not  for  religion,  but  for  love  of  her. 
Whom  I  wish  less  religious,  and  more  loving : 


But  I  fear  she's  too  constant,  that's  her  fault; 
But  'tis  so  rare,  lew  of  her  sex  are  took  witfa't, 
And  thai  makes  some  amends. 

Car,  You've  put  my  zeal  into  a  way,  my  lord, 
1  shall  not  he  at  peace  till  I  make  perfect ; 
I'll  make  her  victory  harder ;  'tis  my  crown 
When  I  bring  grace  to  great'st  perfection ; 
And  I  dare  trust  that  daughter  with  a  world, 
None  but  her  vow  and  she.     I  know  she  wears 
A  constancy  will  not  deceive  my  praises, 
A  faith  so  noble ;  she  thai  once  knows  heaven 
Meed  put  in  no  security  for  her  truth  ; 
I  dare  believe  her.     Face,''  use  all  the  art. 
Temptation,  witcheries,  Gli|^hts,i=  and  subtleties, 
You  temporal  lords  and  all  your  means  can  prac- 

Sec.  Lord.  My  lord,  not  any  we. 

Car.   Her  resolute  goodness 
Shall  as  a  rock  stand  ^rm,  and  send  the  sin 
That  beat[sj  against  it 
Into  the  bosom  of  the  owners  weeping. 

Thibd  Lord.  We  wish**  her  virtues  ao. 

Car.  O,  give  me  pardon! 
I've  lost  myself  in  ber  upon  my  friends. 
Your  charitable  censures'  I  beseech  : 
So  dear  her  white  fame  is  to  my  soul's  love, 
'Tig  an  afHirtion  but  to  hear  it  question'd ; 
She's  my  religious  triumph : 
If  you  desire  a  belief  rightly  to  her. 
Think  she  can  never  waver,  then  you're  sure  : 

'  /  dare  Mieve  htr.  fiicr]  Was  altered  by  tlie  editor  o! 
IBtG  to  "  I  dare  betitve  her  failli."  Compare  Shakespeare, 
Firit  P.  of  Henry  VI.,  act  V.  ic.  S ; 

"  That  Su&btk  doth  not  Ot.x.teT./acr,  or  Teiga." 

•  lUghti]  I  e.  artiBcM.  "  wiift]  Old  ed.  "  with." 

*  ctnmrii]  i,  e.  judgmvnti. 
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She  has  a  fixed  heart,  it  cannot  err ; 

He  kills  my  hopes  of  woman  thai  doubts  her. 

First  Lord.  No  more,  my  lord,  'lis  fix'd, 

Cae.  Believe  my  judgment ! 
I  never  praise  in  vain,  nor  ever  spent 
Opinion  idty,  or  lost  hopes  of  any 
Where  I  once  plac'd  it ;  welcome  aa  my  joys, 
Now  you  all  part  believers  of  her  virtue! 

Lords.  We  are  the  same  most  firmly. 

Car.  Good  opinion 
In  others  reward  you  and  all  your  actions  ! 

[Exeunt  Lord*.  I 
Who's  near  us ! 

Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  My  lord? 

Car.  Call  our  nephew.  [Exit  Servant. 1— There's    I 

That  for  blood's  sake  1  labour  to  make  perfect. 
And  it  comes  on  with  joy.     He's  but  a  youth, 
To  speak  of  years,  yet  I  dare  venture  him 
To  old  men's  goodnesses  and  gravities 
For  hie  strict  manners,  and  win  glory  by  him  ; 
And  for  the  chasteness  of  his  continence, 
Which  is  a  rare  grace  in  the  spring  of  man, 
He  does  excel  the  youth  of  all  our  time  ; 
Which  gift  of  his,  more  than  affinity. 
Draws  my  affection  in  great  plenty  to  him : 
The  company  of  a  woman's  as  fearful  to  him 
As  deaih  to  guilty  men  ;  I've  seen  him  blush 
When  but  a  maid  was  nam'd :  I'm  proud  of  him. 
Heaven  be  not  angry  for't !  he's  near  of  kin 
In  disposition  to  me.      I  shall  do  much  for  him 
Id  life-time,  but  in  death  I  shall  do  all ; 
There  he  will  find  my  love :  he's  yet  too  young 
In  years  to  rise  in  state,  but  his  good  parts 
Will  bring  him  in  the  sooner.     Here  he  comes. 


Enltr  Lactantio  with  a  book. 
What,  at  thy  meditation?  half  in  heaven  ? 

Lac.  The  better  half,  my  lord,  my  mind's  there 
still  ; 
And  when  the  heart's  above,  the  body  walks  here 
But  like  an  idle  serving-man  below, 
Gaping  and  waiting  for  his  master's  coming. 

Cab.  What  man  in  age  could  bring  forth  graver 

thoughts  ? 
Lac.  He  that  lives  fourscore  years  is  but  like  one 
That  stays  here  for  a  friend ;  when  death  comes, 

Away  he  goes,  and  is  ne'er  seen  agen.*^ 
I  wonder  at  the  young  men  of  our  days, 
That  they  can  doat  on  pleasure,  or  what  'tis 
They  give  that  title  to,  unless  in  mockage  : 
There's  nothing  I  can  find  upon  the  earth 
Worthy  the  name  of  pleasure,  unless  't  be 
To  laugh  at  folly,  which  indeed  good  charity 
Should  rather  pity  ;  but  of  all  the  frensies 
That  follow  flesh  and  blood,  O  reverend  uncle. 
The  most  ridiculous  is  to  fawn  on  women  ; 
There's  no  excuse  for  that ;  'tis  such  a  madness. 
There  is  no  cure  set  down  for't ;   no  physician 
Ever  spent  hour  about  it,  for  they  guess'd 
'Twas  all  in  vain  when  they  first  iov'd  themselves. 
And  never  since  durst  practise  ;  cry  Ilei  vtiki,^ 
That's  all  the  help  they've  for't.    I  had  rather  meet 
A  witch  far  north,  than  a  line  fool  in  love, 
The  sight  would  less  afflict  me  :  but  for  modesty, 
And  your  grave  presence  that  learns  men  respect, 

'  flgm]  See  note,  p.  182. 

>  Uei  mihi]  "  The  young  hypocrile  alludes  here  tft  a  well- 
known  line  in  Ovid.  [We(.  i,  S23]"  Editor  of  181fi.— Old 
ed.  "  Hcu  nuAi." 
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I  should  fall  Toul  in  words  upon  fond^  man, 
That  can  forget  his  excellence  and  honour. 
His  seriouB  meditations,  heing  the  end 
or  his  creation  to  learn  well  lo  die, 
And  live  a  prisoner  to  a  woman's  eye  : 
Can  there  be  greater  thraldom,  greater  folly? 

Car.  In  tnaking  him  my  heir,  I  make  good  work^ 
And  they  give  wealth  a  blessing ;  where,'  on  t' 

contrary, 
What  curses  does  he  heap  upon  his  soul 
That  leaves  his  riches  to  a  riotous  young  man. 
To  be  consum'd  on  surfeits,  pride,  and  harlots  I 
Peace  be  upon  that  spirit,  whose  life  provides 
A  quiet  rest  for  mine  I  [A^dt,-^ 

Enter  Page.i 

Lac.  How  now  !  the  news  ? 

Page.  A  letter,  sir  {g'wet  Utter  to  Lactantio^I 
brought  by  a  gentleman 
That  lately  came  from  Rome. 

Lac  That's  she  ;  she's  come ; 
I  fear  not  to  admit  her  in  his  presence. 
There  is  the  like  already  :  I'm  writ  chaste 
In  my  grave  uncle's  thoughts,  and  honest  meaning!  I 
Think  all  men's  like  their  own.     {Aiide.J—Tboi 

look'st  BO  pale ! 
What  ail'st  thou  here  a'  late  ? 

Page.  I  doubt  I've  cause,  sir. 

Lac.  Why,  what's  the  news  I 

Pace.  I  fear,  sir,  I'm  with  child. 

Lac.  With  child?  peace,  peace  ;  speak  low. 

Page.  'Twill  prove,  I  fear,  so. 


find]  i.  e.  foolish.                       '  whrft] 

i.  e.  whereas. 

PagA  As  Ihe  name  of  the  kdy  who  ii 
pyea,  I  hare  followed  the  old   ed.  i 

s  Ihuo  dii^uiicd  ie 

u  deiignadng  her 
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.  Beshrew  my  heart  for  that! — Desire  the 
genUeman 
To  walk  a  turn  or  two. 
Car.  What  gentleman  ! 

Lac.  One  lately  come  from  Itome,  my  lord,  in 
credit 
With  Lord  Vtncentio  ;  so  the  letter  speaks  hira. 
Cab.  Admit  him,  my  kind  boy.     [Exit  Page.] — 
The  prettiest  servant 
That  ever  man  was  bless 'd  with  !  'tis  so  meek. 
So  good  and  gentle  ;   'iwas  the  hest  alm's-deed 
That  e'er  you  did  to  keep  him  :  I've  oft  took  him 
Weeping  alone,  poor  boy,  at  the  remembrance 
Of  his  lost  friends,  which,  as  he  says,  the  sea 
Swallon'd,  with  all  their  substance. 

Lac.  'Tis  a  truth,  sir. 
Has  cost  the  poor  boy  many  a  feeling  tear. 
And  me  some  too,  for  company  :  in  such  pity 
I  always  spend  my  part.    Here  comes  the  gentleman. 

EnteT  AuRELiA  disguUed  na  a  man. 

Cab,  Welcome  to  Milan,  sir:  how  is  the  health 
OfLord  Vincttitio? 

AuR.  May  it  please  your  grace, 
I  left  it  well  and  happy,  and  I  hope 
The  same  bless'd  fortune  keeps  it. 

Cab.  I  hear  you're  near  him. 

AuR.  One  of  his  chamber,  my  lord. 

Lac,  I'd  ne'er  wish  one  of  her  condition  nearer 
Than  to  be  one  of  mine.  [Ande. 

Car.  Your  news  is  pleasing: 
Whdst  you  remain  in  Milan,  I  request  you 
To  know  the  welcome  of  no  house  but  ours. 

Adr.  Thanks  to  your  grace. 

Car,  I'll  leave  you  to  confer ; 
I'll  to  Ae  duchess,  and  labour  her  perfection.  [Exit. 


MORE  DISSEMBLE  as 


Lac.  Then  thus  begins  our  conference  :  1  arre 
tliee 
In  Cupid's  name  ;  deliver  up  your  weapon, 

ITakether  s 
It  is  not  for  your  wearing,  Vetiua  knows  it : 
Here'fl  a  fil  thing  indeed  !  nay,  hangers''  and  all; 
Away  with  'em,  out  upon  'ei 
And  out  of  use  with  you,    N 
And  till  you  swear  you  love 
You  part  not  from  mine  arm 

Arit.  I  swear  it  H'illitigly. 

Lac.  And    that   you   do 


■  general'id 


That  heretofore  laid  claim  to  you. 

AuR.  My  heart  bids  me. 
You  rieed  not  leach  me  that ;  my  eye  ne'er  knew 
A  perfect  choice  till  it  stood  bleKs'd  with  you. 
There's  yet  a  rival  whom  you  little  dream  of. 
Tax  me  with  him,  and  I'll  swear  loo  I  hale  him  ; 
I'll  thrust  'em  both  together  in  one  oaih. 
And  send  'em  to  some  pair  of  waiting- women. 
To  solder  up  their  credits. 

Lac.  Prithee,  what's  he  ? 
Another  yet?  for  laughter'  sake,  discover  him. 

AcH.  The  governor  of  the  fort. 

Lac.  That  old  dried  neat's  tongue  ! 

AuR-  A  gentleman  after  my  father's  relish. 
Enter  AuaetiA's  Father  and  Governor. 

Fatu.  By  your  kind  favours,  gentlemen. 

AuR.  O,  my  father  ! 
We're  both  betray'd. 

Lac.  Peace  ;  you  may  prove  too  fearful. — 
To  whom  your  business,  sir? 

Fate,  To  the  lord  cardinal, 

'  hangeii'i  See  note,  vol.  u.  p.  S27. 
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If  it  would  please  yourself,  or  that  young  gentlemao, 
To  grace  me  with  admittance. 

Lac.  I  will  see,  air  ; 
The  gentleman's  a  Htranger,  Dew  come  o'er  ; 
He  understands  you  not. — 
Loff  tTo  teen,  lantumbro,  hofftufftee  locumhcr  iliatv. 

Aoa.    Quisquimken,  sapadlaman,  fool-urchin  old 
atirata- 

Fatm.  Nay,  and '  that  be  the  language,  we  can 
speak  it  too : 
Slrumpetlikln,   bold  karlotlum,  queaninisina,    whore- 
mongeria  ! 

Shame  to  thy  sex,  and  sorrow  to  thy  father  ! 
Is  this  a  shape  for  reputation 
And  modesty  to  masque  in  ?     Thou  too  cunning 
For  credulous  goodness, 
Did  not  a  reverent  respect  and  honour, 
That's  due  unto  the  sanctimonious  peace 
Of  this  lord's  house,  restrain  my  voice  and  anger. 
And  teach  it  soft  humility,  I  would  lift 
Both  youT  disgraces  to  the  height  of  grief 
That  you  have  rais'd  in  me ;  but  to  shame  you 
I  will  not  cast  a  blemish  upon  virtue  : 
Call  that  your  happiness,  and  the  dearest  too 
That  such  a  bold  attempt  could  ever  boast  of. 
We'll  see  if  a  strong  fort  can  hold  you  now. — 
Take  her,  air,  to  you. 

Gov.  How  have  I  dcserv'd 
The  strangeness  of  this  hour  ? 

Path.  Talk  not  so  tamely. — 
For  you,  sir,  thank  the  reverence  of  this  place, 
Or  your  hypocrisy  I'd  put  out  of  grace, 
I  had,  i'faith  ;  if  ever  I  can  fit  you. 
Expect  to  hear  from  me. 

[_Exeunt  Father,  Governor,  and  Aurelia. 
I  and]  i.  c.  if. 


Tlie 


.ugi.  «■  th-  1 


requite  yo 


!  I  could  c 


Into  diseases  by  whole  dozens  now  ; 

But  one's  enough  to  beggar  him,  if  he  light 

Upon  a  wise  physician.     'Tia  a  labour 

To  keep  those  little  wits  I  have  about  me. 

Still  did  I  dream  that  villain  would  beiray  her : 

I'll  never  trust  slave  with  a  parboil'd  nose  again. 

I  must  devise  some  trick  t'  excuse  her  absence 

Now  to  my  uncle  too ;  there  is  no  mischief 

But  brings  one  villan[y]  or  other  still 

Even  close  at  heels  on't.     I  am  pain'd  at  heart ; 

If  ever  there  were  hope  of  me  to  die 

For  love,  'tis  now ;  1  never  felt  such  gripings : 

If  I  can  'scape  this  climacterical  year. 

Women  ne'er  trust  me,  though  you  hear  tne  swear. 

Kept  with  him  in  the  fort  ?  why,  there's  no  hope 

Of  ever  meeting  now,  my  way's  not  thither; 

Love  bless  us  with  some  means  to  get  together. 

And  I'll  pay  all  the  old  reckonings,  \^Exil, 


SCENE  in. 

Street  before  the  Dachett't  Hoiue. 

Enter  oa  a  balcony'^  Duchess  ami  Cblia. 

DccH.  What  a  contented  rest  rewards  my  mind 
For  faithfulness  !  I  give  it  constancy. 
And  it  returns  me  peace.     How  happily 
Might  woman  live,  methinks.  contin'd  within 
The  knowledge  of  one  husband ! 
What  comes  of  more  rather  proclaims  desire 

"  on  a  bnlcmii/']  Olded.  "abave,"  whichmeonton  tbe  upper 
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into  question 


Prince  of  affectioiia 

Brings  frailty  and  o 

'Mongst  our  male  ei 

Rather  the  cup  of  lauirhler  than  of  pity  : 

What  credit  caa  our  sorrows  have  with  men, 

When  in  some  months'  space  they  turn  light  agen," 

Feast,  dance,  and  go  in  colours?     If  my  vow 

Were  yet  to  make,  I  would  not  sleep  without  it, 

Or  make  a  faith  as  perfect  to  myself 

In  resolution,  as  a  vow  would  come  to. 

And  do  as  much  right  so  to  constancy 

As  strictness  could  require  j  for  'lis  our  goodness 

And  not  our  strength  that  does  it.    I  am  arm'd  now 

'Gainst  all  deserts  in  man,  be't  valour,  wisdom, 

Courtesy,  comeliness,  nay,  truth  itself. 

Which  seldom  keeps  him  company.     1  commend 

The  virtues  highly,  as  1  do  an  instrument 

When  the  case  hangs  by  th'  wall;  but  man  hinvself 

Never  comes  near  my  heart. 

Enter  Cardinal  above. 
Car.  The  blessing  of  perfection  to  your  thoughts, 
lady! 
For  I'm.resolv'd"  they're  good  ones. 


DccH.  Honon 

r  of  greatness. 

Friend  to  my  vo 

w,  and  father 

o  my  fame, 

Welcome  as  pea 

e  to  temples ! 

Car.  I  bring 

Ddch,  How, 

iri' 

Cak.  a  harde 

fight:  if  now 

you  conquer 

You  crown  my  praises  double. 

DccH.  What's  your  aim,  sir  ? 

Car.  T'  astonish  sin  and  all  her  tempting  e 
And  make  your  goodness  shine  more  glorious 


h-d]  i. 


tisfied. 


When  your  fair  noble  vow  shew'cJ  you  the  way 

Tn  excellence  in  virtue,  to  keep  back 

The  fears  that  might  discourage  you  at  first. 

Pitting  your  strength,  it  sheiv'd  you  not  the  worst : 

'Tis  not  enough  for  tapers  to  burn  bright. 

But  to  be  seen,  so  to  lend  others  light. 

Yet  not  impair  themselves,  their  flame  as  pure 

As  when  it  shin'd  in  secret ;  so,  t'  abide 

Temptations  is  the  soul's  flame  truly  tried. 

I've  an  ambition,  but  a  virtuous  one  ; 

I'd  have  noth 


o  hard 


r  perfection, 
lubl  found  yet  ?   is  i 
-,  with  all  diligence. 
And  a  true  fasting  faith  from  sensual  pleasure. 
What  many  of  her  sex  have^  so  long  lost  1 
Can  you  believe  that  any  sight  of  man. 
Held  he  the  worth  of  millions  in  one  spirit, 
Ha4  power  to  alter  me  7 

Car,  No;  there's  my  hope, 
My  credit,  and  my  triumph. 

DucH.  I'll  no  more 
Keep  strictly  private,  since  the  glory  on'l 
U  but  a  virtue  question'd ;  I'll  come  forth 
And  shew  myself  to  all ;  the  world  shall  witness. 
That,  like  the  sun,  my  constancy  can  look 
On  earth's  corruptions,  and  shine  clear  itself. 
Cab.  Hold  conquest  now,  and  I  have  all  my 
wishes.  [ComeU,  and  a  ihoul  tvilhin. 

UncH.  The  meaning  of  that  sudden  shout,  my 

lord  ? 
Car.  Signor  Andrugio,  general  of  the  field. 
Successful  in  his  fortunes,  is  arriv'd, 
And  met  hy  all  the  gallant  hopes  of  Milan, 
WeJcom'd  wiihlaurel'Wreaths  and  hymns  of  praises : 

F  liact]  Old  ed.  "  bat." 
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Vouchsafe  but  you  to  give  him  the  first  grace,  m  ad  ai 
Of  your  so  iong-hid  presence,  he  has  then 
All  honours  that  can  bless  victorious  man. 
DucH.  You  shall  prevail,  grave  sir. 

[Exit  Cardinal  abaXiM 

Enter  Andrucio,  attended  by  the  tmbUUy,  senatortt,% 
and  masquert. 

Laurel  m  a  vielor't  due, 

I  give  it  you, 

I  give  it  you  ; 
Thy  name  nitft  praise, 
Thy  brow  nith  bays 

We  circle  round : 
All  men  rejoiee 
With  cheerful  voice, 

To  Me  thee  like  a  conqueror  crown' 
[A  Cupid  descending 
I  am  a  little  conqueror  too ; 

For  wreath*  of  bays 

There's  arms  of  cross  fl 
And  that's  my  due  : 
I  give  thejiaming  heart, 

It  is  my  crest ; 
And  by  the  mother's  side. 

The  weeping  eye. 

The  sighing  breast. 

It  is  not  power  in  you,  fair  beauties  ; 

If  I  command  love,  'tis  your  duties.   [^Asceiids. 

\_Ihiring  the  preceding  songs  Akuruoio 

peruses  a  letter  delivered  to  him  by  a 

Lord :  the  masque  then  closes  with  the 

following 
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Welcome,  welcome,  son  of  fan 
Honour  tnumpks  in  thy  mmt ! 

[Exmnl  nil  except  Lord. 
Loud.  AIbs,  poor  gentleman !  I  brought  him  nens 
That  like  a  cloud  spread  over  all  his  glories: 
When  he  miss'd  her  whom  his  eye  greedily  sought 

His  vrelcome  seem'd  so  poor,  he  took  no  joy  in'i ; 
But  when  he  Tound  her  by  her  father  forc'd 
To  the  old  governor's  love,  and  kept  so  strictly, 
A  coldness  sirook  his  heart.     There  is  no  state 
So  firmly  happy  but  feels  envy's  might. 
1  know  Lactantio,  nephew  to  the  cardinal, 
Hates  him  as  deeply  as  a  rich  man  death ; 
And  yet  his  welcome  shew'd  as  fair  and  friendly 
As  his  that  wore  the  truest  love  to  him ; 
When  in  his  wishes  he  could  drink  his  blood. 
And  make  his  heart  the  s 


of  his  food. 


Celia.  Madam  !  madam  ! 
DucH.  Beshrew  thy  hearl,  < 

You  shew  your  n 

Celia.  In  the  nar 
What  ails  my  lady? 

DucH,   I  confess  I'm  mortal; 
There's  no  defending  o 
To  make  a  lady  belie 
Is  not  this  flesh?  c 

So  may  you  love  from  this ;  for  love  and  death 
Are  brothers  in  this  kingdom,  only  death 
Comes  by  the  mother's  side,  and  that's  the  surest. 
Thai  general  is  wondrous  fortunate. 
Has  won  another  field  since,  and  a  victory 


jcl  flattery 


e  otherwise, 
n  you  drive  heat  from  fire  ? 


w 


That  credits  all  the  rest ;  he  may  more  boast  on't 

Than  of  a  thousand  conquests.     I  am  lost, 

Utterly  lost !  where  are  my  women  now  ! 

Alas,  what  help's  in  ihem,  what  strength  have  they? 

I  call  to  a  weak  guard  when  I  call  them  ; 

In  rescuing  me  they'd  be  themselves  o'ercome  : 

When  I,  that  profess'd  war,  am  overthrown. 

What  hope's  in  tbem,  then,  that  ne'er  stirr'd  from 

home! 
My  faith  is  gone  for  ever  ; 
My  reputation  with  the  cardinal. 
My  fame,  my  praise,  my  liberty,  my  peace, 
Chang'd  for  a  restless  passion :  O  hard  spite. 
To  lose  my  seven  years'  victory  at  one  sight! 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Lactaktio's  lodging  in  the  Cardiruirs  mansion. 
£nteT  DoHDOLO,  and  Page'  carryitig  a  shirt. 

Pace.  I  prithee,  Dondolo,  lake  this  shirt  and  air 
it  a  little  against  my  master  rises;  I  had  rather  do 
any  thing  than  do't,  i'faith. 

Don,  O  monstrous,  horrible,  terrible,  intolerable ! 
are  not  you  big  enough  to  air  a  shirt  ?  were  it  a 
smock  now,  you  liquorish  page,  you'd  be  banged 
ere  you'd  part  from't.  If  thou  dost  not  prove  as 
arrant  a  smell-smock  as  any  the  town  affords  in  a 
term-time,  I'll  lose  my  judgment  in  wenching. 

Page.  Pish  ;  here,  Dondolo,  prithee,  take  it. 

Don.  It's  no  more  but  up  and  ride  with  you 
then !  all  my  generation  were  beadles  and  officers, 
and  do  you  think  I'm  so  easily  entreated  ?  you  shall 
find  a  harder  piece  of  work,  boy,  than  you  ima- 
gine, to  gel  any  thing  from  my  bands;  I  will  not 

■  Pagf]  See  note,  p.  662. 
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dUgenerale  so  much  from  the  nature  of  my  kindred ; 
you  must  bribe  me  one  way  or  otber,  if  you  look  to 
have  any  thing  done,  or  else  you  may  do't  yourself; 
'twas  juEt  my  father's  humour  when  he  bore  office. 
You  know  my  mind,  page ;  the  song !  the  song  I 
1  must  either  have  the  song  you  sung  to  my  master 
last  night  when  he  went  to  bed,  or  I'll  not  do  a 
stitch  of  service  for  you  from  one  week*s  end  to 
the  other.  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  you  shall  brush 
cloaks,  make  clean  spurs,  nay,  pull  off  strait  boots, 
although  in  the  tugging  you  chance  to  fall  and 
hazard  the  breaking  of  your  little  buttocks ;  I'll 
take  no  more  pity  of  your  marrow-bones  than  a 
butcher's  dog  of  a  rump  of  beef;  nay,  ka  me,  ka 
thee  ;'  if  you  will  ease  the  melancholy  of  my  mind 
with  singing,  I  will  deliver  you  from  the  calamity 
of  boots-haling. 

Paqe.  Alas,  you  know  I  cannot  sing  1 
Don.  Take  heed;  you  may  speak  at  such  an 
hour  that  your  voice  may  be  clean  taken  away  from 
you  :  I  have  known  many  a  good  gentlewoman  say 
so  much  as  you  say  now,  and  have  presently  gone 
to  bed  and  lay  speechless  :  'tis  not  good  to  jest,  as 
old  Chaucer  was  wont  to  say,  that  broad  famous 
English  poet.  Cannot  you  sing,  say  you  i  O  that 
a  boy  should  so  keep  cut  with'  his  mother,  and  be 
given  to  dissembling ! 

Faqe.  Faith,  to  your  knowledge  in't,  ill  may  seem    | 

But  as  I  hope  in  comforts,  I've  no  skill. 

>  ka  me,  ka  tU'i]  i.  e.  "  if  you'll  da  me  one  Ikvaur,  I'll  do  i 
vDUsnotber.  Mr.  GiSbrd  believei  it  to  be  a  Scotch  proverb."  J 
EdiioroflDie.  SeeJiimie*aa-tEl.Dtcl.i}fScaU.La^^.lSuppL)    ] 

>  kcip  cut  wilh]  "  i.  e.  folios  Ihe  example  of.  "Hie  word  is  1 
uied  by  Sterne,  in  the  name  sente,  in  the  Stb  vol.  o[  hit  J 
THilTom  Shanily."    Editor  of  IB16. 
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Don.  a  pox  of  skill!  give  me  plain  simple  cun- 
ning ;  why  ahould  Dot  singing  be  as  well  got  with- 
out skill  as  the  getting  of  children?  You  shall 
have  the  arranlest  fool  do  as  much  there  as  the 
wisest  coxcomb  of 'em  all,  let  'em  bove  all  the  help 
of  doctors  put  to  'em,  both  the  directions  of  phy- 
sicians, and  the  erections  of  pothecaries  ;  you  shall 
have  a  plain  hobnailed  country  fellow,  marrying 
some  dairy-wench,  tumble  out  two  of  a  year,  and 
sometimes  three,  byrlady,"  as  the  crop  falls  out ; 
and  your  nice  paling  physicking  gentlefolks  some 
one  in  nine  years,  and  hardly  then  a  whole  one  as 
;ld  be ;  the  wanting  of  some  apricock  or 
something  loses  a  member  on  him,  or  quite  spoils  it. 
"ome,  will  you  sing,  that  1  may  warm  the  shirt? 
}y  this  light,  be  shall  put  il  on  cold  for  me  else. 

Page.  A  song  or  two  1  learnt  with  bearing  gen- 

rwomen  practise  themselves. 

Don.  Come,  you  are  so  modest  now,  'tis  pily  that 
tst  ever  bred  to  be  thrust  through  a  pair  of 
;'  thoti  wouldst  have  made  a  pretty  foolish 

liting-woman  but  for  one  thing.      Wilt  sing? 
■       rell  as  I  can,  Dondolo. 

Don.   Gise  me    the  shirt   then,  I'll  warm't  as 
41['s]  I  can  too. 
Why,  look,  you  whoreson  coxcomb,  this  is  a  smock ! 

Page.  No,  'tis  my  master's  shirt. 

Don.  Why,  that's  true  loo  ; 

™  b^lady]  See  note,  p  9. 

"  rrmioBj]  OrcamnoNf — equivalent  here  lo  breeches.  "  Cait- 
of  breeches,"  safi  Minsbeu,  so  called  "  becBuee  they  Sre 
CDiinona  of  ArtilJery,  or  Cam  or  pots."  Guide  inlo  Ikt 
Towgiui,  ldl7.— "  Canniam,  bool-hoie  tops."  Kersey'i  Die!.— 
According  to  Strult,  "  ornamental  tubes  or  tags  al  the  ends  of 
the  ribbands  Had  laces,  nhieh  were  attached  to  the  exlremitiei 
of  tbe  hTeechcs."  Dreii  anJ  Habili,  &c.  vol.  ii.  p.  2i'3.  See 
also  my  note  on  Webster's  Iferlii,  vol.  Ui.  p.  165. 
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Who  knows  not  that  ?  nhy,  'tis  the  fashion,  fool ; 
All  your  young  gallants"  here  of  late  wear  smocka, 
Those  without  beards  especially. 

Page.  Why,  what's  the  reason,  lir  t 

Doti.  Marry,  very  great  reason  in't :  a  young 
gallant  lying  a-bed  with  his  wench,  if  the  constable 
should  cha.nce  to  come  up  and  search,  being  both 
in  smocks,  they'd  be  taken  far  sisters,  and  I  hope  a 
constable  dare  go  no  further ;  and  as  for  the  know- 
ing of  their  heads,  that's  well  enough  too,  for  I 
know  many  young  gentlemen  wear  longer  hair  than 

Page.  'Tia  a  hot  world  the  whilst. 

Don.  Nay,  that's  most  certain  ;  and  a  most  witty 
age  of  a  bald  one,  for  all  languages ;  you've  many 
daughters  so  well  brought  up,  diey  ape.ik  French 
naturally  at  fificen,  and  thay  are  turned  to  the 
Spanish  and  Italian  half  a  year  after. 

Page.  That's  like  learning  the  grammar  first,  and 
tlic  accidence  after,  they  go  backward  so. 

Dos.  The  6lter  for  tli'  Italian :  thou'st  no  wit, 

Hadst  had  a  tutor,  he'd  have  taught  thee  that. 
Come,  come,  that  1  may  be  gone,  boy  ! 
Page  [«»igj]. 

Cupid  ii  Fenui''  onlgjoy. 
But  he  U  a  wanttm  bog, 

/f  very,  eery  wanton  boy ; 
He  shoots  at  ladies'  naked  breasts. 
He  is  the  cause  of  roost  men's  creits, 
I  mean  upon  the  forehead, 
Invisible,  but  horrid; 

'  All  your  young  gatltnilt.  Sic'}  Compare  p.  394. 

'  Cupid  u  fmiu']  Porois  pare  of  a  song  id  aar  aulhur's 
CAoiff  Maid  in  Cktapiidi,  acl  \v.  sc.  1,  where,  howerer,  the 
Sih  and  Sth  lines  are  nol  found. 


Of  the  ihort  cehet  musk  he  iras  detiier. 

That  wives  may  kitt,  the  husbands  ne'er  tl 
'Ttvag  hejirat  thought  ujxm  the  way 
To  keep  a  lady's  lipa  in  play. 

Don,  O  rich,  ravishing,  rare,  and  enticing  !  Well,  I 
go  thy  ways  for  as  sweet  a  breasted  page'  as  ever 
lay  at  his  master's  feet  in  a  truckle-bed. 

Page.  You'll  bie  you  in  straight,  Dondolo  ? 

Don.  I'll  not  miss  you.  [Exit  Pagt, 

This  smockified  shirt,  or  shirted  smock, 
I  will  go  toast.     Let  me  see  what's  a'clock : 
I  must  to  Ih'  castle  straight  to  see  his  love. 
Either  by  hook  or  crook  ;  my  master  storming 
Sent  me  last  night,  but  I'll  be  gone  this  moriiine,  | 


ACT  II.     SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  House  nf  flic  Ducheat. 

Enter  Duchess  and  Celia. 

DucH.  Seek  out  the  lightest  colours  can  be  go| 
The  youthfull'st  dressings;   tawny  is  too  sa  ' 
I  am  not  thirty  yet;  I've  wrong'd  my  lime 
To  go  so  long  in  black,  like  a  petitioner  ; 
See  that  the  powder  that  I  use  about  me 
Be  rich  in  cassia. 

Celia.  Here's  a  sudden  change  !  \_Aside. 

Duck.  O,  I'm  undone  in  faith  !    Stay,  art  tliou 

Lactantio,  nephew  to  the  cardinal,  was  present 
In  the  late  entertainment  of  the  general  1 
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Celia,  Upon  my  reputation  w 
These  eyes  beheld  him  :  he  cairn 
'Tiras  he  in  black  and  yellow. 

DticH.  Nay,  'tis  no  matier,  either  for  himself 
Or  for  the  afiectation  of  his  colours. 
So  you  be  sure  he  was  there. 

Celia.  Aa  sure  as  sight 
Can  discern  man  fTom  man,  madam. 

Ddch.  It  suffices.  [Exit  Celia.    | 

O,  an  ill  cause  had  need  of  many  helps, 
ly  friends,  ay,  and  thoa 


ihame  1     A  faith  □ 


nighty. 


Much  art,  and  n 
Or  else  it  sets  in 
Requires  great  cunning  ei 
Into  the  breast  of  a  belief  again  ; 
There's  no  condition  so  unfortunate, 
Poor,  miserable,  to  any  creature  givei 
As   hers    that  breaks   in  TOtr ;    she   breaks   nith    { 
heaven. 

Enter  Cardinal. 

Car.  Increase  of  health  and  a  redoubled  courage'  I 
To  chastity's  great  soldier!  what,  so  sad,  madam? — 
The  memory  of  her  seven-years-deceas'd  lord 
Springs  yet  into  her  eyes  as  fresh  and  full 
As  at  the  seventh  hour  after  his  departure ; 
What  a  perpetual  fountain  is  her  virtue  ! —  \_Ande. 
Too  much  t'  afflict  yourself  with  ancient  sorrow 
Is  not  so  strictly  for  your  strength  reqnir'd ; 
Your  von  is  charge  enough,  believe  me  'tis,  nutdanit 
You  need  no  weightier  task. 

Ddch.  Religious  sir. 
You  heard  the  last  words  of  my  dying  lord. 

Car.  Which  1  shall  ne'er  forget. 

DucH.  May  I  entreat 
Your  goodness  but  to  speak  'em  over  to  me, 
As  near  as  memory  can  befriend  your  utterance. 


That  I  may  think  awhile  !  stand 
Of  my  departing  husband. 

Cah.  Wlmt'B  your  meaning 
In  this,  most  virtuous  madam  1 

DucH.  'Tisi 


specially ; 


Urge  it  no  further  yet ;  ai 

You  shall  hear  from  me  ;  only  I  desire  it 

Effectually  from  you,  sir.  that's  my  request. 

Cab.  I   wonder,  yet  I'll  spare  to  question  far- 
ther,—  [Mide. 
Yon  shall  have  your  desire, 

DucB.  I  thank  you,  sir  ; 
A  blessing  come  along  with't ! 

Car.    y'ou  see,  mij  lards,  rvhal  all  earth's  glory  u, 
Rightly  defined  in  me,  uncertain  breath; 
A  dream  of  tkreeienre  yeart  to  the  long  tleeper. 
To  most  not  half  the  time :  beware  anAitton ; 
Heaven  is  not  reach'd  with  pride,  bul  Tvtlh  ivbmis- 

And  you,  lord  cardinal,  labour  to  fierfect 

Good  purposes  begun:   be  what  you  seem, 

Stedfast  and  uncorrapl;  your  actions  noble. 

Your  goodness  simple,  without  gain''  or  art, 

Atid  not  in  vesture  holier  than  i»  heart. 

But  'tis  a  pain,  more  ttian  the  pangs  of  death. 

To  think  that  me  must  part,  felloiB*  of  life, 

Thou  ricknest  of  my  joys,  kind  and  dear  princess  ; 

Death  had  no  sting  but  for  our  separation  ;■ 

It  mould  come  mare  calm  than  an  evening's  jxace 

That  brings  on  rest  to  labours:   thou'rt  so  precious, 

I  should  depart  in  everlasting  envy 

Unto  the  man  thai  ever  should  enjoy  thee  : 

0,  a  new  torment  strikes  his  force  into  me 


T  gaii]  Qy.  "guile  !'■ 
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WActi  /  Iml  think  ait't !  I  urn  rack'd  and  torn  ; 
Pity  me  in  thy  virtiu^s. 

DucH.  Afy  Ivv'd  lord, 
Let  i/ou[r]  eonjirm'd  omnion  of  my  life. 
My  love,  my  faithful  love,  seal  an  assurance 
Of  quiet  lo  your  spirit,  that  no  forgelfulness 
Can  cast  a  »leep  lo  deadly  on  my  saufs. 
To  dram  my  affections  to  a  »ecmid  liking.  I 

Car.  "rhat  ever  been  the'  promise,  and  the  spring 
Of  my  great  love  lo  thee.     For  once  to  marry 
Is  honourable  in  woman,  and  her  ignorance 
Standi  for  a  virltie,  coming  nem  and  fresh ; 
B^t  sectmd  marriage  shews  desires  in  flesh  ; 
Thence  lust,  and  heat,  and  common  euttom  grm 
But  she's  part  virgin  mho  but  one  man  huMs, 
I  here  expect  a  work  of  thy  great  faith 
At  my  last  parting;  lean  crave  no  more, 
And  with  thy  vom  I  rest  myself  fi/r  ever  ; 
My  soul  and  it  shall  fly  to  heaven  together : 
Seal  to  my  spirit  tlial  quiet  salisfaclion, 
And  I  go  hence  in  peace. 

Ducu.   Then  here  I  tow  never  — 

Car.  Why,  madam ! 

Ddcu.  I  can  go  no  further. 

Car.  What, 
Have  you  forgot  your  vow? 

Ducii.  I  have,  too  certainly. 

Car.  Your  vow  !  that  cannot  be ;  it  follows  now 
JusC  where  I  left. 

DocH.  My  frailly  gets  before  it; 
Nothing  pre  vail  B  but  ill. 

Car.  What  ail  you,  madam  ! 

DucH.  Sir,  I'm  in  love. 

Cak.  O,  all  you  powers  of  chastity, 

■  lilt]  Altered  b;  editor  of  IS16  to  "tbj" — per bapi  rightly. 


Look  to  this  woman !  let  her  not  faini  now, 
For  honour  of  yourselves  !     If  she  be  lost, 
I  know  not  where  to  seek  my  hope  in  woman- 
Madam,  O  madam  ! 

Ditch.  My  deairea  are  aicken'd 
Beyond  recovery  of  good  counsel,  sir. 

Cab.  What  mischief  ow'd  a  malice  to  the  sex, 
To  work  lliis  spiteful  ill !  better  the  man 
H&d  never  known  creation,  than  to  live 
Th'  unlucky  ruin  of  so  fair  a  temple. 
Yet  think  upon  your  vow,  revive  in  faiih  ; 
Those  are  eternal  things :  what  are  all  pleasures. 
Flatteries  of  men,  and  follies  upon  earth,  . 

To  your  most  excellent  goodness  ?     O  she's  dead, 
Stark  cold  to  any  virtuous  claim  within  her! 
What  now  is  heat  is  sin's.     Have  I  approv'd 
Your  constancy  for  this,  call'd  your  faith  noble, 
Writ  volumes  of  your  victories  and  virtues? 
I  have  undone  my  judgment,  lost  my  praises, 
Blemish 'd  the  truth  of  my  opinion. 
Give  me  the  man,  iliat  I  may  pour  him  out 
To  all  contempt  and  curses. 

Dtcn.  The  man's  innocent, 
Full  of  desert  and  grace  ;  his  name  Lactantio. 

Cab.  How? 

DucH.   Your  nephew. 

Car.  My  nephew? 

Ducii.  Beahrew  the  sight  of  him  !  he  lives  not,  sir, 
That  could  have  conciuer'd  me.  himself  excepted. 

CAa.  He  that  I  lov'd  so  dearly,  does  he  wear 
Such  killing  poison  in  his  eye  to  sanctity? 
He  has  undone  himself  for  ever  by't; 
Has  lost  a  friend  of  me.  and  a  more  sure  one. 
Farewell  all  natural  pity!  though  my  affection 
Could  hardly  spare  him  from  ray  sight  an  hour, 
I'll  lose  him  now  eternally,  and  strive 
To  live  without  him ;  he  shall  straight  to  Rome. 
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DucH.  Not  if  you  love  my  health  or  life,  my  lord.   | 
Car.  This  day  he  shall  set  forth. 
DucH.  Despatch  me  rather. 
Cab.  I'll  send  him  far  enough. 
Dui-H.  Send  mc  lo  death  first. 
Car.  No  basilisk,  that  strikes  dead  pure  aflectioa  I 
With  venomous  eye,  lives  under  my  proiection. 

lExit. 
DucH.  Now  my  condition's  worse  than  e'er  '(was  | 

My  cunning  takes  not  with  him  ;  has  broke  tlirotigh  I 

The  net  that  with  all  art  was  set  for  him, 

And  left  the  snarcr  here  herself  entangled 

With  her  own  toils.     O,  what  are  we  poor  souls, 

When  our  dissembling  fails  us?  surely  creatures 

As  full  of  want  as  any  nation  can  be. 

Thai  scarce  have  food  to  keep  bare  life  about  'em. 

Had  this  but  look  effect,  what  a  fair  way 

Had  I  made  for  my  love  to  ih'  general, 

And  cut  off  all  suspect,  all  reprehension  ! 

My  hopes  arc  kiU'd  i'  th'  blossom.  [£xt(.  J 


The  Cardinal't  clotel. 

Enter  Cardinal.  \ 

Car.  Let  me  think  upon't ; 
^et  holy  anger  hy  awhile.     There's  time 
Allow'd  for  natural  argument;  'tis  she 
That  loves  my  nephew  ;   she  that  loves,  loves  first  ; 
What  cause  have  I  to  lay  a  blame  on  him  then  ? 
He's  in  no  fault  in  this :  say  'twas  his  fortune. 
At  tlie  free  entertainment  of  the  general, 
'Mongst  others  the  deserts  and  hopes  of  Milan, 
To  come  into  her  sight,  wliere's  the  offence  yet  ? 


Wliat  sin  was  that  ii 


Mai 


sight  and.  pre- 


Are  free  to  public  view;  she  might  as  well 

Have  fix'd  her  heart's  love  then  upon  some  other ; 

I  would  't  had  lighted  any  where  but  there  ! 

Yet  I  may  err  to  wish't,  since  it  appears 

The  hand  of  heaven,  that  only  pick'd  him  out 

To  reward  virtue  in  him  by  this  fortune ; 

And  through  afiection  I'm  half  conquer'd  now ; 

[  love  his  good  as  dearly  us  her  vow. 

Yet  there  my  credit  lives  in  works  and  praises : 

1  never  found  a  harder  fight  witliin  me, 

Since  zeal  first  taught  me  war;  say  1  should  labour 

To  quench  this  love,  and  so  quench  life  and  all, 

As  by  all  likelihood  it  would  prove  her  death. 

For  it  must  needs  be  granted  she  affects  him 

As  dearly  as  ihe  power  of  love  can  force, 

Since  her  vow  awes  her  not,  that  was  her  saint ; 

What  right  could  that  be  to  religion. 

To  be  het  end,  and  dispossess  my  kinsman  ? 

No,  I  will  bear  in  pity  to  her  heart. 

The  rest  commend  to  fortune  and  my  art.       [£^i(. 
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SCENE  IV. 

An  apartnicnt  in  the  Castle. 


Gov.  I  like  him  passing  well. 

Fath.  He's  a  tall  fellow. 

And.  a  couple  of  tall"  wits.   \_Aside.'] — I'v 


tcill]  i.e.  fiae,  great. 
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D.  Good  felloi 


it  Bcems  by  thy  discourse,  gooH  | 


'  calls  me  thief  familiarly.— 
iMi(U.  \ 

1  could  shevT  many  marks  of  reBoIulion. 
But  modesty  could  wish  'cm  rather  hidden  : 
I  fetch'd  home  three-and- twenty  wounds  together 
In  one  set  battle,  where  I  was  defeated 
At  the  same  time  of  llie  third  part  of  my  nose; 
But  meeting  with  a  skilful  surgeon. 
Took  order  for  my  snuffling. 

Gov.  And  a  nose 
Well  heal'd  is  counted  a  good  cure  in  these  days ; 
It  saves  many  a  man's  honesty,  which  else 
Is  quickly  drawn  into  suspicion. 
This  nigtit  shall  bring  you  acquainted  with  your 

charge ; 
In  the  meantime  you  and  your  valour's  welcome : 
Would  w'had  more  store  of  you,  altliough  they  come  I 
With  fewer  marks  about  'em ! 

Fath.  So  wish  I,  sir. 

[£ieun(  Father  and  Governor. 

And.  I  was  about  to  call  her,  and  she  stays 
Of  her  own  gift,  as  if  she  knew  my  mind; 
Certain  she  knows  me  not,  not  possible.        [Atide, 

AuR.  What  if  I  lefY  my  token  and  ray  letter 
With  this  strange  fellow,  so  to  be  convey'd 
Without  suspicion  to  Lactantio'a  servant  7 
Not  so,  ni  trust  no  freshman  with  such  secrets ; 
His  ignorance  may  mistake,  and  give't  to  one 
That  may  belong  to  th'  general,  for  i  know 
He  seis  some  spies  about  me ;  but  all  he  gets 
Shall  not  be  worth  his  pains.     1  would  Lactantio 
Would  seek  some  means  to  free  me  from  this  place  \ 

-  Goedfellew,  &c.]  Compsre  vuL  ii.  ]i.  31,  and  note. 
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As  if  a  toy  were  kepi  by  a  double  guard. 

[Aiide,  and  going. 

Astt.  Away  slie  steals  again,  not  minding  me: 
"Twas  noi  at  tne  she  offer'd.  l/iaide.] — Hark  you, 
gentlewoman. 

AuE.  Wiihitie,  sir! 

And.  I  could  call  you  by  your  name. 
But  gentle's  the  best  attribute  to  woman. 

Adr.  Andrugio?  O,  as  welcome  to  my  lips 
Ab  moming-dew  to  roses  !  my  first  love ! 

Akd.  Why,  have  you  more  then  7 

AuR.  What  a  word  was  there ! 
More  than  thyself  what  woman  could  desire. 
If  reason  had  a  part  of  her  creation? 
Fot  loving  you,  you  see,  sir,  I'm  a  prisoner. 
There's  all  the  cause  they  have  against  me,  sir ; 
A  happy  persecution  I  so  count  on't : 
If  any  thing  be  done  to  me  for  your  sake, 
'Tia  pleasing  to  me. 

And.  Are  yoii  not  abus'd, 
Either  through  force  or  by  your  own  consent  ? 
Hold  you  your  honour  perfect  and  unstain'd? 
Are  you  the  same  still  that  at  my  departure 
My  honest  thoughts  maintain^  you  lo  my  heart  ? 

Atik.  The  same  most  jual. 

And.  Swear't. 

AuB.  By  my  hope  of  fruitfulness, 
Love,  and  agreement,  the  three  joys  of  marriage  ! 

And.  I  am  confirm'd  ;  and  in  requital  on't, 
Ere  long  expect  your  freedom. 

AuH.  O,  you  flatter  me  ! 
It  is  a  wrong  to  make  a  wretch  too  happy, 
So  suddenly  upon  affliction  ; 
Beshrew  mei  if  I  be  not  sick  upon't! 
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feit  attcT  I 
■  ■  you  ? 


great  feast : 


el  news  tny  heart : 
I  am  proud  on't. 
le ;  I  come  a  frienil ; 
which  Tcii  can  end. 


'TiB  like  a  gi 
My  freedom, 

And.  Does't  o  ercotne  you 

AcR.  Temptation  never  ov 
More  pleasingly  than  this  swt 
Here's  secret  joy  can  witness 

And.  Violence  I  will  not  « 
'Twere  madness  to  force  that 

AuR.  Most  virtuously  deliv 

And.   Thou'rt  in  raptures. 

AoR.  My  love,  my  love  ! 

And,  Most  virtuously  deliver'd ! 
Spoke  like  the  sister  of  a  puritan  midwife  ! 
Will  you  embrace  the  means  that  I  have  thought  on 
With  all  the  speed  you  can  ? 

Adr.  Sir,  any  thing; 
You  cannot  name  't  too  dangerous  or  too  homely. 

And.  Fie,  [fie]i  you  overact  your  happiness  ; 
You  drive  alight  things  to  wonders. 

A0E.  Blame  me  not,  sir; 
You  know  not  ray  afTection. 

And.  Will  you  hear  me? 
There  are  a  sect  of  pilfering  juggling  people 
The  vulgar  tongue  call  gipsies. 

Aur.  True,  the  same,  sir ; 
I  saw  the  like  this  morning.     Say  no  more,  sir : 
I  apprehend  you  fully, 

Ahd.  What,  you  do  not  ? 

Adh.  No!  hark  you,  sir.  [H'hUpfrt 

And.  Now  by  this  light  'tis  true  ! 
Sure  if  you  prove  as  quick  as  your  conceit,'' 
You'll  be  an  excellent  breeder. 

Adr.  i  should  do  reason  by  the  mother's  side,  sir 
If  fortune  do  her  part  in  a  good  getter. 

'>  cDnnil]  See  note,  p.  39a, 
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That's  not  to  do  now,  sweet,  the  man  stands 

Long  may  he  stand  most  fortunately,  sir. 
Whom  her  kind  goodness  has  appointed  for  me. 

And.  Awhile  111  take  my  leave  t'  avoid  suspicion. 

Atin,  I  do  commend  your  course  :  good  sir,  for- 
get me  not. 

And.  All  comforts  sooner. 

AuR.  Liberty  is  sweet,  s!r. 

Ami.  I  know  there's  nothing  sweeter,  next  to 
love, 
But  health  itself,  which  is  the  prince  of  life. 

AuR.  Your  knowledge  raise  you,  sir  ! 

And.  Farewell  till  evening.  {_Exit. 

AtiR.  And  after  that,  farewell,  sweet  sir,  for  ever. 
A  good  kind  gentleman  to  serve  our  turn  with, 
But  not  for  lasting  ;  I  have  chose  a  stuff 
Will  wear  out  two  of  him,  and  one  liner  too  : 
1  like  not  him  that  has  two  mistresses. 
War  and  his  sweetheart ;  he  can  ne'er  please  both : 
And  war's  a  soaker,  she's  no  friend  to  us ; 
Turns  a  man  home  sometimes  to  his  mistresa 
Some  forty  ounces  poorer  than  he  went ; 
All  his  discourse  out  of  the  Book  of  Surgeryt 
Cere-cloth  and  salve,  and  lies  you  all  in  tents,' 
Like  your  camp-vict'lers  ;  out  upon't !  1  smile 
To  think  how  I  have  Sttcd  him  with  an  office  : 
His  love  takes  pains  to  bring  our  loves  together, 
Much  like  your  man  (hat  labours  to  get  treasure, 
To  keep  his  wife  high  for  another's  pleasure. 

lExil. 


'  dull]  A  jilay  on  llie  nord. — Ttnl,  uy  ihe  i 
"  a  roll  af  lint  put  into  a  lote :"  but  nccortling  (o  ihe  old 
book*  ormrgerv.  (end  were  alio  made  of  various  oiher  ma- 
lerinli :  see  Vigon'a  llVtei  of  Chinirgcrie,  Sic,  1  jil,  fol.cxiii. 
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ACT  in.     SCENE  I. 
Lactantio's  lodgingi  in  the  Cardinal 
Enter  Lactaktio  and  Page/' 

Page.  Think  of  your  sbatoe  and  mine. 

Lac.  I  prithee,  peace  : 
Thou  art  th'  unfortunat'st  piece  of  taking  business 
That  ever  man  repented  when  day  peep'd  ; 
I'll  ne'er  keep  such  a  piece  of  touchwood  again. 
Anil*  I  were  rid  of  thee  once.     Well  fare  those 
Thai  never  sham'd  their  master !  I've  had  such. 
And  I  may  live  to  see  the  time  again ; 
I  do  not  doubt  on't. 

Paoe.  If  my  too  much  kindness 
Receive  your  anger  only  for  reward, 
Tlic  harder  is  my  fortune :  I  must  tell  you.  sir. 
To  stir  your  care  up  to  prevention, 
(Misfortunes  must  be  told  as  well  as  blessings,) 
When  I  left  all  my  friends  in  Mantua, 
For  your  love's  salie  alone,  then,  with  strange  oaths. 
You  promia'd  present  marriage. 

Lac.  With  strange  oaths,  quoth  'a  7 
Tliey're  not  so  strange  to  me ;  I've  sworn  the  same 

I'm  sure  forty  times  over,  not  so  little ; 
I  may  be  perfect  in  'era,  for  my  sianding- 

Pagb.  You  see  'tis  high  time  now,  sir. 

Lac.  Yes,  yes,  yes. 
Marriage  is  nothing  with  you  ;  a  toy*^  till  death. 
If  I  should  marry  all  those  I  have  promis'd, 
'Twould  make  one  vicar  bnarsc  ere  he  could  des- 


'  Pagf]  See 
'  !«!/]  i.  e.  (r 


iriHe. 


5,  p.  5U3. 


a«f]i. 
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I  must  devise  some  shift  when  she  grows  big, 
Those  masculine  hose  s  will  shortly  prove  too  little  : 
What  if  she  were  convey'd  to  nurse's  house  1 
A  good  sure  old  wench  ;  and  she'd  love  the  child 


well. 

Because  she  suckled  the  Tather  :  no 
By  iny  mortality  ;  I  may  hit  worse. 

Enter  Don  do  to. 
Now,  Dondolo,  the  news  ? 
Don.  The  news? 
Lac.  How  does  she  ? 
Don.  Soft,  soft,  sir;  you  think 


illc 


getn 


lothing  I 


Out  o"  th'  . 

Lac.  Well,  sir. 

Don.  As  you  know, 
A  merry  fellow  may  pass  any  where. 

Don.  Never  in  better  fooling  in  my  life. 

Lac.  What's  this  to  th'  purpose  7 

Don.  Nay,  'twas  nothing  to  th'  purpose,  that's 


Lac.  How  wretched  this  slave  makes  n 


.  Is 


ehei 


Didst 


m  Lac.  Well,  what  said  she  then  ? 
■  •Don.  Not  a  word,  sir. 
Lac.  How,  not  a  word  ? 
Don.  Proves  her  the  better  maid, 
For  virgins  should  be  seen  more  than  they're  heard. 
Lac.  Exceeding  good,  sir ;    you  are  no  sweet 
villain ! " 
,  Don.  No,  faith,  sir,  for  you  keep  me  in  foul  linen. 
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Lac.  Turn'd  scurvy  rhynier,  are  you  1 

Dos.  Not  Hcurvy  neitlier, 
Though  1  be  samewhnl  ucliy  in  the  profession  : 
If  you  could  hear  me  out  with  patience,  I  know 
Her  mind  as  well  as  if  I  were  in  her  belly. 

Lac.  Thou  snidst  even  now  she  never  spake  sl 

Don.  But  she  gave  certain  signs,  and  that's  ail 
good, 

Lac.  Canst  thou  conceive  by  signs  7 

Don.  O,  passing  well,  sir, 
Even  from  an  infant  1  did  you  ne'er  know  that  ? 
I  was  the  happiest  child  in  all  uur  country ; 
I  was  born  of  a  dumb  woman. 

Lac.  How! 

Don.  Stark  dumb,  sir. 
My  father  had  a  rare  bargain  of  her,  a  rich  penni 

There  would  liave  been  but  t 

for  her : 
A  justice  of  peace  v 


Being  ther 


.   Well, 


istabte. 


>  much  money  givenil 

ei ;  but  my  father, 

er  before  him. 

r'd  into  these  dutnb'S 


What  were  the  signs  she  gave  you  ? 

Don.  Many  and  good,  sir. 
Imprimis,  she  first  gap'd,  but  that  I  guess'd 
Was  done  for  want  of  air,  'cause  she's  kept  close ; 
But  had  she  been  abroad  and  gap'd  as  much, 
'T  had  been  another  case  :  then  cast  she  up 
Her  pretty  eye  and  wink'd ;  tlie  word  methought.l 


Come  not  till 

Next,  thus  he: 


ivitterlight :' 
fingers  wen  I 


ea  who  should  say. 


flight']  i.  c.  tnilighi ;   compare  vol.  ij.  p.  309,  andfl 


I'd  fain  have  a  hole  broke  to  'scape  away: 
Then  look'd  upon  her  watch,  and  twice  she  nodded, 
As  who  should  say,  the  hour  will  come,  sweetheart. 
That  I  shall  make  two  noddies  of  my  keepers. 
Lac.   a   third  of  thee.     Is   this   your   mother- 

My  hopes  are  much  the  wiser  for  this  language : 
There's  no  such  curse  in  love  to'  an  arrant  ass  1 

Don.  O  ye.%  sir,  yes,  an  arrant  whore's  far  worse. 
You  never  lin* 

Railing  on  me  from  one  week's  end  to  another  ; 
But  you  can  keep  a  little  tit-mouse  page  there. 
That's  good  for  nothing  but  to  carry  toothpicks, 
Put  up  your  pipe  or  so,  tliat's  all  he's  good  for  : 
He  cannot  make  him  ready'  aa  he  should  do  ; 
I  am  fain  to  truss  his  points  *"  every  morning ; 
Yet  the  proud,  scornful  ape,  when  all  the  lodgings 
Were  taken  up  with  strangers  th'  other  night, 
He  would  not  suffer  me  to  come  to  bed  to  him, 
But  kick'd,  and  prick'd,  and  pinch'd  me  like  an 

urchin ;" 
There's  no  good  quality  in  him:  o'  my  conscience, 
I  think  he  scarce  knows  how  to  stride  a  horse; 
1  saw  him  with  a  little  hunting  nag 
But  thus  high  t'other  dav,  and  he  was  fain 
To  lead  him  to  a  high  rail,  and  get  up  like  a  buiter- 


ich: 


!(.]  i. 

isie  (D  •■ 


e.  dreu  himself:  compsTe  pp.  35,  31 
-      -    319. 


■  itrrAiN]  Signjlicd  botb  b  liedgehog  und  b  particular  kind 

of  Eiiry  or  spirit.     In  the  preient  panage,  "  prick'd  "  would 

seem  la  refer  lo  the  foTraer,  "  pincli'd  "  to  the  latter — the  two 

sign ifiCB lion B  being  perhspa  confounded  in  the  author's  mind. 
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There's  no  good  fellowsliip  ia  this  dandiprat," 
Thia  dive-dapper,^  aa  ia  in  other  pages ; 
They'd  go  a-swimming  with  me  familiarly 
I'  ih'  heat  of  summer,  and  clap  what-you- call -'ems  ; 
But  I  could  never  get  that  little  monkey  yet 
To  put  otl'his  breeches  : 

A  tender,  puling,  nice,  chitty-fac'd  squall  i  'tis. 
Lac.  Is  this  the  good  you  do  me  ?  his  love's 

And  most  distress 'd,  that  must  make  use  of  fools. 

Don.  Fool  to  my  face  still !  that's  unreasonable ; 
I  nill  be  a  knave  one  day  for  this  trick, 
Or't  shall  cost  me  a  fall,  though  it  be  from  a  gibbet ; 
It  has  been  many  a  proper  man's  last  leap. 
Nay,  sure  I'll  be  quite  out  of  the  precincts 
Of  a  fool  if  I  Uvc  but  two  days  to  an  end; 
I  will  turn  gipsy  presently, 
And  that's  the  highway  to  the  daintiest  knave 
That  ever  mother's  son  took  journey  to. 
O  those  dear  gipsies ! 

They  live  the  merriest  lives,  cat  sweet  stoln  hens, 
Pluck'd  over  pales  or  hedges  by  .1  twitch  ; 
They're  ne'er  without  a  plump  and  lovely  goose, 
Or  beautiful  sow-pig; 

Those  things  I  saw  with  mine  own  eyes  to-day : 
Tbey  call  those  vanities  and  trifling  piU'ries; 
But  if  a  privy  search  were  made  amongst  'em. 
They  should  find  other  manner  of  ware  about  'em. 
Cups,  rings,  and  silver  spoons,  byrlady  !'  bracelets. 


■'  dandiprai]  "  This  1 
sisbII  coin  of  that  n 
isrf,  a  little  man,  a 


!rm  i>,  in  all  probBbilily,  derived  Iron 
inie."  Editor  of  l»l6^HmdifnU.  a 
word  of  uncenaiii  origin,  evidenily 

coin :  see  Dote,  vol.  i.  a.  3M. 

iidapper — L  e.  dab-cbick. 

mean  here — eSemiuaie  thing:  lee  n< 

=,p.». 


Pearl  necklaces,  and  chains  of  gold 
They  are  the  wittiest  thieves  !     I'll  siay  no  longer, 
But  even  go  look  what  I  can  steal  now  presently. 
And  so  begin  to  bring  myself  acquainted  with  'em. 
[jliide,  and  exit. 
Lac.  Nothing  I  fear  so  much,  as  in  this  time 
Of  my  (lull  absence,  her  first  iove,  the  general. 
Will  wind  himself  into  her  affection 
By  secret  gifts  and  letters ;  there's  the  mischief.' 


though  my  policy 
,  no  man's  hate 
1  loalh'd  disease 


I  have  no  enemy  like  hin 
Dissembled  him  a  welca 
Can  stick  more  close  un 
Than  mine  to  him. 


Enter  Cardinal. 

Car.  What  ails  this  pretty  boy  lo  weep  so  often? — 
Tell  rae  the  cause,  child ;— how  his  eyes  stand  fulll— 
Beshrew  you,  nephew,  you're  too  bitter  to  him  I 
He  is  so  soft,  th'  unkindnesa  of  a  word 
Melts  him  into  a  woman. — 'Las,  poor  boy. 
Thou  shah  not  serve  him  longer  ;  'twere  great  pity 
That  thou  shouldst  wait  upon  an  angry  master : 
I've  prorais'd  thee  to  one  will  make  much  of  thee, 
And  hold  thy  weak  youth  in  roost  dear  respect, 

Page,  O,  I  beseech  your  grace  that  I  may  serve 


Non 


relse 


Car.  Thou  shalt  nol 

The  greatest  mistress  i 

The  duchess'  self. 

Page.  Nor  her,  nor 

Cab.  Cease,  boy  I 

Thou  know'sl  not  thi 

And  therefore  must  be 

■  /=»,;«.,]  i. 


all  Milan,  boy. 


ne  own  happiness,  through 
learnt :  go,  dry  thine  eyes. 


lA^de. 
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Page.  This  rather  is  the  vay  to  moke  'em  moister. 
[^Atide,  and  exit. 

Cae.  Now,  nephew !  nephew  ! 

Lac.  O,  you've  snatcfa'd  my  apirit,  sir. 
From  the  divinest  meditation 
That  ever  made  soul  happy  ! 

Car.  I'm  afraid 
I  shall  have  as  much  toil  (o  bring  him  on  now, 
Aa  I  had  pains  to  keep  her  otTfrom  him. 
I've  thought  it  fit,  nephew,  considering 
The  present  barrenness  of  our  name  and  house. 
The  only  famine  of  succeeding  honour. 
To  move  the  ripeness  of  your  lime  to  marriage. 

Lac.  How,  sir,  to  marriage  ? 

Car.  Yes,  to  a  fruitful  life: 
We  must  not  all  be  strict ;  so  generation 
Would  lose  her  right:  thou'rl  young  ;  'tis  my  desire 
To  see  thee  hestow'd  happily  in  my  lifetime. 

Lac.  Does  your  grace  well  remember  who  I  am, 
When  you  speak  this  ! 

Cab..  Yea,  very  perfectly  ; 
You're  a  young  man,  fidl  in  the  grace  of  life, 
And  made  to  do  love  credit ;  proper,  handsome. 
And  for  affection  pregnant. 

Lac.  I  beseech  you,  sir, 
Take  off  your  praises  rather 
Upon  BO  frail  a  use.     / 
T  know  not  what  lave  i: 
If  woman  be  amongst  it,  I  shall  s 
Take  her  away,  for  contemplation's  sake  : 
Most  serious  uncle,  name  no  such  thing  to  me. 

Car.  Come,  come,  you're  fond  ;' 
Prove  but  BO  strict  and  obstinate  in  age. 
And  you  are  well  to  pass.     There's  honest  love 

'/mJ]  i.  e.  faoliih. 


r  than  bestow  'em 
r  what  you  speak  of! 


you. 


Stick  close  lo  virtue  then;  in  the  meantime 
There's  honourable  joys  to  keep  youth  company ; 
And  if  death  take  you  there,  dying  no  adulterer. 
You're  out  of  his  eternal  reach  ;  defy  him. 
List  hither;  come  to  me,  and  with  great  thankfulneas 
s  ihee 1 


Welco 

ne  thy  fortunes ;  "ti 

the  duchess  1 

Lac 

The  duchess  1 

Car 

Doats  on  thee ;  n 

11  die  for  thee, 

Unless 

she  may  enjoy  thee 

Lac 

She  m»Bt  die  then 

Car 

How? 

Lac 

'Las,  do  you  think  she  ever  mea 

I'll  SOC 

ner'believe  aU  a  wo 

man  speaks 

Than  that  she'll  die  for  love :  she  has 

lord, 

That  »■ 

ill  keep  life  in  her. 

Car.  Belie 

That  should  have  bounteous  interest  in  thy  faith, 
She's  thine,  and  not  her  voiv's. 
Lac.  The  more  ray  sorrow, 
L  My  toil,  and  my  destruction. —  My  blood  dances  1" 
[Aside. 
Uar.  And  though  that  bashful  maiden  virtue  in 

That  never  held  familiar  league  uith  womnn, 
Binds  fast  all  pity  to  her  heart  that  loves  thee, 
Let  me  prevail,  my  counsel  stands  up  to  thee, 
I  Embrace  it  as  the  fulness  of  thy  fortunes, 


■  Mg  bletd  donrci]  "  Is  the  only  part  of  Ibe  ipecch  ■[ 
Killrigiii^  ^Ten  lo  Laclantio ;  the  nnt  part  ii  there  the 
•    ■    "on  of  the  catdin»l'*."     Editor  of  ISlfl. 
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As  if  all  blensinga  upon  eartb  were  cloa'd 
Within  one  happiness,  for  such  another 
Whole  life  couJd  never  meet  with  :  go  and  present 
Your  lervice  and  your  love  ;  but,  on  your  hopes, 
Do  it  religiously.     What  need  I  doubt  him 
Whom  chastity  locks  up? 

Lac.  O  envy, 
Hailst  thou  no  other  means  to  come  by  virtue 
But  by  sucli  treachery !  the  duchess'  love  ! 
Thou  tvouldst  be-  sure  to  aim  it  high  enougli, 
Thou  kncw'st  full  well  'twas  no  prevailing  else, — 

Sir,  what  your  will  commands,  mine  shall  fulfil ; 
I'll  teach  my  heart  in  all  t'  obey  your  will. 

Cak.  a  thing  you  shall  not  lose  by.    Here  come 
the  lords  : 

Enter  Lords. 

Go,  fallow  you  the  course  ihat  I  advis'd  you ; 
The  comfort  of  thy  presence  is  expected  : 
Away  with  speed  to  court ;  ahe  languishes 
For  one  dear  sight  of  thee  :  for  life's  sake,  haste ; 
You  lose  my  favour  if  you  let  her  perish, 

Lac.  And  art  thou  come,  brave  fortune,  the  re- 
word 
Of  neat'[8t]  hypocrisy  that  ever  book'd  it," 
Or  tum'd  up  transitory  white  o"  th"  eye 
Afler  the  feminine  rapture  1     Duchess  and  1 
Were  a  6(  match,  can  be  denied  of  no  man ; 
The  best  dissembler  lights  on  tlie  best  woman ; 
'Twere  sin  to  part  us.  {^At'ide,  and  exit. 

Car.  You  lights  of  state,  truth's  friends,  tnucb- 
honoured  lords. 
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Faithful  admirers  of  our  duchess'  virtues. 

And  firni  believers,  it  appears  as  plain 

As  knowledge  tu  the  eyes  of  industry, 

That  neither  private  motion,  which  holds  counsel 

Often  with  woman's  frailty  and  her  hlood, 

Nor  public  sight,  the  lightning  of  temptations. 

Which  from  the  eye  strikes  sparks  into  the  bosom. 

And  sets  whole  hearts  on  fire,  hath  power  to  raise 

A  heat  in  her  'hove  that  which  feeds  chaste  life. 

And  gives  that  cherishing  means ;  she's  the  same 

still. 
And  seems  so  seriously  employ'd  in  soul. 
As  if  she  could  not  'lend  to  cast  an  eye 
Upon  deserts  so  low  as  those  in  man. 
It  merits  famous  memory  I  confess  ; 
Yet  many  times  when  1  behold  her  youth. 
And  think  upon  the  lost  hopes  of  posterity. 
Succession,  and  the  royal  fruits  of  beauty, 
All  by  the  rashness  of  one  vow  made  desperate. 
It  goes  so  near  my  heart,  1  feel  it  painful. 
And  wakes  me  into  pity  oftentimes. 
When  others  sleep  unmov'd, 

Fiasi  Lord.  I  speak  it  faithfully, 
For  'tis  poor  fame  to  boast  of  a  disc 
Your  grace  has  not  endur'd  that  pai 
Thasbeenagrief  of  mine;  hut  where's  the  remedy? 

Cab.  True,  there  your  lordsjiip  spake  enough  in 
little ; 
There's  nothing  to  be  liop'd  for  but  repulses ; 
She's  not  to  seek*  for  armour  against  love 
That  has  bid  battle  to  his  powers  ao  long ; 
He  that  should  try  her  now  had  need  come  strong, 
And  with  more  force  than  his  own  arguments. 
Or  he  may  part  disgrac'd,  being  put  to  flight; 


[J  alone. 


596  MORE  DI33EMBLERS 

Thai  soldier's  tough  has  been  in  seven  years'  fight. 
Her  vow's  invincible  ;  for  jou  must  grant  this. 
If  those  desires,  Irain'd  up  in  flesh  and  blood 
To  war  continual);  'gainst  good  intents, 
Prove  all  too  weak  for  her,  having  advantage 
Both  of  her  sex  and  her  unskil fulness 
At  a  spiritual  weapon,  wanting  knowledge 
To  tnanage  resolution,  and  yet  win, 
What  force  can  a  poor  argument  bring  in  ? 
The  books  that  I  have  publish'd  in  her  praise 
Commend  her  constancy,  and  that's  fame-worthy  ; 
But  if  you  read  me  o'er  with  eyes  of  enenaies. 
You  cannot  justly  and  with  honour  tax  me 
That  I  dissuade  her  life  from  marriage  there : 
Now  heaven  and  fruitfulDess  forbid,  not  1 ! 
She  may  be  constant  there,  and  the  hard  wai 
Of  chastity  is  held  a  virtuous  strife, 
As  rare  in  marriage  as  in  single  life ; 
Nay,  by  some  writers  rarer ;  hear  their  reasons. 
And  you'll  approve  'em  fairly.     She  that's  single. 
Either  in  maid  or  widow,  oftentimes 
The  fear  of  shame,  more  than  the  fear  of  heaven, 
Keeps  chaste  and  constant ;  when  the  tempest  comes, 
She  knows  she  has  no  shelter  for  her  sin, 
It  must  endure  the  weathers  of  all  censure; 
Nothing  but  sea  and  air  that  poor  bark  feels : 
When  she  in  wedlock  is  like  a  safe  vessel 
That  lies  at  anchor ;  come  what  weathers  can. 
She  has  her  harbour ;  at  her  great  unlading, 
Much  may  be  stolo,  and  tittle  waste ;"  the  master 
Thinks  himself  rich  enough  with  what  he  has. 
And  holds  content  by  that.     How  think  you  novr,  I 
lords  t 


"  wasit] 

who  Ibmki 

•■  there  csa  1 

aliecatioD.' 
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If  she  that  might  ofTenil  safe  docs  not  err. 
What's  chaste  in  others  is  most  rare  in  her, 

Sec.  I<ord.  What  wisdom  but  approves  it? 

First  Lord.  But,  my  lord, 
This  should  be  told  to  her  it  concerns  moat ; 
Pity  such  good  things  should  be  spoke  and  lost. 

Car.  That  were  the  way  to  lose  'em  utterly ; 
You  quite  forget  her  vow  :  yet,  now  I  think  on't, 
What  is  that  vow  1  'twas  but  a  thing  enforc'd. 
Was  it  not,  lords  ? 

First  Lord.  Merely  compell'd  indeed. 

Car.  Only  to  please  the  duke ;  and  forced  virtue 
Fails  in  her  merit,  there's  no  crown  prepar'd  for't. 
What  have  we  done,  my  lords  ?  I  fear  we've  sion'd 
In  too  much  strictness  to  uphold  her  in't, 
In  cherishing  her  will;  for  woman's  goodness 
Takes  counsel  of  that  first,  and  then  determines  ; 
She  cannot  truly  be  call'd  constant  now. 
If  she  persever,  rather  obstinate. 
The  vow  appearing  forced,  as  it  proves. 
Tried  by  our  purer  thoughts ;  the  grace  and 
Of  all  her  victories  are  but  idle  glories, 
She  wilful,  and  we  enemies  to  succession. 
I  will  not  take  rest  till  I  tell  her  soul 
As  freely  as  I  talk  to  those  I  keep. 

Lords.  And  we'll  all  second  you,  my  lord. 

Car.  Agreed ; 
We'll  knit  such  knots  of  arguments  so  fast. 
All  wit  in  her  shall  not  undo  in  haste. 

Sec.  Lord.  Nay,  sure,  I  think  all  we  shall  be  too 
hard  for  her. 
Else  she's  a  huge  wild  creature. 

First  Lord.  If  we  win, 
And  she  yield  marriage,  then  will  I  strike  in.  [^Aside. 
\_Exeunl. 
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SCENE    II. 

An  apartment  in  the  Haute  of  the  Ducheta. 
Enter  Duckets  and  Cei.u. 
DccH.  Thou  tcll'st  me  happy  things,  if  they  be  I 

To  bring  my  wishes  about  wondrous  strangely  ; 
Lactaniio,  nephew  to  the  cardinal. 
The  general's  secret  enemy  1 

Celia.  Most  true,  madam ; 
1  had  it  from  a  gentleman,  my  kinsman. 
That  knows  the  best  part  of  Lactantio's  bosom. 
DucH,  It  happens  passing  fortunately  to  save 
Employment  in  another  j  he  will  'come  dost 
A  necessary  property  ;  he  may  thank 
The  need  and  use  we  have  of  him  for  his  welcome,  I 
JiKnockittg  Kithi*.  J 
Now,  who's  that  knocks? 

Celia  [after  going  out  and  re-etderiKg'].  Madanit  J 
'tis  he,  with  speed : 
I  thought  he  had  brought  his  horse  to  th'  chamber- 
door. 
He  made  such  haste  and  noise. 

Dt'ca.  Admit  him,  prithee. 
And  have  a  care  your  heart  be  true  and  secret. 
Celia.  Take  life  away  from't  when  it  fails  you, 

madam. 
DucH,  Enough;  I  know  thee  wise. — [fjtit  Celia. 
He  comes  with  haste  indeed. 

Enter  Lactantio, 

Are  you  come  now,  sirl  j 
Vou  should  have  stay'd  yet  longer,  and  have  found'l 

Dead,  to  requite  your  haste. 

Lac.  Love  bless  you  better,  madam ! 


)l'ch.  Must  I  bid  welcome  to  the  man  undoes 

The  cauBe  of  my  vow's  breach,  my  honour's  enemy  ; 

One  that  does  all  the  mischief  to  my  fame, 

And   mocks   my  seven   years'  conrjueat  with    his 

name! 
This  is  a  force  of  love  was  never  felt; 
But  I'll  not  grudge  at  fortune,  I  will  take 
Captivity  cheerfully:  here,  seiie  upon  me, 
And  if  thy  heart  can  be  so  pitiless 
To  chain  me  up  for  ever  in  those  arms, 
111  take  it  mildly,  ay,  and  thank  my  stars, 
For  we're  aU  subject  to  the  chance  of  wars. 

Lac.  We  are  so ;   yet  take  comfort,  vanquish'd 
duchess, 
I'll  use  you  like  an  honourable  prisoner. 
You  shall  be  [well]  entreated  j  day  shall  be 
Free  for  all  sports  lo  you,  the  night  for  me ; 
That's  all  I  challenge,  all  the  rest  is  thine ; 
And  for  your  fare  't  shall  be  no  worse  than  mine. 

DucM.  Nay,  then,  I'm  heartily  pleasant,  and  aa 


lerry 
As  one  that  on 
You  cannot  sa^ 

Lac.  Faith, 'all  that  I 
And  St 
Wears 

DccH.  What 


o  malice,  and  that's  well,  sir : 
much  for  your  part,  can  you  ? 
'      )  one  man,  madam, 
■,  that  malice 


atmger. 
he  that  shall  dare  to  be  your 
enemy. 
Having  our  friendship,  if  he  be  a  servant 
And  subject  to  our  law  ? 

Lac  Yes,  trust  me,  madam, 
Of  a  vild*  fellow  1  hold  him  a  true  subject; 
There's  many  arrant  knaves  that  are  good  subjects. 


vild]  S 
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Some  for  tlieir  li 


That 


^iUu 


i  sakes,  some  for  their  liv* 
Tien,  and  drink  ilieir  wives 
much  in  fault  that  know  such  | 


Duca.  They  are 

AdiI  yet  conceal  'em  from  the  whips  of  justice. 
For  love's  sake  give  me  in  your  foe  betimes. 
Before  he  vex  you  further  j  I  will  order  bim 
To  your  heart's  wishes,  load  him  with  disgraces, 
That  your  revenge  shall  ratlier  pity  him 
Than  wish  more  weight  upon  him. 

Lac.  Say  you  ao,  madam  ? — 
Here's  a  bless 'd  hour,  that  feeds  both  love  and  bate ; 
Then  take  ihy  time,  brave  malice.    [_Atide.'] — Vir- 
tuous princess. 
The  only  enemy  that  my  vengeance  points  to 
Lives  in  Andrugio. 

DucH.  What,  the  general  1 

Lac.  That's  the  man,  madam. 

DucB.  Are  you  serious,  sir? 

Lac,  As  at  my  prayers.  i 

Ddch.  We  meet  happily  then  | 

In  both  our  wishes  ;  he's  the  only  man 
My  will  has  had  a  longing  to  disgrace. 
For  divers  capital  contempts  ;  my  memory 
Shall  call  'em  all  together  now ;  nay,  sir, 
I'll  bring  his  faitlt  in  war  now  into  question. 
And  his  late  conference  with  the  enemy. 

Lac.  Byrlady,^  a  shrewd  business  and  a  dan- 
gerous ! 
Signor,  your  neck's  a-cracking. 

DucH.  Stay,  stay,  sir  ; 
Take  pen  and  ink. 

Lac.  Here's  both,  and  paper,  madam. 

Duca.  I'll  take  him  in  a  fine  trap. 

r  Bgrtady^  See 
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COl 


ind  fair, 
my  stops. 


:,  madam. 


PIac,  That  were  excellent. 

DicH.  A  letter  so  writ  would  abuse  him  strangely. 

Lac.  Good  madam,  let  me  understand  your  mind, 
And  then  take  you  no  care  for  his  abusing; 

I  serve  for  nothing  else-     I  can  write  f 
Most  true  orthography,  and  obserre  n 

DucH.   Slay,  stay  awhile  ; 
Vou  do  not  know  bis  band. 

Lac.  a  bastard  Roman, 
Much  like  mine  own;  I  could  go  nef 

DvcH.  Marry,  and  shall. 

Lac.  We  were  once  great  together. 
And  writ  Spanish  epistles  one  to  another, 
To  exercise  the  language. 

DticH,  Did  you  bo? 

II  shall  be  a  bold  letter  of  temptation, 
With  bis  name  to't,  as  writ  and  sent  to  me. 

Lac.  Can  be  no  better,  lady ;  stick  there,  madam. 
And  ne'er  seek  further. 

Ditcid.  Begin  thus:  Fair  duclien,  »ay ; 
We  must  use  flattery  if  we  imitate  man, 
Twill  ne'er  be  thought  his  pen  else. 

Lac.  Mont  fair  duckelt.  [Writing. 

DucH.  What  need  you  base  put  in  mosl?  yet 
since  'tis  in. 
Let  't  even  go  on;    few  women  would  find  faull 

with't ; 
We  all  love  to  be  best,  but  seldom  mend : 
Go  on,  sir. 

Lac.    Most  fair  duchest!   here's  an  admiration- 
point.  [^Wriling, 

Ihjcti.  The  report  of  your  vok  shall  not  Jear  me— — 

Lac.  Fear  me ;  two  stops  at  fear  me.     [Writing. 

Ducii.  /  know  t/m'rc  but  a  womnn 

Lac,  But  a  woman ;  a  comma  at  woman. 

[H'riting. 

VOL.  til.  3  F 
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Dt'cn 

.  And  what  a  mman  U,  a  wiM 

mankttoivt. 

Lac. 

Wise  man 

hnm^i 

a  full  prick 

there. 

IWritmg. 

DlCH 

.  Perhaps 

my  etmditioH^  may 

seem  blunt  to 

Lac. 

Blunt  to  you;  a  Cf 

mm  a  here  again. 

iWrttmg. 

DvcH 

.   But  no -n 

tan's  lav 

•  can  he  mor 

e  sharp  set  — 

Lac. 

Sharp  set. 

there  a 

colon,  for  colon"  is  sharp 

t  oftentimes. 

(Writing. 

DUCH 

.  Arutn 

low  desi 

es  in  both  «x«  have  tkilt 

at  that  n'eapon. 

Lac.  Skill  at  that  weapon;  a  full  prick  here  at 
weapon.  [/fVi/in^, 

Ddcii.  So,  that  will  be  enough ;  subscribe  it  thus 
now. 
One  that  voks  service  to  your  affeelimis ;  signor  such 

Lac,    Signor  Andrugio,  C;  that  stonils  for  ge- 
neral. {Writing. 

DucH.  And  you  shall  stand  for  goosc-CBp.  [^Aiide.'] 
—Give  me  that :  [  Taking  letter. 

Betake  you  to  your  business  speedily,  sir ; 
We  give  you  full  authority  from  our  person, 
In  right  of  reputarion,  truth,  and  honour. 
To  lake  a  strong  guard,  and  attach  his  body ; 
That  done,  to  bring  him  presently  before  us; 
Then  we  know  what  to  do. 

Lac.  My  hate  finils  tvings ; 
Man's  spirit  flies  swif\  to  all  revengeful  things. 

{^Aside,  and  exit. 

Ddch.  Why,  here's  the  happiness  of  my  desires ; 
The  means  safe,  unsuspected,  far  from  thought 


I 


'  cDnrii/wB]  See  note,  p.  292. 

*  rsfen]  i.  e.  ibe  Itrgett  of  ibe  humi 


J 


His  stale  is  like  the  world's  condition  right, 
Greedy  of  gain,  either  by  fraud  or  stealth  ; 
And  whilst  one  toils,  another  eetE  the  wsiiUh. 

ACT  IV.     SCENE  I. 

The  rendexvoas  of  the  Gipiies,^  near  Milan. 
Enter  Andgurio. 
And.  Notv,  fortune,  shew  thyself  the  friend  of 
love. 
Make  her  way  plain  and  safe ;  cast  all  their  eyes 
That  guard  tlje  castle 
Into  a  thicker  blindness  than  tbine  own. 
Darker  than  ignorance  or  idolatry. 
That  in  that  shape  my  love  may  pass  unknown, 
And  by  her  freedom  set  my  comforts  free. 
This  is  the  place  appointed  for  our  meeting, 
Yet  comes  she  [noij;  I'm  covetous  of  her  sight; 
That  gipsy-habit  alters  her  so  far 
From  knowledge,  that  our  purpose  cannot  err ; 
She  might  have  been  here  now  by  thia  time  largely, 
And  much  to  spare :  I  would  not  miss  her  now 
In  this  plight  for  the  loss  of  a  year's  joy. 
She's  ignorant  of  this  house,  nor  knows  she  where 
Or  which  way  to  bestow  herself  through  fear. 

Enter  Lactantio  fvith  a  GuaTd, 
Lac.  Close  with  him,  gentlemen. — In  the  duchess' 

We  do  attach  your  body, 

^  The  nndtianmi  qf  On  Gipiiei]  Fram  Andrugio'i  mention 
of"  thii  haute"  the  scene  would  seem  tube  laid  within  doors; 
yet  the  meeling  between  Aurelia'a  falher,  Ibe  goiemor.  and 
the  gipsisB,  appcuTB  to  be  accidental,  and  to  lake  placa  in  (he 
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Akd.  How,  my  body  ? 
What  means  tliU  rudeness! 

Lac.  Vou  add  (o  your  ofTences, 
Calling  that  rudeness  thai  is  fair  command. 
Immaculate  justice,  and  the  duchess'  pleasure. 

And.  Signor  Lactantio !  O,  are  you  the  speaker  7 

Lac.  1  am  what  I  am  made. 

AsD.  Shew  me  my  crime. 

Lac.   I  fear  you'll  have  too  many  shewn  you, 

And.  The  father  of  untruths  posaeaaes  thy  spirit. 
As  he  commands  tliy  tongue :  I  defy  fear 
But  in  my  love,  it  only  settles  tlierc. 

Lac.  Bring  bim  along. 

And.  Let  law's  severest  brow 
Bend  at  my  deeds,  my  innocence  shall  rise 
A  shame  to  thee  and  all  my  enemies. 

Lac.  You're  much  the  happier  man.  I 

And.  0,  my  hard  crosses  ! 
Grant  me  the  third  part  of  one  hour's  stay. 

Lac.  Sir,  not  a  minute. 

And.  O,  she's  lost! 

Lac.  Away!  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Aurelia  disguised  as  a  Gipsy. 
AuR.  I'm  happily  escap'd,  not  one  pursues  me: 
This  shape's  too  cunning  for  'em ;  all  die  sport  was. 
The  porter  would  needs  know  his  fortune  of  me 
As  I  pass'd  by  him  :  'twas  such  a  plunge*^  to  me, 
1  knew  not  how  to  bear  myself;  at  last 
I  did  resolve  of  somewhat,  look'd  in's  hand. 
Then  shook  my  bead,  bade  him  make  much  on'a 

He'd  lose  his  sight  clean  long  before  he  dies  ; 


GO.l 


■   lost  the  Bight  of  n 


when  I'm  handsome, 
inder,  troth, 
;  I  could  have  look 
3  have  left  him ; 


And  BO*  away  went  I; 

(juickly : 

I  told  him  his  fortune  truer  for  nothing  than  some 
Of  my  complexion  that  would  have  cozen'd  him  of 

hia  money. 
This  is  the  place  of  meeting  ;  where's  this  man  now 
Tiiat  has  took  all  this  care  and  pains  for  nothing  ? 
The  use  of  him  is  at  the  last  cast  now. 
Shall  only  bring  me  to  my  former  face  again, 
And  sec  me  somewhat  cleantie 
And  then  farewell,  Andrugio ; 
I'm  for  another  straight.     1  wi 
That  tie  would  misa  me  tl 
Many  occasions  besides  this  ti 
I'm  not  in  want,  he  need  not  give  me  any ; 
A  woman's  will  has  still  enough  to  spare 
To  help  her  friends,  and**  need  be.    What,  not  yet  ? 
What  will  become  of  me  in  this  shape  then? 
If  I  know  where  to  go,  I'm  no  dissembler; 
And  I'll  not  lose  my  part  in  woman*  so 
For  such  a  trifle,  to  forswear  myself. 
But  conies  he  not  indeed? 

Enter  Domdolo. 

Don.  O  excellent !   by  this  light  here's  one  of 
them  \  I  ihank  my  stars  :  I  learnt  that  phrase  in  the 
Half-moon  tavern.    [^Jirfe,] — By  your  leave,  good 
gipsy ! 
I  pray  how  far  off  is  your  company  ? 

Ara.  O  happiness  !  this  is  the  merry  fellow 
My  love,  signor  Lactantio,  takes  delight  in  ; 


Ind  la  . ..  mnei/]  So  these  three  lines  itand  in  old  eii.  -. 
0  I  see  how  Iha  melre  can  be  rectified  by  any  arrBuge- 
-  ^nJ]  i.  e,  if. 
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rU  send  him  anay  speedily  with  the  news 

Of  my  80  strange  and  fortunate  escape. 

And  he'll  provide  my  safety  at  an  instant.     \^Asule. 

My  friend,  thou  sery'st  signor  Lactaniio  7 

bos.  Who,  I  serve  ?  gipsy,  I  scorn  your  motion ;' 
and  if  the  rest  of  your  company  give  me  no  better 
words,  I  will  hinder  'em  the  stealing  of  more 
puilen'  than  fifty  poulterers  were  ever  worth,  and 
prove  a  heavier  enemy  to  all  iheir  pig-booties ; 
they  shall  travel  like  Jews,  that  hate  swine's  flesh, 
and  never  get  a  sow  by  ih'  ear  all  their  lifetime. 
I  serve  Lactantio !  I  scorn  to  serve  any  body ;  I  am 
more  gipsy-minded  than  so :  though  my  face  look 
of  a  Christian  colour,  if  my  belly  were  ripped  up, 
you  shall  find  ray  heart  as  black  aa  any  patch  about 
you.  The  truth  is,  I  am  as  arrant  a  thief  as  the 
proudest  of  your  company ;  I'll  except  none :  1  sm 
run  away  from  ray  master  in  the  state  of  a  fool,  and 
till  I  be  a  perfect  knave  I  never  raean  (o  return 


agam. 


I 


:t  the  happier  for  this  fortune  now  ; 
It  did  but  mock  me.  {Aiide. 

Don.  Here  they  come,  here  they  come ! 

Enter  Gipty  Captain  mt/t  a  comjiany  of  Gijuiei,  male 
and/emale,  carrying  boolie*  u/hmi  and  duckt,  ^., 
and  tingijig. 
G.  Cap.    Cntne,  my  dainty  doxiei. 

My  delU,^  my  delU  mosl  dear; 
We  have  neither  home  nor  land. 
Yet  never  want  good  cheer. 
Chorus.    We  netier  want  good  cheer. 
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G.  Cap.     JVe  take  no  care  for  candle  rents. 

Sec.  Gip.  We  lie. 

Til.  GiP.  We  tnorl. 

G.  Cap,    »e  sport  <  in  lenls. 

Then  rouse  betimes  and  steal  our  dinner t. 

Our  store  is  nn-'cr  taken  JH 

IVithoat  pigs,  hens,  or  bacon,  ^H 

And  that's  good  meal  for  sinners:        ^^| 

Al  makes  and  fairs  me  cozen  ^^ 

Poor  countri/ folks  by  dozen  ; 

If  one  have  money,  he  disburses 

Whilst  some  tellfortunes,some pick  fmrtes! 

Rather  than  be  out  of  use, 

We'll  steal  garters,  hose,  or  thoet. 

Boots,  or  spars  with  gingling  romelt, 

Shirts  or  napkins,  smocks  or  tojveU. 

Come  live  milh  us,  come  line  tvilh 


u  tlial  love  your  ei 
e  that's  a  gipsy 


\ 


Allm 
He 

May  be  dmak  or  tipsy 

Al  what  hour  he  pleases. 

CuoBus.    We  laugh,  we  quaff,  we  roar,  we  loiffle; 

We  cheat,  n'e  drab,  we  filch,  we  shujfie. 
Don.  O  sweet !   they  deserve  to  be  hanged  for 
ravishing  of  me. 

AuH.  What  will  become  of  me?  if  1  seem  fearful 

Or  offer  sudden  flight,  then  I  betray  myself; 

I  must  do  neither.  lAside. 

G.  Cap.   Ousabel,''  camcheteroon,  pjtscatelion, 
Hows-droas. 

Sec.  Gip.  Rumbos  stragadelion  ^H 

AUa  pifkitch  in  soms-clons.  ^H 

Oh,  oh!  H 

•  «por(]  Qy.  "mart" — as  before. 

'  Ouiabtl,  &c.]   So  this  gibberish  is  divided  in  old  ed., 
rbymea,  perhaps,  being  inlcaded. 


Don.  Piskilch  in  kowse-elout .'  I  shall  never  Iceep     I 
a  good  tongue  in  my  head  till  I  get  this  language. 
G.  Cap,    Umbra  Jill  kevoll'iden,  magro-pye. 
Don.  He  calls  her  magot-o'-pie.'' 
AuR.  I  love  your  language  well,  but  understand 

G.  Cap.  Hah ! 

Atin.  I  am  but  lately  turn'd  to  your  profession ; 
Yet  from  my  youth  I  ever  lov'd  it  dearly. 
But  never  could  attain  to't:  steal  I  can, 
It  was  a  thing  I  ever  was  brought  tip  lo ; 
My  father  was  a  miller,  and  my  mother 
A  tailor's  widow. 

Don.  She's  a  thief  on  both  aides. 

G.  Cap.  Give  me  thy  hand  ;  thou  art  no  bastard 
born, 
We  have  not  a  more  true-bred  thief  amongst  vs. 

GipsiEg.  Not  any,  captain. 

Don.  I  pray,  take  me  into  some  grace  amongst 
you  loo ;  for  though  I  claim  no  goodness  from  my 
parents  to  help  me  forward  into  your  society,  I  had 
two  uncles  that  were  both  hanged  for  robberies,  if 
that  will  serve  your  turn,  and  a  brave  cut-purse  to 
my  cousin-german  :  if  kindred  tvill  be  taken,  I  tun 
03  near  akin  to  a  thief  as  any  of  you  that  had 
fathers  and  mothers. 

G.  Cap.  What  is  it  thou  requireBl,  noble  cousin? 

Don.  Cousin?  nay,  and'  we  be  so  near  akin 
already,  now  we  are  sober,  we  shall  be  sworn  bro- 
thers when  we  are  drunk  :  the  naked  truth  is,  sir, 
I  would  be  made  a  gipsy  as  fast  as  you  could 
devise. 

G.  Cap.  a  gipsy? 

Don,  Ay,  with  all  the  speed  you  can,  air ;  the 

^  mneot-o*-pit]  i.  e.  magpie^ 


w 
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very  sight  of  those  stolen  hens  egga  me  forward 
horribly. 

G.  Cap.  Here's  dainty  ducks  too,  boy. 

Don.  I  see  'em  but  loo  well ;  I  would  tliey  were 
all  rotten  roasted  and  stuffed  with  oniona. 

G.  Cap.  Lov'bi  thou  the  common  food  of  Egypt, 
onioDs  7 

Don.  Ay,  and  garlic  too  ;  I  have  smelt  out  many 
a  knave  by't ;  but  1  could  never  smell  mine  own 
breath  yet,  and  that's  many  a  man's  fault ;  he  can 
smell  out  a  knave  in  another  sometimes  three  yards 
off,  yet  liis  nose  standing  so  nigh  his  mouth,  he  can 
never  smell  out  himself. 

G.  Cap.  A  pregnant  gipsy! 

Gipsies.  A  most  witty  sinner  ! 

G.  Cap.  Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  coa  :  art  thou 
fortunate  ? 

Don.  How?  fortunate!  nay,  I  cannot  tell  that 
myself;  wherefore  do  1  come  to  you  but  to  learn 
that?  I  have  sometimes  found  money''  in  old  shoes; 
but  if  I  had  not  stolen  more  than  1  have  found,  I 
bad  had  but  a  scurvy  tbin-cbeeked  fortune  on't. 

G.  Cap.  [taking  Dondoi.o's  hand']  Here's  a  fair 
table.' 

Don.  Ay,  so  lias  many  a  man  that  has  given  over 
housekeeping ;  a  fair  table,  when  there's  neither 
cloth  nor  meat  upon't. 

G.  Cap.  What  a  brave  line  of  life's  berc;  look 
you,  gipsies. 

Don-  I  have  known  as  brave  a  line  end  in  a  baiter, 

G.  Cap.  But  thou  art  born  to  precious  fortune. 


'  mnius,  &c,]  "  This  ii  an  allusion  to  a  popular  super- 
stition, (bat  the  fairies,  rram  iheir  love  of  cletinliiieu,  uwil  al 
Digbt  to  drop  money  into  the  aboea  of  good  lervanis  as  a  re- 
wu^"     Editor  of  ISlti. 

'  labh]  SeenoEe,  p,  116. 
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Don.  The  devil  I  am  ! 
G.  Cap.  Belte  buckello. 
Don.  How,  to  beat  bucks? 
G.  Cap,   SteaUe  bacono. 

Don.  O,  to  steal  bacon  ;  tlist's  the  better  fortune 
)'  th'  two  indeed. 
G.  Cap.   Thou  nilt  be  shortly  captain  of  the 

gipsies. 
Don.    I  would  you'd  make  me  corporal  i'  ih' 


Or  standard-bearer  to  the  women's  regiment. 

G.  Cap.  Much  may  be  done  for  love. 

Don.  Nay,  here's  some  money  ; 
I  know  an  ofHce  comes  not  all  for  love. 

[FetU  in  hit  pockets. 
A  pox  of  your  lime-twigs !  you  havc't  all  already. 

G.  Cap.  It  lies  but  here  in  cash  for  thine  own 

Don.  Nay,  an  't  He  there  once,  i  shall  hardly 
come  to  the  fingering  on't  in  liaate ;  yet  make  me 
an  apt  scholar,  and  I  c»re  not :  teach  me  but  bo 
much  gipsy,  to  steal  as  much  more  from  another, 
and  the  devil  do  you  good  of  that. 

G.  Cap.  Thou  shall  have  all  thy  heart  requires : 
First,  here's  a  girl  for  thy  desires ; 
This  doxy  fresh,  tliis  new-come  dell,' 
Shall  lie  by  thy  sweet  side  and  swell. 
Get  me  gipsies  brave  and  tawny, 
With  cheek  full  plump  and  hip  full  brawny ; 
Look  you  prove  industrious  dealers. 
To  serve  the  commonwealth  with  stealers. 
That  th'  nnhous'd  race  of  fortune-tellers 
May  never  fail  to  cheat  town-dwellers, 
Or,  to  our  universal  grief, 
Leave  country  fairs  without  a  thief. 

*  delf]  Spc  Dole,  vol.  ii.  p.  IS3S. 


This  is  all  you  have  to  do, 
Save  every  hour  a  filch  or  two. 
Be  il  money,  cloth,  or  puUen  :" 
When  ihc  evening's  brow  looks  sullen. 
Lose  no  time,  for  then  'tis  precious  ; 
Let  your  slights"  be  fine,  facetious: 
Which  hoping  you'll  observe,  to  try  thee, 
With  rusty  bacon  thus  I  gipsify  thee. 

[Rubs  his  face  niilh  bacon. 

Don.  Do  you  «se  to  do't  with  bacon  ? 

G.  Cap.  Evermore. 

Don.  By  this  light,  the  rats  will  take  me  now  for 
some  hog's  cheek,  and  eat  up  my  face  when  I  am 
asleep,  I  shall  have  never  a  bit  left  by  to-morrow 
morning;  and  lying  open  mouthed  as  I  use  to  do, 
I  shall  look  for  all  the  world  like  a  mouse-trap 
baited  with  bacon. 

G.  Cap.  Why,  here's  a  face  like  thine  so  done, 
Ordy  grain'd  in  by  the  sun  ; 
And  this,  and  these. 

Don.  Faith,  then,  there's  a  company  of  bacon- 
faces  of  you,  and  I  am  one  now  to  make  up  the 
number :  we  are  a  kind  of  conscionable  people, 
and"  'twere  well  thought  upon,  for  to  steal  bacon, 
and  black  our  faces  with't ;  'tis  like  one  thai  com- 
mits sin,  and  writes  his  faults  in  his  forehead. 

G.  Cap.  Wit,  whither  wilt  thou  ?p 

DoK.  Marry,  to  the  next  pocket  1  can  come  at ; 
and  if  it  he  a  gentleman's,  I  wish  a  whole  quarter's 
rent  in't.  Is  thia  my  in  dock,  out  nettle  ?'<  What's 
gipsy  for  her  7 

"  piitfro]  i.e.  poultry.         '  iligSli]  i.  r.  dejilcrous  liicbi. 

•  and]  I.  e.  if. 

>  Wil,  whillur  tvill  r/uiu]  A  kind  of  proverbial  expresgion  : 
il  occurs  in  Shukeapeare'i  ^i  you  like  il,  net  ir.  ic,  1 ;  nherc 
*ee  SteevEni'a  note. 

1  in  dotlr,  DKl  Ptitic]  "  Tlie  worJ*  '  in  rfoc*,  d«I  «flllc,'  allude. 
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sir  rail  ? 


G.  Cap.  Your  doxy  Ghe. 

DoK.  O,  right. — Are  you  my  doxy,  t 

AuR.  I'll  be  thy  doxy  and  thy  dell. 
With  thee  I'll  live,  for  thee  I'll  steal ; 
From  fair  to  fair,  from  wake  to  nake, 
I'll  ramble  still  for  thy  sweet  sake, 

Don.  O,  daioiy  fine  doxy!  she  speaks  the  lan- 
guage ss  familiarly  already  as  if  sh'ad  been  begot 
of  a  canter.'  I  pray,  captain,  what's  gipsy  for  the 
hind  quarter  of  a  woman  f 

G,  Cap.  Nosario, 

DoK,  Nosario?  why,  what's  gipsy  for  my  nose 
then? 

G.  Cap.  Why.  ar^mio. 

Don.  Aninw  ?  faith,  raethinks  you  might  have 
devised  a  sweeter  word  for't^ 


Enter  Aurelia's  Father,  and  Governor. 

G.  Cap.  Stop,  stopl  fresh  booties, — gentlefolks, 

signoroes, 
Calavaria,  fulkadel'to . 

Sec.  Gip.  La  gnamhrola  ttimbrel, 

Don.  How  ?  give  me  one  word  amongst  you,  that 
I  may  be  doing  too. 

AvK.  Yonder  they  are  again  !  O  guiltiness, 


I  believe,  lo  a  praclice  still  somvliniEs  founiJ  among  cliitdrcn, 
oMaying  llie  lesF  of  the  butter-dock  upon  n  plice  (har  ha* 
been  stung  by  a  nettle,  and  repeating,  ■■  a  kind  orcharnii  (he 
words  '  in  derk,  mil  netllt,'  it  long  ai  the  applicalion  is  con- 
tinued." Editor  of  ISIfl, — Compare  Sir  Thomas  More;  "and 
thus  plsye  in  and  out,  like  in  doctr  out  nellt  that  no  man 
shoulde  nylte  whan  ihey  vere  in  and  nfaan  the; 
'"    '   I,  1557,  fol.  SOD.     Id  our  icxl  the  words  si 


le  punni 


:  alliuion 


they  were  oole."  ^_ 

rde  are  used  with       ^^^1 
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Thou  pult'st  more  trembling  fear  into  a  mnid 
Than  the  first  weU ding- night.  Take  courage,  wench, 
Thy  face  cannot  betray  thee  with  a  blush  now. 

Fath.  Which  way  she  took  her  flight,  sir,  none 

Or  how  she  'EcapM. 

Gov.  Out  at  some  window  certainly. 

Fath.  O,  'tis  a  bold  daring  baggage  I 

Gov.  See,  good  fortune,  sir, 
The  gipsies  !  they're  the  cunning'at  people  living. 

Path.  They  cunning?    what  a  confidence  have 
you,  sir ! 
No  wise  man's  faith  was  ever  set  in  fortunes. 

Gov.  You're  the  wilfull'st  man  against  all  learnini; 
still : 
I  will  be  hang'd  nowj  if  I  hear  not  news  of  her 
Amongst  this  company. 

Fath.  Yon  ore  a  gentleman  of  the  flatt'ring'si 

That  e'er  lost  woman  yet. 

Gov.  Come  hither,  gipsy. 

Ads.  Luck  now,  or  I'm  undone.  [j4»i(fc.] — What 
says  my  master  ? 
Bless  me  with  a  silver  cross,' 
And  1  will  tell  you  all  your  loss. 

Gov.  Lo  you  there,  sir !  all  my  loss ;  at  lirat  word 

There  ia  no  cunning  in  these  gipsies  now? 

Fath.  Sure  I'll  hear  more  of  this. 

Gov.  Here's  silver  for  you.  [^Givei  money. 

AuR.  Now  attend  your  fortune's  story  : 
You  lov'd  a  maid. 

Gov.  Right. 


iw,  vol.  i.  p.  2*6. 
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AuR.  She  ne'er  lov'd  you : 
You  shall  find  my  words  are  true. 

6oY.  Mass,  I  am  afraid  so. 

AuR.  You  were  about 
To  keep  her  in,  but  could  not  do*t : 
Alas  the  while,  she  would  not  stay. 
The  cough  o'  th'  lungs'  blew  her  away ! 
And,  which  is  worse,  you'll  be  so  crost. 
You'll  never  find  the  thing  that's  lost ; 
Yet  oftentimes  your  sight  will  fear  her. 
She'll  be  near  you,  and  yet  you  ne'er  the  nearer  : 
Let  her  go,  and  be  the  gladder ; 
She'd  but  shame  you,  if  you  had  her : 
Ten  counsellors  could  never  school  her ; 
She  is  so  wild,  you  could  not  rule  her. 

Gov.  In  troth  I'm  of  thy  mind,  yet  I'd  fain  find  her. 

AuR.  Soonest  then  when  you  least  mind  her  ; 
But  if  you  mean  to  take  her  tripping, 
Make  but  haste,  she's  now  a-shipping. 

Gov.  I  ever  dream'd  so  much. 

Fath.  Hie  to  the  key. — 
We'll  mar  your  voyage,  you  shall  brook  no  sea. 

{^Exeunt  Father  and  Governor, 

G.  Cap.  Cheterooriy  high  gulleroon, 

Don.  Fikheroon^  purse-Julleroon :  I  can  say  some- 
what too. 

Gipsies.  Excellent  gipsy !  witty,  rare  doxy ! 

Don.  I  would  not  change  my  dell^  for  a  dozen 
of  black  bell-wethers. 

Song. 

G.  Cap.  Our  wealth  swells  high,  my  boys. 
Don.        Our  wealth  swells  high,  my  boys, 

*  cough  0*  th*  lungs]  i.  e.  "  the  symptoms  of  age  and  in- 
firmity in  the  lover  proposed  by  the  fattier."  Editor  of  1816. 

*  delQ  See  note,  vol.  ii.  p.  538. 
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G.  Cap.  Let  every  gipiy 

Dance  with  hit  doxy. 
And  then  drink,  drink  for  joy. 
Don.         Let  every  gipsy 

Dance  with  hi)  doxy, 
And  then  drink,  drink  /or  joy. 
Chorus.  And  then  drink,  drink  for  joy, 

[Exeunt  with  a  strange  mild-faihioned  dance  to 
the  hautboys  or  comets. 


SCENE  II. 
An  apartment  in  the  bouse  of  the  Duchess, 
Enter  Duchess,  Cardinal,  Lords,  and  Celia. 
Car.  That  which  is  merely  call'd  a  mill  in  worn 
1  cannot  always  title  it  with  a  virtue. 
Ducn.  O  good  air,  spare  me ! 
Car.  Spare  yourself,  jood  madam  ; 
ExtremeaC  justice  is  not  So  severe 
To  great  ofTenders,  as  your  own  forc'd  sITJctnest 
To  beauty,  youth,  and  time  ;  you'll  answer  for't 
Dt:cu.  Sir,  settle  your  own  peace;  let  me  m: 

mine. 
Car.  Bui  here's  a  heart  must  pity  it,  (vhet 

1  find  compassion,  though  the  smart  be  yours. 

First  Lord.  None  here  but  does  the  like. 

iSec.  Lord.  Believe  it,  madam. 
You  have  much  wrong'd  your  lime. 

First  Lord.  Nay,  let  your  grace 
But  think  upon  the  barrenness  of  succession. 

Sec.  Lord.  Nay,  more,  a  vow  enforc'd. 

DucH.  What,  do  you  all 
Forsake  me  then,  and  take  part  with  yon  man  ? 


Not  one  friend  Iiavc  I  left  ?  do  tbey  all  fight 
Under  til'  inf;lorioua  banner  of  his  censure,* 
Serve  under  his  opinion  ? 

Car.  So  will  all,  madam. 
Whose  judgments  can  but  taste  a  lighlfu]  cause; 
1  look  for  more  force  yet ;  nay,  your  own  women 
Wit]  shortly  rise  against  you,  when  they  know 
The  w&r  to  be  so  just  and  honourable 
Ah  marriage  is  ;  you  cannot  name  that  noman 
Will  not  come  ready  arm'd  for  such  a  cause  : 
Can  chastity  be  any  whit  impair'd 
By  that  which  makes  it  perfect  ?  answer,  madam ; 
Do  you  profess  constancy,  and  yet  live  alone  7 
Hon  can  that  hold  2  you're  constant  then  to  none  ; 
That's  a  dead  virtue ;  goodness  must  have  practice, 
Or  else  it  ceases  ;  then  is  woman  said 
To  be  love-chaste,  knowing  but  one  man's  bed ; 
A  mighty  virtue  I  beside,  fruitfulness 
Is  part  of  the  salvation  of  your  sex  ; 
And  the  true  use  of  wedlock's  time  and  space 
Is  woman's  exercise  for  fiJth  and  grace. 

DucH.  O,  what  have  you  done,  my  lord  ! 

Car.  Laid  the  way  plain 
To  knowledge  of  yourself  and  your  creation  ; 
Unbound  a  forced  vow,  that  was  but  knit 
By  the  strange  jealousy  of  your  dying  lord, 
Sinful  i'  th'  fastening. 

DvcH.  All  the  powers  of  constancy 
Will  curse  you  for  this  deed .' 

Car.  You  speak  in  pain,  madam. 
And  so  I  take  your  words,  like  one  in  sickness 
That  rails  at  his  best  friend  :  I  know  a  change 
Of  disposition  has  a  violent  working 


In  all  of  u: 


3  6t  it  should  have  time 
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And   counsel    nith    ilsel 

:    may    vou   be   fruitful. 

madam. 

' 

In  all  the  blesaings  of  on 

iionour'd  love! 

FiBST  Lord.  In  all  you 

r  wishes  fortuna 

te, — and  I 

Thecliiefofemmysell-! 

[Mide. 

Car.  Peace  be  at  your 

heart,  lady ! 

FiMT  Lord.  And  love 

say  I. 

[Aside. 

Car.  We'll  leave  good  ihouRhis  now 

0  bring  in 

themselves. 

[E^ii 

vkh  Lords. 

Ddch.  0,  there's  no  ar 

t  like  a  religion 

s  cunning. 

fay  all  things  smooth  before  it ! 
How  subtlely  has  his  wit  dealt  nith  the  lords, 
To  fetch  in  their  persuasions  (o  a  business 
That  stands  in  need  of  none,  yields  of  itself, 
As  most  we  women  do,  when  we  seem  farthest, 
But  little  thinks  the  cardinal  he's  requited 
After  the  same  proportion  of  deceit 
As  he  sets  down  for  others. 

Enter  Page.' 
O,  here's  the  pretty  boy  he  preferr'd  to  me ; 
1  never  saw  a  meeker,  gentler  youth. 
Yet  made  for  man's  beginning  :  how  unfit 
Was  that  poor  fool  to  be  Lactantio's  page  1 
He  would  have  spoii'd  him  quite,    in  oni 
utterly ; 


here  had  been  n 

child  ; 
have  forgot  thy  n 
Page.  Antonio, 
Dticu.  Antonio? 
thee; 
Vhy  didst  thou  w 

hope  of  him.- 

nadam. 

so  thou  loldst  m 

-Come  hither 
.  1  must  chide 

eep  when  thou 

cam'st   first  to 
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Page.  At  the  distiust  ormineown  merits,  madani. 
Knowing  I  was  not  born  to  thcige  deserts 
To  please  so  great  a  misiress. 

DccH.  'Las,  poor  boy, 
That's  nothing  in  thee  but  thy  raodest  fear, 
Which  makes  amends  faster  iban  thou  canst  err. — 
It  shall  be  ray  care  to  have  him  nell  brought  up 
As  a  youth  apt  for  good  things, — Celia. 

Celia.  Madam  ? 

DccH.    Has   he    besiow'd   his   hour   to-day  for 
music? 

Ceua.  Yes,  be  has,  madam, 

DucH.  How  do  you  find  his  voice? 

Celia.   a  pretty,  womanish,    faint,    sprawling" 

But  'twill  grow  strong  in  time,  If  he  take  care 
To  keep  it  when  he  has  it  from  fond'  exercises. 

DucH.  Give  order  too  the  dancing -school  master 
Observe  an  Iiour  with  him. 

Celia.  It  shall  be  done,  lady ; 
He  ia  well  made  for  dancing ;  thick  i"  th'  chest. 

He  will  turn  long  and  strongly. 

Dticn,  He  shall  not  be  behind  a  ({uality 
That  aptness  in  him  or  our  cost  can  purchase ; 
And  see  he  lose  no  time. 

Celia.  I'll  take  that  order,  madatn. 

Page.  Singing   and    dancing!    'las,  my  case    is 
worse ! 
I  rather  need  a  midwife  and  a  nurse. 

[_Asidc,  and  exit  tvilH  Cklia. 

Dl'ch.  Lactantio,  my  procurer,  not  return'd  yet  I 
His  malice  I  have  fitted  with  an  office 

'  tpramliig}  "  An  applied  to  the  voice  teema  devoid  of 
rocBning;  perhaps  ve  Aauld  read  iqiialling."  Editor  of  1810. 
'/md]  i.  e.  fooliih.  i 
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Which  he  takes  pleasure  to  discharge  with  rigour. 
He  comes,  and  with  him  my  heart's  conqueror ; 
My  pleasing  thraldom's  near. 

Enter  Lactantio  rckk  Akdrvgio  and  Guard. 

And.  Not  know  the  cause? 

Lac.  Yes,  you  shall  soon  do  that  now,  to  the  ruin 
Of  your  iiecK-part,  or  s 


;  years 


npnson- 


You  meet  with  mercy,  and"'  you  'scape  with  that; 
Beside  your  lands  all  begg'd  and  seiz'd  upon ; 
That's  admirable  favour.     Here's  the  duchess. 

DccH.  O  sir,  you're  welcome  ! 

Lac.  Marry,  bless  me  still 
From  such  a  welcome  ! 

Ducn,  You  are  hard  to  come  by. 
It  seems,  air,  by  the  guilt  of  your  long  stay. 

And.  My  guilt,  good  madam? 

Dl'ch.  Sure  y'had  much  ado 
Xo  take  him,  had  you  not?  speak  truth,  Lactantio, 
And  leave  all  favour;  were  you  not  in  danger? 

Lac,  Faith,  something  near  it,  madam ;  he  grew 
headstrong, 
Furious  and  fierce  ;  but  'lis  not  my  condition" 
To  speak  tlie  worst  things  of  mine  enemy,  i 
Therein  I  bold  mine  honour  :  but  had  fury 
Burst  into  all  the  violent  storms  that  ever 
Play'd  over  anger  in  tempestuous  man, 
I  would  have  brought  him  lo  your  grace's  presence. 
Dead  or  alive. 

Ducii.  You  would  not,  sir? 

And.  What  pride 
Of  pamper'd  blood  has  mounted  upi'this  puck-foist  i' 


-  a«rf]  i.  e.  if. 

■  condUion 

See  not 

,  p.  ii>2. 

T  Bp]  Old  ed. 

up  lo." 

■  puck-feUII  i. 

m  filled 

i.ith  duBL 

Editor  Of  IBIG. 

If  XDT  fVBv,  imcoiiUBeD  D  of  niy  jnopinent. 


Yim  ^T«  ai^leann^  let  ine  ied  inr  KD 
In  ^dK*  faJl  wc^to.  ocf  justice.  viriiiotB  ifitoiL 
Aad  let  ii  ncakf*  me  tinnoi^iiihr :  bm,  daste  iuk. 
Out  of  'die  boimtT  of  your  frxace.  permit  mot 
J^ksM'  yerfmii'd  parcel  of  cm^I'd  pciwder'd  lair 
Td  cast  me  is  ttie  pmir  Tdmh  odTluB  oensiiK:.^ 

l>ircs.  It  idml]  HA  need,  ffood  sir ;  iwe  sre  omelf 
-Of  pDwer  mffiaent  tD  jwdgf?  yon  :  ne'er  dimiit  it, 


Witiidxsw.  XiBCtmtii) :  cnne£alhr  piace  yonr  ^uud 
J'  tttt-  nest  Touiii. 

XiAL.  TnL  wiL  bin  fere  tJie  wone  : 
ToL  see  your  Tiiefitfap*  spoik  ymi :  youl]  ct>  nigii 

now 
Tr  ieel  your  sic:  indeed. 

Ilxt  XfACTAKTiP  vft^  Gicirrd 

Aki«.  fieH-mniiti::  be  with  tbee  ! 
Vjk  ffver  nmiicf  •eec  yei  to  pape  wider 
I*iir  mar.  «>  misfaymme^  ? 

I>rci;.  Firsi.  sir.  1  Senile  tiiink 
Yni.  coulc  no:  hf  sr  nnptideni  to  dem* 
Vine  yonr  own  knnwied^  proves.  i£>  ymi. 

Aki..  Ths:  were  s  sin.  TnartnTC.. 
HSnrrt  £rroii<.  ttar  fiatterr  snesn  npm  &  xiDain. 

T>rcB    Tonr  owl  cuntessioii  doomE  vnc  sir. 

Aki..  Why.  nartanr 

Th-ci;.  T><  ncr  yon  kno^  I  made  £  seriouf  vow 
A:  m%  lord*  deau«.  never  tc>  mmT\  more ? 

A VI..  Tna:  ^  i;  rrutii.  madam.  In-  a  wixnesF^  to. 

l>rcsi    !<>*:  -so,  sn  '   youT  he  taiLcc  preaeiit)y. 


mumr^j  i.  t.  ma 
mxatmai  See  aoct;.  i«.  ^I. 
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This  man  needs  no  accuser.     Knowing  so  much. 
How  durst  you  tiien  attempt  so  bold  a  business 
As  to  solicit  me,  bo  strictly  settled, 
With  tempting  letters  and  loose  lines  of  love? 

And.  Who  ?  I  do't,  madam  ? 

DucH.  Sure  the  man  will  shortly 
Deny  he  lives,  although  he  walks  and  breath[es,] 

AsD.  Better  destruction  snatch  me  quick  from 
sight 
Of  human  eyes,  than  1  should  sin  so  boldly  ! 

DucH.  'Twas  well  I  kept  it  then  from  rage  or  fire. 
For  my  truth's  credit.  Look  you,  sir;  read  out; 
You  know  the  hand  and  name.  [^Givcs  letter. 

And.  [reads']  Andrugio! 

Ducu.  And  if  such  things  be  fit,  the  world  shall 
judge. 

And.  Madam 

DucH.  Pish,  that's  not  so  ;  it  begins  otherwise  ; 
Pray,  look  again,  sir;  how  you'd  slight  yourknow- 

And.  By  all  the  reputation  I  late  won ~ 

Otcu.  Nay,  and"  you  dare  not  read,  sir,  I  am 
gone. 

Akd.  Read  ?  [readf^  Most  fair  duchess. 

Ducn.  O,  have  you  found  it 
There's  a  sweet  flattering  phras 
You  thought  belike  that  would 

And.  1,  madam? 

Duc>].  Nay,  on,  sir;  you  are  slothful. 

And.  [reads]  The  report  of  your  vok  shall  not  fear 
me 

Ducu.  No!  are  you  so  resolute?   'tia  well  for 
you,  sir. 

And.  [Teadi]  I  knorv  you're  but  a  woman 


for  a  beginning  t 


DucH.  Well,  what  then,  air? 
Anh.  [refwis]  jind  nhat  a  wow 

Ducu.  Let  him  know  what  he 


get 


"Z 


he's  glad  to 

[reads]  Perhapt  my  amdition''  may  seem  blunt 

Well,  we  find  no  fault  with  your  bliim- 

Amo.  [reads']  Bui  no  man's  love  can  be  more  i/iarp 
set 

Ddch.  Ay,  there's  good  stuff*  now  ! 

And.  [reads']  And  I  knoie  desires  in   both  sfiet 
haee  skill  at  that  meapon. 

DucH.  Weapon  ? 
,You  begin  like  a  flatterer,  and  end  like  a  Fencer. 
Are  these  fit  lines  now  to  be  sent  lo  us? 

And.  Now,  by  the  honour  of  a  man,  bis  truth, 
madam, 
My  name's  abus'd! 

DucH.  Fie,  fie,  deny  your  hand  7 
I  will  not  deny  mine ;  here,  take  it  freely,  sir. 
And  witli  it  my  true  constant  heart  for  ever : 
1  never  disgrac'd  man  that  souglit  my  favour. 

And.  What  mean  you,  madam  ? 

Dues.  To  requite  you,  sir; 
By  courtesy  1  hold  my  reputation. 
And  you  shall  taste  it.     Sir,  in  as  plain  truth 
As  the  old  time  walk'd  in,  when  love  was  simple 
And  knew  no  an  nor  guile,  I  affect  you  ; 
My  heart  has  made  her  choice;  I  love  you,  sir, 
Above  my  vow  ;  the  frown  that  met  you  first 
Wore  not  the  livery  of  anger,  sir. 
But  of  deep  policy  ;  I  made  your  enemy 


''  cvnfiVun]  See  ni 


s,  p.  292. 


t  for  all ;  there  you  may  praise  me, 
And  'twill  not  be  ill  given. 

And.  Here's  a  strange  language ! 
The  constancy  of  lore  bless  me  from  learning  on't, 
Although  ambition  would  soon  teach  it  others  j 

Madam,  the  service  of  whole  life  is  yours ; 

But 

DtiCH.  Enough  I  thou'it  mine  for  ever, — Within, 
there! 

Re-enter  Lactantio  nith  Gvard. 
Lac.  Madam? 

DucH.  Lay  hands  upon  him ;  bear  him  hence ; 
See  he  be  kept  close  prisoner  in  otir  palace. — 
*"'       '      '       it  yet  ripe  for  our  nuptial  solace. 

[_  Aside,  and  exit. 
you  could  clear  yourself! 
e'a  a  voice  that  wearies  tne 
n  distractions. 


The  time's 
Lac.  This 


More  than  mii 

Lac.  You  a 

And.  I've  not  a  lime  idle  enough  from  passion" 
To  give  this  devil  an  answer.     O,  she's  lost ! 
Curs'd  be  that  love  by  which  a  better's  crost ! 
There  my  heart's  settl'd.  [y/«rfe. 

Lac,  How  is  he  disgrac'd, 
And  I  advanc'd  in  love  1  faith,  he  that  can 
Wish  more  to  bis  enemy  is  a  spiteful  man, 
And  wortliy  to  be  punish 'd.  {_Exevn(. 

'  paniimi]  L  e.  ^e£ 
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ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

An  apartment  tn  the  house  of  the  Duches 

Enter  Cblia,  Page,'  and  Crotchet. 

LiA.  Sir,  I'm  of  that  opinion ;  being  kept  hardJ 
to't, 

prick- son;;  well. 

^      ^  t  i   O',  Ml.  re,  u( ; 
i' faith. 

ighl.- 


In  troth  I  think  he'll  take  hi 

Mis 
Con 


't  right,  ' 


,  lay  the  books  do\ 


shall  s 


Page.  Would  I'd  an  honest  caudle  next  my  heart  1 1 
Let  vvho^  would  iolfa,  I'd  give  them  my  part. 
In  troth  methinks  I've  a  great  longing  in  me 
To  bite  a  piece  of  the  musician's  nose  off; 
But  I'll  rather 

Lose  my  longing  than  spoil  the  poor  man's  singing :  I 
The  very  tip  will  serve  my  turn,  methinks, 
If  I  could  get  it;  that  he  might  well  spare. 
His  nose  is  of  the  longest,     O,  my  back!      [^fuJe,! 

Crot.  You  shall  hear  that. —  KehearBeyourgamut,  ' 

Page.  Who'd  be  thus  toil'd  for  love,  and  n 

the  joy  ?  \A»'uU. 

Ceot.  Why,  when!'  begin,  sir:  I  must  stay  your 


lei 


■e? 


Page.  Gamut  Cnng'*]>  "j  fe,  6,  me.  Sac. 

C  BOT.  \^iingi\  Ee  la :  aloft !  above  the  clouds,  my  I 

boy! 
Page.  It  must  be  a  better  note  than  ela-!  air, 

'  Pagf']  Sec  note,  p.  fi62.  '  viho]  Old  ed.  "  whotc." 

•   H'Ay,  whf.«'\  See  note,  p.  Ifl*. 

'  ela]  i.  c.  the  bighnl  note  ia  the  scale  of  music, 


Thai  brings  musicians  thither ;  they're  too  hasty. 
The  most  part  of 'em,  to  take  such  a  journey, 
And  must  needs  fall  by  th'  way. 

Crot.  How  many  clifla  be  there? 

P*oe.  One  cliff,  sir. 

Crot.  O  intolerable  heretic 
To  voice  and  music  !  do  you  know  but  one  cliff? 

Page.  No  more,  indeed,  I, sir;— and  at  this  time 
I  know  too  much  of  thai.  {^Aside. 

Crot.  How  many  notes  be  there  ? 

Page.  Eight,  sir.— I  fear  me  I  shall  6nd  nine 

To  my  great  shame  and  sorrow,     O  my  stomach  I 
[Aside. 
Crot.  Will  you  repeat  your  notes  then  ?    1 
W/«you; 
Why,  when,' sir? 

Page.  A  large,  a  lang,^  a  breve,  a  semibrev 
A  minim,  a  crotchet,  a  quaver,  a  semiquaver. 
Crot.  O,  have  you  found  the  way! 


IflV 


t  lost 


ind  with  n 


lofe 


Crot.  Come,  boy,  your  mind' 
thing  now ; 
Set  to  your  song, 

Paoe.  Was  ever  wench  so  punish'd  ? 


upon  some  other 


•ndeM 


—The  editor  uflSlG 
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62d  more  dissemblers 

Ceot.  rsiflg*]  l^t, — come,  begin. 

Page,  [*"§*]  l^t,  mi.  Tt,fa,  sol,  lit. 

Crot.  Keep  lime,  you  foolish  boy. 

iHere  they  ting  prick-song.* 
How  like  you  this,  madonna? 

Celia.  Pretty; 
He  will  do  well  in  time,  being  kept  under. 

Cbot.  I'll  make  his  ears  sore  and  his  knuckles 
ache  else. 

Celia.  And  that's  the  way  to  bring  a  boy  to 

Crot.  There's  many  now  wax'd  proper  gentlemen 
Whom  I  have  nipp'd  i'  th'  ear,  wencli ;  that's  my 

comfort.— 
Come,  sing  me  over  the  last  song  I  taught  you  j 
You're  perfect  in  that  sure;  look  you  keep  time 

well, 
Or  here  I'll  notch  your  faults  up.    Sol,  tol;  [tingt] 

lone  well,  sir. 
Here  cotncs  the  dancing- master  now ;  you're  dts-   , 
charg'd. 

Enter  Sinquapace. 
SiNa,  O,  aignot  Crotchet,  01 


begin,  boy. 


In  the  name 

;r  that  ever  disgraced 


Two  cliffs,  and  a  seroibreve. 
Of  alamire,'  what's  the  matter, 

SiNQ.  The  horriblest  disaati 
the  lofVy  cunning  of  a  dancer. 

Cbot.  [sings']  B,fa,b,mi, — heaven  forbid,  man  I 

*  priek-ioHg]  i.  e.  music  wi 
flouriih  and  iixxflj,  opposed  i 
vriihout  ornBrnenl. 

X  Simg\  See  note,  p.  385. 

1  alamiri']  i.  e.  "  the  \aveal  note  bui  On 
tcale  of  rouaic.''    Todd'i  John.  Diet,  in  v. 
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Sma.  O— O— the 

Ckot.  That  semiqi 

That  I  must  tell  you 

To  put  his  Toice  bo  hard 

Must  use  hia  own  tooli 

I,  dilate 


'tis 


cruel  fortune ! 

is  no  friend  to  yo 
not  fur  a  dancer 


ingj]  — 


The  matter  ti 

SiNQ.  Faith,  riding  upon  my  foot-cloth,'  as  I  use 
to  do,  coming  through  a  crowd,  by  chance  1  let  fall 
my  fiddle. 

Crot.  [^sings]  De,  sol,  re;— your  fiddle,  sir? 

SiNQ.  0,  that  such  an  inscrument  should  be 
made  to  betray  a  poor  gentleman!  nay,  which  !a 
more  lamentable,  whose  luck  should  it  be  to  take 
up  this  unfortunate  fiddle  but  a  barber's  prentice, 
who  cried  out  presently,  according  tu  his  nature, 
Ymi  trim  gentleman  on  honeback,  you've  lost  your 
Jiddle,  your  worship' i  fddle!  seeing  me  upon  my 
foot- cloth,  the  mannerly  coxcomb  could  say  no 
less ;  but  away  rid  1,  air ;  put  my  horse  to  a  coranto 
pace,''  and  left  my  fiddle  behind  me. 

Ckot.  ['•ng'i]  De,  la,  sol,  re, 

SiNa.  Ay,  was^  not  a  strange  fortune?  an  ex- 
cellent treble-viol !  by  my  troth,  'twas  my  master's 
when  I  was  but  a  pumper,  that  is,  a  puUer-on  oi 
gentlemen's  pumps. 

Crot.  [tingi]  C,  c,  »ol,fa, — I  knew  you  then,  sir. 

SiNQ.  But  I  make  no  question  but  I  shall  hear 
on't  shortly  at  one  broker's  or  another  ;  for  I  know 
the    barber   will   scourse'    it  away    for   some  old 


1  fimt-dolh]  See  n 
'  'oranlB  paw]  i,  e 
and  lively  dance. 


ivery»wift  pice: 
-i.e.  e^tchange. 


Cbot.  [sings]  Ela, 
ihat     ■ 


—my  life  for  your's  on 


:  scholars,  my  bour  calls  me 
—fa,  sol,  la  [«'»^*]— 


my  othei 

1  leave  you  to  your  practici 

fare  you  well,  air, 

Si>q.  The  lavoltas'"  of  a  merry  heart  be  with 

you,  sir  [exit  Ckotciiet]  ;  and  a  merry  heart  makes 

B  good  sioging-man :  a  man  may  love  to  hear  him- 

mouth.- 


Met 


-  Celia 


Celia.  signor  binquapace, 
The  welcom'st  gentleman  alive  of  a  dancer  ! 
This  is  the  youth  ;  he  can  do  little  yet, 
Hifi"  prick-song  very  poorly  ;  he  is  one 
Must  have  it  put  into  him ;  somewhat  dull,  sir. 

SiNQ.  As  you  are  all  st  first ;  you  know  'twas  long 
Ere  you  could  learn  your  doubles. 

Celia.  Ay.  that's  true,  sir; 
But  I  can  ticklc't  now.     Fa,  la,  la,  &c. 

\_Sing»  and  daj»ce$. 
Lo,  you,  how  like  you  me  now,  sir? 

SiNQ.    Marry,   pray    for    the   founder,  here   be    | 
stands ; 
Long  may  he  live  to  receive  quarterages, 
Go  brave,)'  and  pay  his  mercer  wondrous  duly. 
Ay,  and  his  jealous  laundress, 
That  for  the  love  she  bears  him  starches  yellow;*' 
Poor  soul !  my  own  flesh  knows  I  wrong  her  not. 
Come,  metereza,  once  more  shake  your  great  hips 
and  your  little  heels,  since  you  begin  to  fall  in  of   { 

"  lavolliu]  See  nole,  vol.  i.  p.  261. 

"  Meterrta^  Or  taelrexa—it,  si  Nare*  obiervei  (_Glm,  in  i.), 
H  sort  oF  PrencliiSed  lulisa.  found  in  oar  old  dramatiin. 
»  Hi,]  Old  Ed.  '■  ■Tis."  »  bract]  i.  e.  finely  dreswri. 

1  ilarchtt  yrUftHi]  Ste  Dole*,  pp.  U*,  43Z. 
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yourself,  and  dance  over  ihe  end  of  the  coranlo'  I 
Iau}{li[  you  last  night. 

Celia.  The  tune's  clear  out  of  my  head,  sir. 

SiNQ.  A  pox  of  my  little  usher!  how  long  he 
Biaya  too  with  the  second  part  of  the  former  fiddle! 
Come,  I'll  lolfa  it  i'  th'  mcBniime:  Fa,  la,  la,  la, 
&c.  [Ae  sings  wkilt  Celia  rfance*.]  Perfectly  ex- 
cellent! I  will  make  you  lit  to  dance  with  the  best 
Christian  gentleman  in  Europe,  and  keep  time  nilh 
him  for  his  heart,  ere  I  give  you  over. 

Celia.  Nay,  I  know  I  shall  do  well,  sir,  and  I 
am  aomenhal  proud  on't;  but  'twas  my  mother's 
fault,  when  she  danced  with  the  duke  of  Florence. 

SiHo.  Why,  you  will  never  dance  well  while  you 

If  you  he  not  proud.     I  know  that  by  myself; 
1  may  teach  my  heart  out,  if  you've  not  the  grace 
To  follow  me. 

Celia.  I  warrant  you  for  that,  sir. 

SiNQ.  Gentlewomen  that  are  good  scholars 
Will  come  as  near  their  masters  as  they  can; 
I've  known  some  lie  with  "em  for  their  better  under- 
standing : 
I  speak  not  this  to  draw  you  on,  forsooth  ; 
Use  your  pleasure ;  if  you  come,  you're  welcome  ; 
You  shall  see  a  fine  lodging,  a  dish  of  comfits. 
Music,  and  sweet  linen. 

Celia.  And  trust  me,  sir. 
No  woman  can  wish  more  in  this  world, 
Unless  it  be  ten  pound  in  th'  chamber- window, 
Laid  ready  in  good  gold  against  she  rises. 

SiNa.  Those  things  are  got  in  a  morning,  wench, 
with  me. 

Celia.  Indeed,  I  hold  the  morning  the  beat  time 
of  getting ; 

'  cQraiilo]  S,'e  note,  p.  627. 
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So  says  my  sister ;  she's  a  lawyer's  wife,  sir. 

And  should  know  what  belongs  to  cases  best. 

A  fitter  time  for  this ;  I  must  not  talk 

Too  long  of  women's  matters  before  boys. 

He's  very  raw,  you  must  take  pains- with  him. 

It  is  the  duchess'  mind  it  should  be  so ; 

She  loves  him  well,  I  tell  you.  [^Exit, 

SiNQ.  How,  love  him  7 
He's  too  little  for  any  woman's  love  i'  th'  town 
By  three  handfulls : '  I  wonder  of  a  great  woman 
Sh'as  no  more  wit,  i'faith ;  one  of  my  pitch 
Were  somewhat  tolerable. 

Enter  Nicholao  with  a  viol, 

O,  are  you  come  ? 
Who  would-be  thus  plagu'd  with  a  dandiprat  usher ! 
How  many  kicks  do  you  deserve  in  conscience  ? 

Nic.  Your  horse  is  safe,  sir. 

SiNQ.  Now  I  talk'd  of  kicking, 
*Twas  well  remember'd ;  is  not  the  foot-cloth  stoln 
yet? 

Nic.  More  by  good  hap  than  any  cunning,  sir. 
Would  any  gentleman  but  you  get  a  tailor's  son  to 
walk  his  horse,  in  this  dear  time  of  black  velvet  ? 

SiNQ.  Troth,  thou  sayst  true ;  thy  care  has  got 
thy  pardon ; 
I'll  venture  so  no  more. — Come,  my  young  scholar, 
I'm  ready  for  you  now. 

Page.  Alas,  'twill  kill  me! 
I'm  even  as  full  of  qualms  as  heart  can  bear : 
How  shall  I  do  to  hold  up  ?  {^AsideJ] — Alas,  sir, 
I  can  dance  nothing  but  ill-favouredly, 
A  strain  or  two  of  passa-measures  galliard !' 

'  handfulls']  Altered  by  editor  of  1816  to  the  more  correct 
form  "  hands  full." 
*  passa-measures  galliard'}  A  corruption  of  passamezzo  gal- 


SiKQ.  Marry,  you're  forwarder  iban  I  conceiv'd 

A  toward  stripling. — Enier  him,  Nicholao  ; 
For  the  fool'a  bashful,  as  they're  all  at  first, 
Till  they  be  once  well  enter'd. 

SiNQ.  Ay,  sir,  I  hope  you  hear  me. — Mark  him 

[NiciioLAo  dancei,  while  Sinqoapace  playi. 
Ha,  well  done  !  excellent  boy!  dainty,  fine  springall' 
The  glory  of  Dancers'  Hall,  if  they  had  any  I 
And  of  all  professions  ihey'd  most  need  of  one. 
For  room  to  practise  in,  yet  they  have  none. 
O  times !  O  manners  I  you  have  very  little : 
Why  should  the  leaden-heel'd  plumber  have  his  hall, 
And  the  light-footed  dancer  none  at  all  ? 
Rat/orluna  della  giierra,"  things  must  be  ; 
We're  born  to  leach  in  back- houses  and  nooks, 
Garrets  sometimes,  nhere't  rains  upon  our  books. — 
Come  on,  sir  ;  are  you  ready  ?  first,  your  honour. 

liarrf.  '■  The  Paiiaatxiv,"  says  Sir  John  Hawkini,  "  (from 
paiicr,  [paiiart  f^  lo  walk,  and  meta,  the  middle  or  half,) 
ii  a  slow  dance.  Iltlle  diSering  from  Ihc  scijon  of  walking. 
Ai  a  gsltiard  coiiiiBti  of  five  pace)  or  bun  in  the  tint  itrain, 
and  ii  therefore  called  a  cinque-pace,  (he  paaamtxzn,  which 
ia  a  diminutive  of  the  galliard,  has  just  half  that  number,  and 
from  that  peculiarity  takea  iti  name."  HuI.bJ  Muaic,  vol.  iv. 
u.  3S6.  In  anolhcr  place  nf  the  same  work,  vol.  ii.  p.  134, 
Sir  John  BtBtes  that  "  every  pavan  bai  its  galliard,  a  lighter 
hind  of  air  made  out  of  the  former,"  which,  obBcrves  Narea 
(Cbii.  in  V.  Pavan),  "  leadi  to  ihc  suspicion  that  paiiy-ata- 
luri  pavan  and  jwMy-sMonire  galliard  were  correlative  lemu, 
and  meani  the  two  different  measures  of  one  dance." 

'  bug.'  dainty,  fine  iprinjoJ.']  Old  ed.  '■  Boys — Bainly  fiat 

Xingals;"  but  here  Nicholao  ia  the  only  dancer:  and  so 
rwarde  (p.  633),  when  he  again  dances,  Sitiuuapace  ei- 
etaims  "  dafufj  stripllngl" — Springal,  i.e.  youth,  lad. 

■  firluiM  della  gairra]  Old  ed.  "  Fortune  de  la  guardo." 
Editor  of  1816  gives  "  fortune  de  Ik  guerre." 
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Page.  I'll  wish  no  foe  a  greater  cross  upon  her. 
[/iside^tken  makes  a  curlty. 
Sing.  Curtsy,  lieyday  !  run  to  him,  Nicliolao  ; 
By  this  light,  he'll  shame  me ;  he  makes  curtsy 
like  a  chambermaid. 
Nic.  Why,  what  do  you  mean,  page?    are  you 
mad?  did  you  ever  see  a  boy  begin  a  dance  and 
make  curtsy  like  a  wench  before  ? 

Paoe.  Troth,  I  was  thinking  of  another  thing. 
And  quite  forgot  myself;  I  pray,  forgive  me,  sir. 
SiNQ.  Come,  make  amends  then  now  with  a  good 
leg, 
And  dance  it  sprightly.  [Plat/t,  mliiU  Page  dancet.) 

What  a  beastly  leg 
Has  he  made  there  now !  it  would  vex  one's  heart 

Now  begin,  hoy.— O,  0.0,0!  &c."  Open  ihy 
knees ;  wider,  wider,  wider,  wider  :  did  you  ever 
see  a  boy  dance  clenched  up  ?  he  needs  a  pick-lock : 
out  upon  thee  for  an  arrant  ass  1  an  airant  sss  !  I 
shall  lose  my  credit  by  thee  ; 
— Here,  boy,  hold  the  viol  [g-in 
who  plays  when  Page  proceeds  to  dance^  ;  let  me 
come  to  him  :  I  shall  gel  more  disgrace  by  this 
little  monkey  now  than  by  all  the  ladies  that  ever 
I  taught. — Come  on,  sir,  now;  cast  thy  leg  out 
from  thee;  lift  it  up  alol\,  boy:  a  pox,  his  ktiees 
are  soldered  together,  they're  sewed  together: 
canst  not  stride  ?  O,  I  could  eat  thee  up,  I  could 
cat  thee  up,  and  begin  upon  thy  hinder  quarter, 
thy  hinder  quarter  I  I  shall  never  teach  this  boy 
without  a  screw ;  his  knees  must  be  opened  with 
a  vice,  or  there's  no  good  to  be  done  upon  him. 
Who  taught  you  to  dance,  boy? 

Pace.  It  is  but  little,  sir,  that  I  can  do. 
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SiNfl.  No,  ril  be  sworn  for  you. 
Paoe.  And  that  signer  Laurencio  taught  me,  air. 
SiKQ.  Signer  Laurencio  was  an  arrant  coKcomb, 
And  fit  to  teach  none  but  while  bakers'  children 
To  knead  their  knees  together.   You  can  turn  above 
ground,  boy  ? 
Paoe.  Not  I,  sir  j  my  turn  's  rather  under  ground. 
SiNQ.  We'll  see  what  you  can  do ;  1  love  to  try 
What's  in  ray  scholara  the  first  hour  I  teach  them.    - 
Sliew  him  a  close  trick  now,  Nicholao. 

[NicHOLAO  dances  while  Sinijuapace  playt. 
Ha,  dainty  stripling  !^Come,  boy, 

Pare.  'Las,  not  I,  sir; 
I'm  not  for  lofly  tricks,  indeed  I  ain  not,  sir. 

SiNQ,  How?  such  another  word,  down  goes  your 

hose,'  boy, 
Paoe.  Alas,  'tis  time  fnr  me  to  do  any  thing  then  ! 
\_AUeinjits  to  dance,  and  falls  don'ii. 
SiNtt,   Heyday,   he's  down! — Is   this   your   lofty 

trick,  boy  ? 
Nic,  O  master,  the  boy  swoons !  he's  dead,  I  fear  me. 
SiNfl,  Dead?  I  ne'er  knew  one  die  with  a  lofty 
trick  before. — 
Up,  sirrah,  up! 

Pace.  A  midwife !  run  for  a  midwife  ! 
Stua.  A  midwife  ?  by  this  light,  the  boy's  with 
child! 
A  miracle  I  some  woman  Is  the  father. 
The  world's  turn'd  upside  down  :  sure  if  men  breed. 
Women  must  get ;  one  never  could  do  both  yet, — 
No  marvel  you  danc'd  close -knee'd  the  sinqua- 

Put  up  my  (iddle,  here's  a  stranger  case, 

[Exit  SiNnuAPACE,  leading  out  Page. 
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Nic.  Thal'tis,  I'll  swear;  'twill  make  the  duchess 
wonder : 
I  fear  me  'twill  bring  dancing  out  of  request. 
And  hinder  our  profession  for  a  time. 
Your  women  thai  are  closely  got  with  child 
Will  pui  themselves  clean  out  of  exercise, 
And  will  not  venture  now.  for  fear  of  meeting 
Their  shames  in  a  coranlo,*  'specially 
If  they  be  near  their  time.    Well,  in  my  knowledge, 
If  that  should  happen,  we  are  sure  lo  lose 
Many  a  good  waltmg- woman  that's  now  o'er  shoes. 
Alas  the  while  !  [^i''- 

SCENE  11. 

Another  apartment  in  the  house  of  the  Dadtcsi. 

Enter  Ducheti  and  Celia. 
DucH.  Thou  tell'st  mc  things  are  enemies  to  rea- 

I  cannot  get  my  faith  to  entertain  'em, 
And  I  hope  never  shall. 

Celia.  'Tis  too  true,  madam. 

DucH.    I  say  'tis  false :    'twere  better  th'hadst 
been  dumh 
Than  spoke  a  truth  so  iinpleasing ;  thou  shalt  gel 
But  liiile  praise  by't:  he  whom  we  affect 
To  place  his  love  upon  so  base  a  creature  ! 

Celia.  Nay,  ugliness  itself;  you'd  say  so,  madam, 
If  you  but  saw  her  once  ;  a  strolling  gipsy  ; 
No  Christian  that  is  horn  a  hind  could  love  her  ; 


She's  the  s 


efor 


s  masterpiec 
Yet  have  I  seen  Andrugio's  arms  about  her, 
Ferceiv'd  his  hollow  whisperings  in  her  ear. 
His  joys  at  meeting  her. 

"  iBToitlo]  See  note,  p.  S 


DccH.  W>iat  joy  could  that  be! 

Celia.    Such,   madar 


I    hai 


equi 


He  kiss'd  her  with  that  greediness  of  affection. 
As  if  her'  lips  had  been  as  red  as  yours  ; 
I  look'd  still  when  he  would  be  black  in  mouth, 
Like  hoya  nith  eating  hedge-berries ;   nay,  more, 

madam. 
He  brib'd  one  of  hia  keepers  with  ten  ducats 
To  find  her  out  amongst  a  flight  ofgipsies. 

DucH.  rit  have  thai  keeper  hang'd,  and  you  for 

She  cannot  be  so  bad  as  you  report, 

Whom  he  so  firmly  loves;  you're  false  in  much. 

And  I  will  have  you  tried  :  go,  fetch  her  lo  us. 

[Exit  Celia. 
He  cannot  be  himself,  and  appear  guilty 
Of  such  gross  folly  ;  has  an  eye  of  judgment. 
And  that  will  overlook  him.     This  wench  fails 
In  understanding  service  ;  she  must  home. 
Live  at  her  house  i'  th"  country;  she  decays 
In  beauty  and  discretion, — 

Re-tnter  Celia,  with  Aurelia  disguised  as  a  gipsy- 
Who  hast  brought  there  i 
Celia.  This  is  she,  madam. 
Ducii.  Youth  and  whiteness  bless  me  ! 
Bit  is  not  possible  :  he  talk'd  sensibly 
■Within  this  hour  ;  this  cannot  be  ;  how  does  he  1 
"^I  fear  me  my  restraint  has  made  him  mad, 
Celia.  His  health  is  perfect,  madam. 
Ducu.  You  are  perfect 
In  falsehood  still ;  he's  certainly  distracted. 
Though  I'd  be  loalh  to  foul  my  words  upon  her, 

>  l.tr'i  Old  ed.  "  his.'' 
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She  looks  30  bi^aBtly,  yet  I'll  ask  the  queElion ; — 
Are  you  beIo»ed,  sweet  face,  of  Andrugio? 

AcB.  Yes,  sliowrly,''  mistress;  he  done  love  nie 
'Bove  all  the  girls  that  shine  above  me  : 
Full  often  has  he  sweetly  kiss'd  me. 
And  wept  as  often  when  he  miss'd  me ; 
Swore  he  was  to  marry  none 
But  me  alone. 

Duck.  Out  on  thee!  marry  thee? — away  with  her; 
Clear  mine  eyes  of  her ;  — 
A  cnrate  that  has  got  his  place  by  simony 
Is  not  half  black  enough  to  marry  thee. 

[Exit  AuRELiA  Trith  Celm,  ir/ia  presently  TetuTM, 
Surely  the  man's  far  spent ;  howe'er  he  carries  it, 
He's  without  question  mad ;  hut  !  ne'er  knew 
Man  bear  it  better  before  company. 
The  love  of  woman  wears  so  thick  a  blindness, 
II  sees  no  fault,  but  only  man's  unkindnesg. 
And  that's  so  gross,  it  may  be  felt. — Here,  Celia, 
Take  this  [gif'«g  ^gnet-Ttng]  ;  with  speed  command  I 

Andrugio  to  us, 
And  his  guard  from  him. 

Celia.  It  shall  straight  be  done,  madam.    [Exit, 

Dui'H.  I'll  look  into  his  carriage  more  judiciously 
When  1  next  get  him,     A  wrong  done  to  beauty 
Is  greater  than  an  injury  done  to  love, 
And  we'll  less  pardon  it ;  for  had  it  been 
A  creature  whose  perfection  had  outshin'd  me, 
It  had  been  honourable  judgment  in  him. 
And  to  my  peace  a  noble  satisfaction ; 
But  as  it  is,  'lis  monstrous  above  folly. 
Look  he  be  mad  indeed,  and  throughly  gone. 
Or  he  pays  dearly  for  it ;  it  is  not 
The  ordinary  madness  of  a  gentleman 


diolecL 


uTJy]  i.  e.  lutely — Aurelia  afiecring  ■ 
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That  ahall  excuse  him  here  ;  had  better  lose 
His  H-its  eternally  than  lose  my  grace: 
So  strange  is  the  condition  of  his  fall, 
He's  safe  in  nothing  but  in  loss  of  all. 
He  cornea : 


Enter  Andi 


Tvith  Celi 


Now  by  the  fruits  of  all  my  hopea, 
A  man  that  has  his  wits  cannot  look  better ! 
It  likes*  me  well  enough ;  there's  life  in's  eye. 
And  civil  health  in's  cheek;  he  stands  nith  judg* 

And  bears  his  body  well.     What  ails  this  man  ? 
Sure  I  durst  venture  him  'mongat  a  thousand  ladies. 
Let  'em  shoot  all  their  scotTs,  which  makes  none 

But  their  own  waiting-women,  and  they  dare  do  no 
otherwise.  [_Atide, 

Come  nearer,  sir:— I  pray  keep  further  off, 
Now  I  remember  you. 

And.  What  new  trick's  in  this  now  1         {Ande. 

Dl'ch.  Haw  long  have  you  been  mad,  sir  1 

And.  Mad?  a  great  time,  lady; 
Since  I  first  knew  I  should  not  sin,  yet  sinn'd; 
That's  now  some  thirty  years,  byrlady,'  upwards. 

DucH.  This  man  speaks  reason  wondrous  feel- 
ingly. 
Enough  to  teach  the  rudest  soul  good  manners. 

You  cannot  be  excus'd  with  lightness  now. 
Or  frantic  fits;  you're  able  to  instruct,  sir. 
And  be  a  light  to  men.     If  you  have  errors. 
They  be  not  ignorant  in  you,  but  wilful, 
And  in  that  state  I  seize  on  'cm.     Did  1 
Bring  thee  acquainted  lately  with  my  heart, 

>  nkn'\  i.  e.  (ilvaiei.  '  byrlivif,}  See  note,  p.  9. 


And  when  thou  thought'st  a  storm  of  anger  took 

tliee, 
It  in  a  moment  clear'd  up  M  to  love. 
To  the  abusing  of  tliy  spiteful  enemy. 
That  sought  to  fix  his  malice  upon  thee  ; 
And  couldst  thou  so  requite  me? 

And.  How,  good  madam? 

Di'cH.  To  wrong  all  worth  in  man,  lo  deal  so  j 

Upon  contempt  itself,  disdain  and  loathsomeness; 
A  thing  whose  face,  through  ugliness,  frights  children, 
A  straggling  gipsy ! 

And.  See  how  you  may  err,  madam, 
Through  wrongful  information  ;  by  my  hopes 
Of  truth  and  mercy,  there  is  no  such  love 
Bcstow'd  upon  a  creature  bo  unworthy. 

DucH.  No!  then  you  cannot  fly  me. — Fetch  her 
hack.  [Ex!l  Celu 

And  though  the  sight  of  her  displease  mine  eye 
Worse  than  th"  olfensiv'st  object  earth  and  nature 
Can  present  to  us,  yet  for  truth's  probation 
We  will  endure't  contentfully. 

Re-eiiler  Gelia  Tv'ith  Aurelia  in  her  ornn  drett. 
What  now ; 
Art  thou  return'd  without  her? 

And.  No,  madam;  this  is  she  my  peace  dwells  it 
If  here  be  either  baseness  of  descent. 
Rudeness  of  manners,  or  deformity 
In  face  or  fashion,  I  have  lost,  I'll  yield  it; 
Tax  me  severely,  madnm. 

DccH.  {to  Celia]  How  thou  siand'sl, 
As  dumb  as  the  salt-pillar !  where's  this  gipsy  ? 

[Ceua  points  to  AuBELiA. 
What,  no?  I  cannot  blame  thee  then  for  silence  ; 
Now  I'm  confounded  too,  and  take  part  with  thee. 
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Your    pardon    and    your    pity,    vinuous 
nadam :  IKneeU. 

['  Cruel  resiraint,  join'd  witti  the  power  of  love, 
lught  me  that  art;  in  that  iliaguiae  I  'scap'd 
I  The  hardness  of  my  fortunes  ;  you  that  see 
I  What  love's  force  is,  good  madam,  pity  me .' 

D.  Your  grace  has  ever  been   the  friend  of 
truth. 
And  here  'tis  set  before  you.  \_KneeU. 

Ducii.  1  confess 
I  have  no  wrong  at  all ;  she's  younger,  fairer ; 
He  has  not  now  dishonour'd  me  in  choice ; 
I  much  commend  his  noble  care  and  judgment: 
'Twas  a  just  cross  led  in  by  a  temptation. 
For  offering  but  to  part  from  my  dear  vow. 
And  I'll  embrace  it  cheerfully,  [Asirfe.j — Rise,  both; 
[Andrugio  and  Aukelia  riie. 
The  joys  of  faithful  marriage  bless  your  soula  .' 
I  will  not  part  you. 

And.  Virtue's  crown  be  yours,  madam  ! 

Enter  Lactantio. 
AuR.  O,  there  appears  the  life  of  all  my  wishes  ! 

race  pleas'd,out  of  your  bounteous  goodness 
r  virgin's  comforts,  1  shall  freely 
r  Enjoy  whom  my  heart  loves  1 
I       Ducii.  Our  word  is  past ; 
I  Enjoy  without  disturbance, 

.  There,  Lactantio, 
I  Spread  thy  arms  open  wide,  to  welcome  her 
f  That  has  wrought  all  this  means  to  rest  in  thee. 
And,  Death  of  my  joys  !  how's  this? 
Lac,  Prithee,  away,  fond  fool ;  hast  no  shame  in 

Thou'rt  bold  and  ignorant,  whate'er  thou  art. 


Isy, 


I  look'd  for  more  respect ;  1  am  not  spoke  witba! 
After  this  rate,  I  tell  yoii ;  learn  hereafter 
To  know  what  belongs  to  me ;  you  shall  see 
All  the  court  teach  you  shortly.  Farewell,  manners. 

Odch.  I'll  mark  the  event  of  this.  [^/Inde. 

AuR,  1  have  undone  myself 
Two  ways  at  once ;  lost  a  great  deal  of  time. 
And  now  I'm  like  to  lose  mure.     O  my  fortune! 
I  was  nineteen  yesterday,  and  partly  vow'd 
To  have  a  child  hy  twenty,  if  not  twain : 
To  see  how  maids  are  cross'd !   but  I'm  plagu'd 

And  she  that  makes  a  fool  of  her  first  love, 

Let  her  ne'er  look  to  prosper,  [jitiik.'] — Sit 

[To  ASDBUGIO. 

And.  O  falsehood  ! 

Aua.  Have  you  forgiveness  in  you  t  there's  more 


I 


Than  of  a  maid  that  never  yet  ofiended. 

And.  Make  me  your  property  !• 

AtiR.  I'll  promise  you 
I'll  never  make  you  worse ;  and,  sir,  you  know 
There  are  worse  things  for  women  to  make  men. 
But,  by  my  hope  of  children,  and  all  lawful, 
I'll  be  as  true  for  ever  to  your  bed 
As  she  in  thought  or  deed  that  never  err'd. 

*  properti/]  lu  Shirley'i  ITeddinff  {Worti,  vol.  i.  p.  Mi), 
"  prnptrty  of  yaiii  liut"  U  explained  by  GiSbrd,  "  duigiuse, 
cloilc  far  it."  In  the  preaent  passage,  thererore.  it  m*j  meui 
"  ihe  cIobIc  for  your  love  lo  Laciaoiio ;"  but  I  believe  ii  lig- 
niliei  nothing  more  than — a  thing  id  use  ot  will  for  your  con- 
venience :  compare  p.  ii!IH,  1.  14. 


ND.    I'll   once    believe   a  woman,  be't  liui   to 
strengthen 

I  Weak  faith  in  other  men :  I  have  a  lovo 
[  That  covers  sll  thy  faults. 

Enter  CaTdinal  and  Lordu, 
Car.  Nephew,  prepare  thyself 
'  With  meekness  and  thanksgiving  to  receive 
Thy  reverend  fortune ;  amongst  all  the  lords. 
Her  close  affection  now  makes  choice  of  thue, 

Lac.  Alas,  I'm  not  to  learn  to  know  that  now ! 
Where  could  she  make  choice  here,  ifl  weremissino? 
■T would  trouble  the  whole  state,  and  puzzle  "em  all. 
To  find  out  such  another. 

Car.  'Tis  high  time,  madam. 
If  your  grace  please,  to  make  election  now  : 
Behold,  they're  all  assembled. 

DucH.  What  election  ! 
You  speak  things  strange  to  rne,  sir. 
Car.  How,  good  madam  ? 

"ucii.   Give   me  your    meaning  plainly,  like  a 
father ; 
I  You're  too  religious,  sir,  to  deal  in  riddles. 

AR.  Is  there  a  plainer  way  than  leads  to  mar- 
riage, madam, 
I  And  the  man  set  before  you  ? 
DiiCH.  O  blasphemy 
To  sanctimonious  faith  !  comes  it  from  you,  sir  ? 
An  ill  example !  know  you  what  you  speak, 
Or  who  you  are!  is  not  my  vow  in  place? 
How  dare  you  be  so  bold,  sir  ?     Say  a  woman 
.  Were  tempt  with  a  temptation,  must  you  presently 
I  Take  all  th'  advantage  on't  ? 

"ar.  Is  this  in  earnest,  madam? 
I'cH.  Heaven  pardon  you!  if  you  do  not  think 
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You've  much  to  answer  for:  but  I  will  leave  you; 
Return  I  liumbly  now  from  whence  I  fell. 
Ail  you  bkss'd  pouera  that  reg'ister  the  vows 
Of  virgins  and  chaste  matrons,  look  on  me 
With  eycB  of  mercy,  seal  forgiveness  to  me 
By  signs  of  inward  peace  !  and  to  be  surer 
That  I  will  never  fail  your  good  hopes  of  me, 
1  bind  myself  more  strictly;  all  my  riches 
I'll  speedily  commend  to  holy  uses, 
This  temple''  unto  some  religious  sanctuary. 
Where  all  my  time  to  come  I  will  allow 
For  fruitful  thoughts ;  so  knit  I  up  my  vow. 

Lac.  This  ['tjis  to  hawk  at  eagles :  pox  of  pride! 
It  lays  a  man  i'  th'  mire  still,  like  a  jade 
That  has  too  many  tricks,  and  ne'er  a  good  one. 
I  must  gape  high  !  I'm  in  a  sweet  case  now  ! 
I  was  sure  of  one,  and  now  I've  lost  her  too, 

Duett.  I  know,  my  lord,  &11  that  great  studious    ' 

Is  for  your  kinsman  ;  he's  provided  for 
According  to  his  merits. 

Car.  How's  that,  good  madam  1 

Duck.  Upon  the  firmness  of  my  faith,  it's  true, 

Enter  Page'  m  a  female  drrs*. 
See,  here's  the  gentlewoman  ;  the  match  was  made 
Near  forty  weeks  ago:  he  knows  the  time,  sir. 
Better  than  I  can  tell  him,  and  the  poor  gentle-  ' 


'  Ifiuple]  "  By 'lliis  temple' is  mMnl  her  person:  ibe  CK- 

pressian  ia  taken  from  Scriptjre,  but  is  rather  too  solemn  for 
■he  occsnion."    Edilot  of  1S16. 

<  Pagr]  See  note,  p.  562 ;   she  eaters,  probably,  on  some 
sij^  given  b;  the  duchess.   The  old  ed.  has  no  slBge-direvbou 


■r  tlian  he ; 

being  religiouB,  sir,  and  fearing  you, 
He  durst  not  own  her  for  hia  wife  till  now  ; 
Only  contracted  with  her  in  man's  apparel, 
For  the  more  modesty,  because  he  was  bashful. 
And  never  could  endure  the  sight  of  woman, 
For  fear  that  you  should  see  her  :  this  was  he 
Chose  for  my  love,  this  page  preferred  to  me. 
Lac.  I'm  paid  with  mine  own  money.        \_A»ide. 
Cab.  Dare  hypocrisy. 
For  fear  of  vengeance,  sit  ho  close  to  virtue  ? 
Steal'st  thou  a  holy  vestment  from  religion 
To  clothe  forbidden  lust  with?  th'  open  villain'' 
Goes  before  thee  to  mercy,  and  his  penitency 
la  bless'd  with  a  more  sweet  and  quick  return. 
I  utterly  disclaim  all  blood  in  thee  ; 
I'll  sooner  make  a  parricide  my  heir 
Than  such  a  monster. — O,  fori;ive  me,  madam ! 
The  apprehension  of  the  wrong  to  you 
Has  a  sin's  weight  at  it.     1  forget  all  charity 
When  1  but  think  upon  him. 

DucH.  Nay,  my  lord, 
At  our  request,  since  we  are  pless'd  to  pardon, 
I    And  send  remission  to  all  former  errors, 
I  Which  conscionable  justice  now  sets  right, 
I  From  you  we  expect  patience ;  has  had  punishment 
Enough  in  his  false  hopes  ;  trust  me  he  has,  sir  ; 
They  have  requited  his  dissembling  largely  : 
And  to  erect  your  falling  goodness  to  him. 
We'll  begin  first  ourscif ;  ten  thousand  ducats 
~  The  gentlewoman  shall  bring  out  of  our  I 
To  make  her  dowry. 

Car.  None  has  the  true  way 
Of  overcoming  anger  with  meek  virt 
Like  your  compassionate  grace, 

*  mUain'\  Old  ed.  -  villainy. 


Lac.  Curse  of  this  forlune !  ihis  'tis  to  meddle 
with  taking  stuff,  whose  belly  cannot  be  confined 
in  a  waistband.  [Jjirfe.] — Pray,  wliat  have  you  done 
with  the  breeches?  we  shall  have  need  of 'em  shortly, 
and'  we  get  children  so  ffist ;  they  are  too  good  to 
be  cast  away.  My  son  and  heir  need  not  scorn  to 
wear  what  his  mother  has  left  off.  I  had  my  for- 
tune  told  me  by  a  gipsy  seven  years  ftgo ;  she  said 
then  1  should  be  the  spoil  of  many  a  maid,  and  at 
seven  years'  end  marry  a  quean  for  my  labour, 
which  falls  out  wicked  and  true. 

DucH.  We  all  have  faults  ;  look  not  so  much  on 
his: 
Who  lives  i'  th"  world  that  never  did  amiss  i — 
For  you,  Aurelia,  I  commend  your  choice, 
You've  one  after  our  heart ;  and  though  your  father 
Be  not  in  presence,  we'll  assure  his  voice  ; 
Doubt  not  his  liking,  his  o'erjoying  rather. — 
Vou,  sir,  embrace  your  own,  'tis  your  full  due  ; 
No  page  serves  me  more  that  once  dwells  with  you. 
O,  they  that  search  out  man's  intents  shall  find 
There's  more  dissemblers  than  of  womankind.^ 

'a-<li.e.ir. 

'  timiaHhiiid'i  Old  ed.  "  wDtncnAitirf." 
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